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A DRAWING-KOOM PROBLEM. 
Mi89 X. is a good- young Udj, 
liviDg in an agrioultural district, who 
invitee an adult Sunday School class 
to tea in the drawing-rcwm. Y., one 
of the scholars, is a burly farm 



functions, and especially inapt at the 
handling of tea-cupa. 

He is supplied with a diminutive 
cup and saucer and a bun that is too 
big to go into the saucer. Finding 
the tea too hot for his taste, he puts 
the bun in his oiouth, holds the cup 



■ervant, unaccustomed to social [ in his right hand and pours the tea 

25848b 



ioto the saucer which 14 in his left 
hand. 

Having done all this satisfactorily, 
he raises the saucer in order to 
blow on the tea before drinking, but 
discovers, with coafusion, that the 
bun is in the way. 

What ought Y. to do? 
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THE PERFECT SCRIBE. 



Author of yoD immortal wheeze, 
Which so commoved me when I read it, 

If with thiB law your Ufe agrees 

It does you (may I say so, please?) 
The most enormous credit. 

'Tis well that in the whirl and rush 
Of things that hamper introspection 

You have the gift of saying " Hush! " 

In time to stop the ruby blush 

From staining your complexion. 

Your conscience keeps you timely wise : 

You take its counsel like a sage's, 
Bejecting naughty words and lies 
Which must, if printed, compromise 

Your Weekly's model pages. 
So, having purged your matter free 
From faults of spirit and of letter, 
You eay : ' ' There are no spots on me ; 
This is as good as good can be, 

Or even slightly better! " 
Ah, would that we could follow you. 

We other scribes, mere ha'penny print-hacks t 
We are indeed a shamelesB crew. 
Content to say what 's far from true. 

And farther still from syntax. 
Some of us try a nobler strain, 

Treading the track your feet have dented, 
And yet we somehow don't attain 
Your self-assurance, but remain 

Divinely discontented. 
Thus, had you written in my stead 

These lines that I have here begotten, 
Your heart, perhaps, would not have bled; 
Mine does, because I 've seldom read 

Anything quite so rotten. 0. S. 



DI8CURSI0NS. 

Mrs. BoBRtNBKX. 



AH not sure that the title I have given to this story 
is the best I could have selected. There are others that 
would perhaps have suited it quite as well, if not better 
— but, after all, Mrs. Bobrikskv began it, and her name 
shall, therefore, stand at the head of it. Originators 
have some right to be considered. 



Mrs. BoBRiNSKY is my housekeeper. She was bom a 
Peoler, of London, and became entitled to the 
BoRRiNSKY by marrying a Polish esile, now deceased, 
who, according to her account, made the best cabinets 
that were ever sold in the Euston Boad or anywhere 
else. He used, she has told me, " to rig up a bit of 
tarpaulin on some poles in the backyard, and sit there 
of a Sunday morning reading his paper, and say it 
reminded hiin of Poland." Once a year it was his 
custom to walk to the Russian Embassy in Chesham 
Place and relieve his patriotic feelings by spitting on the 
doorstep. This sacred rite having been accomplished he 
would return to bis cabinet-making with a light heart. 



Mrs. B0BRIN8KY, in spite of her name, is British to 
the core. Her father was in " the joolery business," 



and most of her uncles " was cooks." I quote her 
family history as related by herself. She can sew any- 
thing and can cook most things. She is a mine of anec- 
dotes and a most excellent housekeeper in a London 
flat. Her relations with the porter are respectful, but 
not cordial. She suspects the lift-hoy of every possible 
dereliction of duty that a human lift-ho; can commit. 
She considers him to he too saucy and frivolous in his 
talk for the responsible position he occupies. Some day, 
she believes, tnere will be an accident, and the world 
will realise too late the inefficiency of the lift-boy. 



It was a June evening, and Mrs. Bobbinsky was 
laying my table for dinner while I was sitting in an arm- 
chair. ' There 's only a couple of cutlets, some new 
potatoes, a dish of peas, and a gooseberry tart," sbi 
remarked. "And a very good dinner, too," said I 
She then began to tell me the story of Bobriksky and 
the one-eyed Hock cat with three legs ; but she broke off 
before she finished it and went out of the room. I 
heard her talking outside the room to someone whose 
voice was strange to me. I determined to follow her. 



When I opened the door I noticed without the least 
surprise that the hall of my flat had disappeared and the 
Twopenny Tube bad taken its place. The Tube 
stretched out interminably, hut it was brilliantly lighted, 
and I could see along it for miles. Mrs. Bobrinsky, 
now a mere speck, but easily recognisable by a green 
silk hood which I had never before seen her wear, was 
rushing down the Tube at an astonishing pace. She 
was ten miles away and still going strong. As no trains 
were running there was nothing for me to do but to 
pursue her on foot. No sooner had I started than a 
motor-'bus came thundering round a comer upon me. I 
remembered that a Colonial Bishop had once told me 
that the only way to deal with such a 'bus was to kneel 
to it and say " Bottingdean " three times verv quickly. 
I knelt, but for the life of me I couldn't say 

Bottingdean." 

Mr. AsQDiTB, the Prime Minister, was in the 'bus. 
He had a long white beard and wore a Glengarry cap 
and a kilt. He was very like a Scotch piper I had seen 
in Parliament Street that afternoon, but he had left Ms 
pipes behind. He winked at me very deliberately, and, 
the 'bus having by this time passed completely over me, 
I found myself at Paddington Station, where, after a 
dispute with a cabman, who had been driving me for 
mora than an hour, I entered a train at Platform No. 5. 
My wife was already in the carriage. She smiled at me 
and continued to fued our youngest daughter, aged four, 
marmalade and Shetland shawls. I said, "You 
know that is not good for the child," and she said, " I 
had to buy Whiteley's new hippopotamus: he was so 
cheap." I reahsed that this explained everything. 



At this moment a porter looked in and said the plat- 
forms had all been changed and our train had gone five 
minutes ago. I ssid to my wife, " I told you so," and 
got out at once. When I turned round I saw my wife 
and child three platforms away. She said, " St. 
Pancras " and vanished, and I recognised the Master of 
Trinity, who said he was sorry, but I must on no account 
walk on the grass. He added that it wasn't Olympic 
and laughed heartily. I knew it was the best joke in 
the world and laughed even more heartily 

"Your cutlets are on the table, Sir," laid Mrs. 

BoBRINSKV. 
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A SHORT WAY TO DISSOLVE PARLIAMENT. 

trained on the Parliament buildings, reading from Omar Kkayydm, local 
. . . . " COULD WE WITH FATE CONSPIRE 
TO GRASP TH13 SORRY SCHEME OF THINGS ENTiaE, /— i 

WOULD HOT WE SHATTER IT TO BITS"— (flANO-O—" AND TKHf^OO P 
EE^MOULD IT NEABEfi TO THE HEABT'S DESIRE!'' -v^i\^/vfX'^ 



T^ Shah (with hit gun trained on the Parliament buildings, reading from Omar Kkayydm, local ptwt) ■'— 
. . . . " COULD WE WITH FATE CONSPIRE 
TO GRASP THIS SORRY SCHEME OF THINGS ENTiaE, 
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MORE FLOWERS OF SPEECH. 

Arrital "1 bit, old m»n, ariFrwH nthpHEit. Wbat?" 



A MERE EPISODE. 

(Bif a Peraon in a Pageant.) 
Our episode is the tenth and last, 
and (I may add unoflScially) the most 
importaot. The period of it is 1750. 
In order to lead up to it properly it 
has been found necessary to start the 
first episode at 53 b.c. This gives 
the audience time to get hungry for 
us. "At last! " they say, when we 
come on; " this is the end, Maria." 
The Duchess of Kibecudbrioht 
(N.B.) says that they don't say that 
at all. They say, "Why, Henrv, 
it '8 1750 1 1 had no idea. How the 
time flies when you are enjoying your- 
self. We must stay to the end; a 
few minutes won't make any differ- 
ence now, and it 's only cold 
mutton." 

I must explain that it is the 
Duchess of Kirecuddrioht (N.B.) — 
and do remember the "N.B." he- 
cause she is very particular about 
it — who in this episode condescends 
to dance a noinuet with me : that 
stately old measure (if you don't trip 
over the sandhill opposite Block D.) 
which BO delighted our forefathers. 



It is a very sad thing, but though 
the whole Pageant, as I have ex- 
plained, hinges upon us, yet our 
names and description do not appear 
upon the programme. We are put 
down briefly, and I think libellously, 
as " Revellers." However, we learnt 
that we were really people of 
some position — right in the Smart 
Set, by all accounts; so I decided to 
be Lord Tunbridob Wells, and my 
partner the Duchess of Kirkcud- 
BRiQHT (N.B.). That is just like her 
— to be a whole county, when I am 
only a watering -place. 

We are supposed to do the " revel- 
ling " as soon as we come in. As I 
lead my partner down the steps I 
say to her, " Our revel, I think," 
and she replies, " Shall we revel, or 
shall we sit it out?" After a little 
discussion we decide to revel, partly 
because there is nowhere to sit down, 
and partly because the prompter has 
his eye on us. Now, I don't know 
what your idea of revelling is, but 
mine would include at the very least 
a small ginger ale and a slice of seed- 
cake. 1 mean, I don't think that 
would be overdoing it at all. But 



do you suppose we are allowed this 
— or indeed anything? Not likely. 
And yet it is just a little touch of that 
sort which gives verisimilitude to a 
whole Pageant. 

Before we have really got through 
our revelling the band strikes up, and 
suddenly we are all in our places 
for the minuet. Now although you 
have paid your two guineas like 
a man, &nd are sitting in the very 
front row, you mustn't think we 
have taken all this trouble of learning 
the minuet simply to amuse you. 
Not at all. We are doing it for the 
sake of Kino George the Second, 
no less ; a command performance. 
And BO when we are all in a line, 
just ready to start, and I whisper to 
my partner, " I say. I 'm awfully 
sorry, but I 've forgotten the minuet. 
Let 's do the Lancers instead," she 
whispers back, "Quick! George is 
looking at me. Is my patch on 
straight?" "No," I say. "Now, 
don't forget you have to smile all 
the time. Hallo, we 're off." 

I am not going to describe the 
dance to you, because it is too diffi- 
cult. But I may say briefly that 
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there 'a a whole lot of things ;ou do 
with 70UF feet, and another whole lot 
with your hande; that you have to 
Bway your body about in an eas^ and 
graceful manner ; that you must keep 
one eye on the ground to see that 
you don't fall over the sandhills, and 
another eye on your partner to aee 
that she is doing it all right, and the 
two of you a joint eye on everybody 
else to see that the affair is going 
symmetrically. And (Jien — then 
comes the final instruction: "Don't 
look anxious, timile, and seem to 
be enjoying yourself." 

So far I have resisted the inclina- 
tion to smile. The fact is that when 
I cast aside my usual habiliments 
and take upon me the personality of 
another, I like to do the thing 
thoroughly — to enter into the spirit 
of the part. Now I will put the case 
before you, and you shall say 
whether I am not right. 

Here we have, as I conceive the 
situation, a sprig of the nobility, 
TcNBRiDQE Wells, He is a modest 
young man, who spends most of his 
time at his lovely Kentish seat, 
flanked by fine old forest trees— pre- 
ferring the quiet of the country to 
the noise and bustle of London. 
One day, however, he ventures up 
to town, and looking in at his cus- 
tomary Gofiee- house is hailed by an 
acquaintance. Tunbridoe Wells, I 
may mention, is beautifully attired 
in a long blue coat, white satin waist- 
coat, fancy breeches, with quaint 
designs painted on them, silk stock- 
ings, and shoes which are too tight 
for him. 

" What are you doing to-night? " 
says his friend. "Come down to 
Chelsea with me. There 'a a grand 
Venetian fete on, and old Oeorqe 
will be there." 

" Eight," says Tukbridoe Wells. 

When they get to the Gardens his 
friend takes him aside. 

" I say," he begins aniciously, " I 
hope you won't mind, but the fact 
is that I 've promised you shall dance 
in a minuet to-night. Old Geoboe 
particularly wants to see one." 

" But 1 simply couldn't," says 
Tdkdridoe Wells in alarm. " Can't 
you get somebody else?" 

"Oh, but you must. I've gol 
you a jolly partner — the Duchess of 
K-IRSCUDSBIGHT (N.B.). You know 
the minuet, of course? " 

"Well, I've learnt it; but I've 
very nearly forgotten it again. And 
my shoes are beastly uncomfortable. 
Before the Kino, too. It 's a bit 
steep, you know." 

"Well, then, you will. Good 



" No, no," 



TUNBRIDQB 



Wells hastily, and leads his friend 
aside under the trees. " I say," 
he begins mysteriously, " don't say 
anything, but . . . well, it 's rather 
awkward .... I may as well tell 
you .... these — er — these things 
are a bit tight. They look all right 
like this, you know, but when you 
bend down — well, I mean I have 
to be jolly careful." 

" I was just thinking bow pretty 
they were. A beautiful thing, that," 
ha adds, pointing to a crescent moon 
in blue on Tdnbridoe Wells' left 
knee. 

" Don't touch," says Wells in 
alarm. " It comes off like anything. 
I lost a dragon-fly only yesterday. 
Well, you Bee how it is, old man. 
But for them I should have loved it. 
Only ... I say, don't be a fool. 
. . . . Your servant, Duchess. I 
was just saying .... Yes, 1 am 
devoted to it. . . . Yes. . . . Yes. 
Let 's see, it is the left foot, isn't it? 
(Confound that idiot!)" 

Now then, do you wonder that 
the poor fellow looks anxious? or that 
I feel it my duty, as a good actor, to 
look anxious too? 

I have promised not to describe 
the whole minuet to you, but I must 
mention one figure in it of which I 
am particularly fond. In this you 
rejoin your partner after a long 
absence, and you have once more 
her supporting hand to hold you up. 
For some hours previously you have 
been alone in the wild &ni undulating 
open, tripping over mole- hi Us and 
falling down ha-has; and it is very 
pleasant [especially when your shoes 
fit you too soon) to get back to her and 
pour all your troubles into her sym- 
pathetic ear. It 's a figure in which 
you stand on one foot each for a con- 
siderable time, and paw the air with 
the others. You preserve your 
balance better it you converse easily 
and naturally. 

" I nearly came a frightful purler 
just now. Did you see? " 

" H'sh, not so loud. Have you 
foimd mother yet ? She 's here to- 
day." 

" One of my patches fell off. I 
hope nobody heard it." 

" You 've got a different wig to- 
day. Why?" 

"It's greyer. I had such a very 
anxious moment yesterday. You 
know that last bow at the end where 
you go down and stay under water 
for about five minutes? Weil, I 
really thought — however, they 
didn't." 

" I don't like you in this one. It 
doesn't suit you at all." 

" So I thought at first. But if you 
gaze at it very earnestly for three 



hours, and then look- up at the 

ceiling, you " 

" Why, there 18 mother. Holdup." 
" I fancy we have rather a good 
action in this figure. Do you think 
she 's noticing it? I hope she knows 
that we could stand on one leg with- 
out moving the other one at all. I 

mean I don't want her to think 

Hallo, here we are. Good-bye. See 
you again in the next figure but 
one." And the Duchess of Kire- 
CUDBHIORT (N.B.) trips off, 

I put in the "N.B." because she 
is very particular about it ; and I say 
" trips " because I know the ground. 
A. A. M. 



CHARIVARIA. 

It is rumoured that, in order to 
make our forthcoming naval man- 
(Buvres approach as nearly as possible 
to actual war conditions, the rival 
fleets are to be commanded by Lord 
Charles Beeesford and Sir Percy 
Scott. 

The Minister for War is, we 
understand, by no means neglecting 
the problem of the scarcity of horses 
for our cavalry. He has indeed,' 
according to one report, found a 
remedy for it. The number of our 
mounted men is to he reduced. 

• • 

The Liberals of Manchester are to 
make a presentation of silver plate to 
Mr. Winston Churcdill, and, accord- 
ing to The Daily ChTonicle, "Mr. 
CnuRcniLL has promised to receive 
the souvenir in person." This is the 
humility of true greatness. 

We hear that the eyesight of Nero, 
the Earl's Court lion, is still causing 
anxiety, and he may have to wear 

glasses. 

'.' 

Madame Lemoine, the wife of the 
gentleman who duped Sir Julids 
Wernhbr, is now suing for a divorce. 
We can understand that she does not 
care about waiting for her diamond 
wedding. 

From Bome comes the news that 
there is trouble in the Chamber 
owing to the occupants of the Press 
Gallery having objected to one of the 
Deputies calling them " a pack of 
cowards," The idea that a body of 
men who listen without flinching to 
all the speeches made in a Farfia- 
ment house can be lacking in pluck 
is of course absurd on the face of it. 

• « 

" Another popular actress in the 
shape of Miss Mauob Millett," aaid 
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The Expreta the other dav, " has 
seceded to the Music Hsll atage. 
She appeared at the Hippodrome, 
Crouch End, in a short oostume 
oomed;." We are sure that The 
Ezpress did not mean what it said. 

" It is ridiculous to suppose," said 
Mile. Valkkv, the latest Salome 
dancer, to an interviewer, "that the 
idoa) dance can be aocomplished in a 
hat." We should have thought that 
aome of the most modem creations 
were almost large enough. 

•*• 

The preparations for the Olympic 
Games are now complete, and dis- 
appointment is expressed in some 
quarters that it has not been found 
possible to include among the eventB 
a " Licensing Act Stakes," being a 
six-miles walking race for topers. 

Reading that there was a sunken 
band-etand in the Elite Gardens, an 
enterprising American salvage firm 
has, it is said, written to the authori- 
ties offering to raise it for a con- 
sideration. 

The case of the four Liberal gentle- 
men (bringing the total to twenty- 
seven) who have been made mem- 
bers of the doomed Upper House is, 
we hear, to be taken up b; the Abbo- 
ciation for the Prevention of Prema- 
ture Burial. 

• * 

"Your eye tella you much, but 
your nose more," said an expert who 
was testing wines at the Franco - 
British Exhibition. Certainly it is 
the wine -sampler's nose that tells 
other people most. 

Does advertising pay? Not 
always, apparently. Some of the 
recent advertise me nts of " The 
Hiatorians' History " were entitled 
" The Daily Waste." 

At the Old BaTley, last week, 
juror objected to serve on the ground 
that it was against his conscience to 
try a woman. Seeing how many 
women try men, the objection seems 
to us peculiarly generous. 

We live in a callous age. The 
cheapness of human life has often 
been the subject of comment, but 
the following item which appears in 
a prospectus of " The Metropolitan 
Sctiool of Shooting" surely consti 
tutes a record: — 

CASH TERMS. 
Practice at Everythikq the School 

affobds, inclcnino attendants, 
&/■ PER Hour. 



REGRETTABLE SET-BACK TO THE 



'ENTENTE." 

w»-hN>k). "'Sir, OB 



" When am I going to get my 
pension?" ahouted an Oxford wit 
when Mr. Llovd-Georoe was-taking 
his honorary degree. Alas, my poor 
young friend, lunatics are specific- 
ally excluded from the benefit of the 
Bill. .^^^^^.^^ 

" YooDg Han, requires mtnition in-door ; csn 
drire, ride, plain gardener." — IriaA Timet. 

If a situation should arise in the 
blitler's pantry, where the need of a 
good horseman was severely felt, 
Afr, Punch will be sure to communi- 
cate with the above young man. 



" MJM Hand Allan iraa again at Innche 
Uie Prime IClnieter'g houie the other day, and 
the epedal gueit invited to meet her wa 
Winston Churchill."— Tfte Lttdt Mercury. 
Doubtless they would tell esch other 
what thoy thought of Manchester. 



We understand that in conse- 
quence of the advent of a rival baby, 
tne Prince of Asturias has decided 
to join hm regiment at once. 



" Tarrant, t. Tarrant 37." 

Etening Netra. 
That must be a very annoying thing 
to happen when you are well set. 
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OUB GREATEST NOVELIST IN 
DARKEST AFRICA. 
MiS8 Victoria Boss's Toor. 
It is pleasant to think that the 
enterprise shown by Mrs. Elinor 
Glyn in sampling the seamy side of 
Califomian life, as recently chronicled 
in The Evening Standard and St. 
James's Qaneite, ie nob an isolated 
instance of feminine intrepidity. Our 
correspondent at Abomey, the capital 
oi Dahomey, sends us' an interesting 
letter describing the even more thril- 
hng ■ adventures of Misa Victosia 
Boss, carefully-edited extracts from 
which we now venture to place 
before our readers : — 



torious E 
romances 
cotted in 



of 



he 



was at fir 

her arrival 

ally the exclusive Amazonian coteries 

unbent, and before her departure she 

was entertained to an anthropophagi 

dejeuner by the Generalissimo and 

Stafi of the Territorial Anny. " 

"Miss ig 

through W n 

search of 
story, ' Thi 
with her o; 
Whydah, V 
snakes in 
During hei 
was actual 
formidable 
have been 
reptile did 
discretion. ' ' 

"Interviewed by a representative 
of the Abomey Bugle, Miss Boss ex- 
pressed herself in laudatory terms of 
the morals and manners of Dahomey. 
' Your methods of dealing with the 
question of the survival of the unfit- 
test,' she said with a charming smile, 
' seem to me admirably logical and 
efRcacious, and I only wish that the 
Prime Minister of England had an 
opportunity of witnessing your war- 
dances, or introducing them at one 
of his garden-parties.' Miss Boss 
subsequently took part in a grand 
gorilla hunt, in which two fine speci- 
mens of the anthropoid ape fell to 
her rifle, and when last heard of was 
wading dauntlessly through the Great 
Agrimfi Swamp, iu the company of 
her publisher, Mr, Stingaree 
GuLCHER and the Headman of the 
Bodili tribe, on her way to the Kong 
mountains in search of furthi 
tropica! experiences to incorporate i 
her new novel." 



LOW LIVING AND LOW 
THINKING. 

SWe learn from the most recent!? pabliihed 
ume of the ETerBley Tmnyion (tMt the ^t 
once made a streanona effort to be s Tegelarian. 
At the end of aii weeks, however, his sense of 
fatuity drove him back to a mutton chop, after 
which he saw Tisions.] 

Said I, " Let the lambkin no longer 
Be led to the slaughter for me ; 
Let the ox, honest beast. 
Still continue to feast 
With the grass growing up to his 
knee. 
No more shall they jelly the conger 
To gratify palate of mine ; 
The chick shan't be taken 
And served up with bacon 
To make me a dish when I dine. 
Refined shall be my food, 
And simply chaste my fare ; 
Upon some humble cereal 
My soul shall grow ethereal : 
Gross thoughts shall ne'er 
intrude , 
To raise my startled hair 
If I but crunch a nut for lunch 
And dine upon a pear." 

With hope all expectant I started 
My test of the simple regime. 
Th.e first thing to take 
Was a cauliflower steak. 
And then I sat waiting to dream. 
When several hours had departed 
And nothing came into my brain 
I dined somewhat sparsely 
On outlets of parsley. 
And then I sat waiting again. 

Week slowly followed week — 
■ ^ow slowly none can know ! 
Once 9'er a leg of lentil 
^Jy soul grew sentimental ; 
And once a loin of leek 
Inspired my genius so 
That with its aii} I nearly 
made 
A little tiny mot. 

Alas I these poor flickering flashes 
Grew fewer and further between, 
And they came not because 
Of the diet that was. 
But because of the meat that had 
been. 
Rice sirloins and carroty hashes — 
I fdund it was these I must thank 
For kindly revealing 
The empty-full feeling ' 
And turning my mind to a blank. 
" A ruddy chop," I cried, 
" A steak with richness wet, 
This is the raw material 
That makes a man ethereal ! 
My vegetarian pride 

I 'm eager to forget — 
Who will may rail, but I shall 
trail 
My clouds of glory yet." 



HERE, THERE, AND 
EVERYWHERE. 

(An »xerei»t in Wettmintttr OauUirt.) 

The Pan- Anglican Congreu. 

London, the place chosen as the 

scene of the recent - Pan-Anghcan 

Congress, is the capital of England 

and one of the principal cities of the 

world. It is very old, traces of 

Roman occupation being still visible, 

and every year it increases in size 

and attracts more and more visitors. 

This year the number of Americans 

in London is said to be phenomenal. 

London has bad many celebrants, 

but none more eloquent than the 

American po^t, who wrote: — 

City of induBtiy and wealth and grime. 

How wonderfal thou art, and how sublime [ 

No two better adjectives than these 

have ever been applied to London. 

It is truly wonderful and sublime. 

The New Prince. 

The birth of another Prince to the 

Queen of Spain ia by no means the 

only instance of a Royal mother 

having two sons in succession. In 

fact this feat was accomplished by no 

less a personage than the Queen of 

Spain's grandmother, the late Queen 

Victoria. Apropos of the new 

Prince, it is interesting to note that 

the letters of his many names, when 

added together, come to a total only 

five fewer than the number of ships 

in the great Armada sent out to 

conquer England by Philip, 

The LiMh Honth. 

In July, says the poet of the 

cuckoo, he gets ready to fly. This is 

no doubt true. The whole poem 

may come to the reader as a pleasing 

novelty :- 

In April 

Come he will. 

In May 

He sings all day. 

Ia June 

He changes his tone. 

He gets ready to fly. 
In August 

To these were appended, says the 
late Sir Moontstuabt Grant-Duff, 
the following amusing hues at a 
breakfast party at which Darwin 
and Odo Russell were vying with 
each other in couplets. Darwin 
added: — 

In September 
He '■ gone, remember. 
While Odo Russell copped this 
with : — 

In October 

If you hear him yau 'rs not sober. 
The British Kedic&l Statuary. 
The discussion over the propriety 
or impropriety of the statues in the 
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Strand taiieB ona back to the 
eighteenth century and the contto- 
vere; which raged around the pro- 
posal of the then Lord Mayor to 
replace the time-honoured effigiea 
of Gog and Masog by undrsped 
fiffures of himself and the Lady 
Mayoress. The coffee-houses were 
alive with opinions on the subject, 
and it ia needless to say that the 
sherifie did not conceal Uieir \iew6. 
BoswELL records a saying of Dr. 
Johnson on the subject. " Why 
not? " he growled. " Let the dogs 
do what they like." In the end the 
Lord Mayor lost, and Qog and 
Magog continued to represent the 
City. „^^^,„_^^,„ 

HOW NOT TO DBESS ON £2,000 
A YEAR. 

Deab Mr. Pdnch, — Forgive your 
old friend " The Major" wnose con- 
versations on clothes you must have 
met next but one to the advertise- 
ment pages in the weekly papers) for 
intruding, but really it is too bad. 
Silk hat and kmckerbockera, indeed 1 

I need not remind you that it was 



I who first announced to an aston- 
ished world that trousers must be 
pressed down the middle, the only 
operation I ever heard of that can 
be performed by a man asleep in his 
bed. The more sleep, in fact, the 
better for the trousers. But perhaps 
you keep a trouser-press. 

From the many little chats we 
have had about summer suitings, the 
ups and downs of collars and the 
extraordinary merit of Messrs. Push- 
sale's back studs (the distinction 
between me and the advertisement 
pages has not always been strictly 
preserved) you will have gathered 
that I have a delicate, artistic tem- 
perament. SUk ■ hat and knickcr- 
bockeral (Breeches, no doubt, he 
would call them, but that would be 
a mere quibble.) Conceive my feel- 
ings, to whom, though long e:xperi- 
ence of barristers' clerks has made 
the Bowler - hat - and ■ Tails seem 
familiar and almost picturesque, the 
Frock -co at- and- Straw- hat isstill pain- 
ful. What are those things to Silk- 
hat-and-Knicherbockers ? 

Tired and worn by exacting ex- 
periments upon the polishing of 



Sumps, I bad on that fatal afternoon 
ad the misfortune to meet in the 
Strand two sets of Frook-coat-and- 
Straws, one of them smoking a pipe, 
and such a pipe, too I Quite un- 
manned, I did what you would have 
done ; I fled to Bond Street for rest 
and recuperation. It was there, of 
all places, that I saw it. Oh, the 
pain and the shame I Silk-hat and 
knickerbockers, indeed I In London, 
note : in Birmingham it might have 
amused me. In Bond Street, mark 
you: in the Fulham Kood I might 
have endured it with only a passing 
spasm. Silk hat and knickerbockers ! 
Hateful ; inconceivably vile ; mon- 
strous. And the fellow was a 
Bishop boo. 

Your desperate Major. 



Objection has been raised to the 
opening of the Franco-Bntieb Exhi- 
bition on Sundays, because it is a 
place of amusement for which an 
entrance fee is charged. The diffi- 
culty has now been met by the 
suggestion that the pubhc should be 
admitted free, and charged a shilling 
to go out. ' 
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NEW FRUITS FOR OLD. 

[Hr, BoTLi in the Comhiil azpntiates on tlie delighla of a number of 
nnfamil inr fruits, Including the tarippe, the cherimoja, the langaat, the 
rambi. the jruaugo, the mandaroit, and the bododo,] 
Oh, I am aweary of ail the ancient fruits — 
The apple, the pear, yea, even the velvet peach. 
And when I behold thetn, any or all or each, 
My heart sinka down to the bottom of both niy boots. 

The strawberry once I loved, but strawberries pal!; 
I love the neCt'drine still, but the only Uihb 
When the Uste of the nectarine touches a. height 
sublime 

Is when yoii pluck it fresh from a sun-kissed wall. 

Time was when the orange attracted my callow lips, 
And the lemon blended with soda merited praise. 
But the glamour of both has waned in my latter days. 

For they break my heart with their everlasting pips. 

No, the ancient fruits no more my allegiance claim, 
And I long for something that is not obsolete, 
"With a flavour of Will-o'-the-wisp," yet not too 
, £jveet, 

Aiul above all owning a weird, exotic name. 

Such-qualities, I am sure, mus^t be enshrined 
Id the heart of the delicate, elegant tarippe. 
I can fancy its juices adown my gullet slip 

Like a river of liquid gold quadruply refined. 



And the name of the eherimoya my soul arrides. 
Recalling tho whisper of muted ^Eolian strings. 
Or the melodies sung at the courts of elfin kings, 

Or the lapping at dusk of dim Lcthxan tides. 

Why should the langsat afar in a tropic land 
Waste all its sweetness on savages forlorn. 
While I with palate unsated in London mourn ?— 

This, this is a thing no fellow can understsnd I 

Could I but feast, in a humble catamaran. 
On the ronibi, what measures divine would flow from 

my pen ! 
What deeds would I do, unknown to mortal ken, 

Inspired by the guango or even the jintawan I 

why, Sir Alfred Jones, are you grown so keen 
On shipping bananas alone to the Severn shore, 
When the throats of men hke me are thirsting sore 

For the sA'eebs of the maudaroit and the mangosteen ? 

Oh, bring us the cool bododo, for which I pant. 
Give us the luing, and, ringed with an aureole. 
Your name shall blaze on Pomona's golden scroll 

As her truest and most devoted hicrophant. 



TeiTibl« Biveraide Calamity. 
' And in another half-hour the sparkling river was full 
of well-fed men and slightly languid ladies, moving with 
dohberation but persistence towards Boulter's. "-^Doily 
Telegraph. 
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LIVING ON EEPUTATION. ^ , 

Biniimu (omonj Oie Paj«oiK»). "QDITE EIGHT OF THEM TO SHOW PRTOE W MY PAST;'BOT 
WHAT WORRIES ME IS THAT XOBODY SEEMS TO TAKE ANY KTEREST IN MY FUTURE!" 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EiTBionp nou ira Diur or Tobt,M.F. 

Hou$6 of Comvtona, Monday, 
June 22. — Indefinable 
some thing of difierence 
about Mr. Weis since laet 
he heckled the hapleea 
Scotch Secretary. A deeper 
note in his reverberating 
voice as, in reluctant eub- 
mission to hidden hydraulic 
power, it is brought ug 
from his boots. More 
threatening glare in his eye 
as over hi a pince-nez be 
regards the guilty Minister. 
Sterner tone in his re- 
minder that two years ago 
the very same answer was 
made to identical question. 
"If," he added ex pro- 
/undts, " the right hon. 
gentleman does not do 
something shortly he will 
go down to posterity un- 
bonoiired and unsung." 

Member for Sark saya 
tlie subtle change is due 
to Royal influence. At the 
Windsor Garden Party on 
Saturday, Mr. Weir, 
watching the Independent 
Labour Members stalking 
the King, determined that 
Ross and Cromarty should 
not be out of the gam?. 
After patient endurance he 
Bucoeeded }n being hon- 
oured by recognition. Sake says 
that on approaching the Presence be 
instinctively dropped into his habitual 
Parliamentary formula and began, 
" Is your Majesty a-Weir ? " 

That probably a flight of fancy. 
Certainly Mr. Weir had speech with 
his Sovereign and feels it rather a 
come-down to be now putting his 
customary half-dozen questions to a 
mere Secretary of State. 

Bvaineas done. — Herbert Glad- 
8 TONE moved second reading of 
Eight Hours (Miners) Bill. Eleven 
o'clock rule suspended with view 
to finishing debate to-night. At 
eleven o'clock at least a dozen 
Speeches undelivered. l)ebate ac- 
cordingly adjourned to unnamed 
date. 

Tuesday. — When F. W. Laubton 
lets himself go he is the Eclipse of 
debate. For powerful denunciation 
of an iniquitous Ministry he has no 
compeer. Consider his protest against 
their arbitrary use of closure to 
huatle on the Old Age Pensions Bill. 

" The Government," he said in an 
impassioned flight of eloquence 
that brought tears to eyes of Sir 
Fbeoerick Banbury, " throws at the 



House, as bones are thrown to a dog, i forging their thunderbolts and — er — 
crude Bills which Ministers have and — indulging in other pleasant 
not thought out. Hon. Members pastimes. " 

are sent like so many dogs to the | As this glittering cascade of almost 
Oriental imagery fell from 
Lambton's lips Hekby 
Craik sab hard by in 
gloomy silence. Had had 
his little triumph. But 
what was it compared with 
this avalanche of trope? 
In debate on Old Age Pen- 
sions Bill he chnched the 
matter by describing the 
contributory principle as 
" the sheet anchor holding 
the balonce." 

In contrast with I.amb- 
tok's metaphors this has 
disadvantage of being 
submarine in locality. A 
sheet anchor holding a 
balance is one of the secrets 
of mechanics which the 
dork, unfathomed caves of 
ocean bear. Lambton's 
, pageant moves on the sur- 
face under the dome of 
heaven. You see Asquith 
throwing to clemmed 
Members crude Bills he 
has not thought out. 
You watch the pack turn 
at crack of whip, gallop 
across Lobbies, and so to 
their kennels upstairs. 
Almost you hear the 
crunching of the ill-cooked 
measures they gorge them- 
selves withal. The unplumb'd, salt 
est rouging sea hides working of 
Craik's simpler device. 

But there it is, grandly impressive, . 
reckless of storms above or ground- 
swell below — a sTieet anchor holding 
a balance. 

Business done. Committee on 
Old Age Pensions Bill. 

Wednesday. — If you want to make 
your flesh creep, John David Reeb, 
not in personal appearance remi- 
nisoent of the Fat Boy, is your man. 
Submitted to Home Secretary ques- 
tion involving blood-curdling sugges- 
tions of escaped lunatics wandering 
through counties and boroughs, com- 
mitting horrible murders of unoffend- 
ing constituents. It appears that, 
under Lunacy Act, if re-capture be 
evaded for fourteen days the fugitive 
may thereafter snap his fingers at his 
pursuer. All he has to do is to secrete 
himself for a fortnight. In the name 
of the mothers and children of Eng- 
land Ree3 called upon Home Secre- 
tary to state whether this dangerous 
condition of things should continue? 
With that hide-bound officialism 
"Tbe SnEET-iMCBOB HOLDiNo THE BiLucE." inherited by Home Seoretaries 

r H-nry Cr-k.) HERBERT GLADSTONE pOoh-poohed 



Tbb Indiomant Mammoth; 
Mr. GMJ-w-y W-r {in 



;, FelMEVU. SCOTLIND. 



NO ANSWER-R!!— AS USUAL, MR. SPEAKER-R-Rt 
kennels upstairs to gorge themselves 
on hasty, ill-cooked measures whilst 
Ministers sit in Olympian grandeur 
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Ok tbb SroT a Qdeotion Tixe. 
(ifajot B-ly doM very nicely as Umter-Secrettiy 

for the Colonies.) 
the suggeeLioD that the law should 
he amendod. 

'Sir," said Mr, Rebs, more in 

TOW than in anger, " does the 
right hon. gentleman think that 
nothing iu required? 1 have at this 
moment in my hand a discharge. " 

As he held out the docunient in 
full view of what should have been 
a sympathetic House, a roar of 
laughter burst forth. Where did he 
gat the discharge? Was it duly 
certified? and where had he been 
seoreting himself for the last fort- 
night? These and other ribald ques- 
tions went round. 

Bees returned document to breast 
coat pocket, and resumed seat, ad 
mitting to himself that nothing is to 
be done with a flippant assembly like 
this. 

BusincBi done. ^More Committee 
on Old Age Pensions Bill. 

Friday. — Wonderful how quickly 
Sbely has put on the Ministerial 
manner as if it were a garment. 
Also how well it fits him. Only thi 
other day was a free lance below 
the gangway, wanting to know all 
kinds of inconvenient things from 
Ministers. Now the ~ poacher is 
turned game -keeper, with proverbial 
consequence. 

Easy enough to read from manu- 
script answer to question of which 



notice has been givea. It is the 
supplementary enquiries permitted 
by leniency of the Speaker that 
give the Minister pause. No one 
baa yet taken a rise out of the new 
Under Secretary for the Colonies. 
On controversial questious connected 
with DiNizULU or labour in the Rand 
Mines the ball is tossed from side to 
side. Ministerialists and Members 
of Opposition fiercely talk at each 
other across the body of Under Secre- 
tary. All the while he feels that 
the Transvaal and Nntsl are listening 
at the door. A maladroit expression, 
an unjustifiable denial, an untimely 
odmission, would have the effect of 
dropping fat on the flame. Seelv 
stands the cross-fire with unfailing 
coolneas and comes out unhurt. 
Susiness done. — Tobacco Growing 
Scotland) Bill passed third reading. 

THE COASTGUARD. 

Frou the white-washed wall that 
enclosed the garden in front of his 
trim cottage you could have thrown 
a stone far into the sea two hundred 
feet below. He was standing at the 
corner of the enclosure, a big tele- 
scope tucked under his arm, a mast 
with the White Ensign flying at the 
ga9 rising just behind him. 1 
glowed with exercise and patriotism 
as 1 scrambled up the steep path to- 
wards him — a solitary figure keeping 
watch and ward over miles and miles 
of Britannia's realm. 

" You 'vB got the command of the 
sea here, anyhow," I remarked, 
thinking my little play upon words 
rather happy, considering the heat of 
the day. He nodded gravely. 

" You wouldn't believe what the 
wind 's like on this cUff," he said; 
" took up all them broccolis by the 
roots last week, it did." 

I glanced round the devastated 
garden, not quite sure which was the 
plant in question; but my nautical 
fervour refused to be brought to 
earth. My eyes fell upon a small 
shed that must needs, I thought, 
contain the signals that will he let off 
en the approach of the enemy. 

" Blue lights? " I ventured, point- 
ing to it, pleased with my acutenese. 

" Blue rocks," ha corrected. " The 
missus likes 'em in a pie, but they 
make a sad mess of the garden, they 
do.'" 

I began to conceive a dislike to the 
garden. The awkward pause that 
followed was interrupted by a second 
coastguard running out of the cottag-; 
to us, with anxiety and even alarm 
written large upon his bronzed face, 

" Let 's have that glass, Bill," b 
said, hastily taking the telescope. ' 



" la it possible," I pondered, 

that the invading squadrons are 
already upon the norison?" But 
no. The second coastguard, steady- 
ing the teleacopa by the mast imder 
the shadow of the White Ensign, was 
searching, not the sea, but the coun- 
tryside. My heart gave a jump. 
" Surely, aurely," I gasped, " they 
cannot yet have landed. Where is 
the Home Fi " 

" Haven't seen naught of my 
ducka this morning. Bill, have 
jer? " muttered the anxious one, the 
glaas still screwed to hia eye. 

It was evident that in order to get 
at the expert opinion of Bill and nit 
mate upon naval policy I must first 
ingratiate myaelf by pretending to 
take an interest in their curiously 
rural pursuits. I determined to 
seize the earliest opening that offered. 

" Here 's the gunboat, Henery! " 
suddenly snapped the first coast- 
guard, springing to the handle of 
the semaphore that stood at the 
corner of the wall. 

Hknry swiftly swung the telescope 
round to bear upon a craft just glid- 
ing into view from behind the head- 
land and close in-sbore, 

" New type of scout," I observed, 
by way of showing how up-to-date my 
naval intelligence was. 

They gave a grunt that might 
have meant assent or the reverse. 
They were already talking to the gun- 
boat with their weird machine. 

Now was my opportunity to show 
how much I delighted in ducks. 

" Hove they seen anything of 
them? "- 1 asked, with anxiety. 

Bill fixed me with an eye in which 
there was a good deal of pity. 

" If," he said, slowly wagging his 
head towards the path up which I 
bad come, " you would kindly rejine 
your — ^your attendant — Hehert and 
me is rather busy." 

That 's the way with these pro- 
fessionals. The more enthusiastic 
the amateur is, the more severely 
they BUub him. 



Society lf«irs. 
The Duke of Norfolk's infant eon 
is progressing rapidly, though he is 
having the usual trouble with his 
teeth. We derive our information 
from The Daily Mail, which gives us 
the following paragraph: — 

— Crop very fine. An «ic*p- 
promiwd. A little cnttiiig baa 
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Squirt. "Haveh't h 
Tramp. " 1 'm in 'a 



A SAD CASE. 

B smoK Eum, bitxn't toc ? Writ ue t 



ANOTHER HUMAN EPISODE. 

[A preUj little itorr aineared lately in Tfie 
EtitniTig Nnra of boir Hr. Jomr Burns wns 
Kn in a tramns^r car placing niih the toea o[ a 
urly-baired baby vhich was Billing on ila 
mother's knee (or il mi^t have be«ii its annt's). 
"How delighliiil," wliBjiered a lady to a 
oompanion, "to eee a Cabinet Ulnister playing 
wilh a baby." "A Cabinet Minister !" replied 
the other. " What do yon wean ? " "I mean," 
ihe firet lady aaid, nith a alight inclinalion o( 
the head, " tliat ihat is the Right Hon. John 
luma— the people's John — John ol Baiteraea."] 
A TODCBiNQ little incident is re- 
ported to have CKJcurred in Whitehall 
yesterdaj. A bojish -looking figure 
WBB seen hurrying acroBS the road- 
way, making for the Board of Trade 
Office, when his progreBS was barred 
by a pigeon which was complacently 
feeding in the gutter. InEtead of 
brushing the bird aside impatiently 
or even trampling on it {as many 
men in his place would have done, 
for he was cTidently in & bun?), this 
courteous knight waited till the bird 



had passed, and then — hut not till 
then — resumed his way with a cheery 
nod and a smile to the feathered ob- 
ctructioniat, "How nweet," Hail a 
smart -looking woman to her com- 
panion, " to i;ee a Cabinet Minister 
so punctiliously polite to a pigeon." 
"A Cabinet Minister?" rephed the 
friend. "What do you mean?" "1 
mean," said t^e first lady, "that 
that is the President of the Board 
of Trade — Winston Churchill— our 
Winnie — the Member for Dundee." 

[It turned out afterwards to be a 
War Office messenger, but we give 
the story for what it is worth.] 



EXPLOSIONS THAT TELL. 
A Fbbnch scientist claims to have 
invented an explosive which, instead 
of going off with a bang, speaks any 
word and in any language that is 
required of it. By this invention 
every firework may tell its story, and 



every Chinese cracker crack its little 
joke. 

An enterprising vendor of novel- 
ties is putting on the market, at a 
shilling a dozen, what he has named 
" Bombs to rehove the feelings," 
If a straphanger steps on your toe, 
or if you iust miss your troin, or 11 
your article is declined, or if your 
tfootlace breaks, all you have to do is 
to drop one of these little bombs on 
the floor and it says the word for 
you, saving you all further trouble. 

The Post OfBce also is kindly sup- 
plying the lady clerks at the counters 
with "Civility" bombs, Bush of 
busini!ss has hitherto prevented these 
fair servants of the public from doing 
themselves justice, but it will be the 
easiest thing in the world to throw a 
" Thank you " bomb at a customer. 



The Attbaction or Last Week : 
The Frankau-Caldwell Exhibition. 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

HaPPEMINQS of fTHB SEASON. 

Deabest DAPawE,— Though Ascot 
B ancient bistory now, I must tell 
rou what a success I was there in my 
nost diBtracting get-up of the week 
—white Directoire, not too Direc- 
oire, you know, my dear, but just 
Directoire enough I It was distinctly 

unnv to notice the _ — — — 

>eople who had made 
I timid, half-hearted 
it tempt to he Direc- 
;oire, and had 
.topped abort in a 
Kirt of panic. One, 
it least, however, 
lad let valour be a 
iooi bit the better 
part of discretion:— 
PopsT, Lady Bams- 
3ATE, was so Direc- 
loire on Cup Da; that 
jhe quite took off 
attention from the 
gee-geee. 

&[£l A M IE DE 

Chateauviecx and 
her Comte are over 
on a visit. They 're 
both as frigktfuUy 
chic as ever, and we 
three are great pals. 
The entente stops 
there, however, for 
JoaiAH can't stand 
the Comte (he says 
he 's "a grinning 
ape ") and Aunt 
OoLDiB hates Mi- 
LANiB, and never 
speaks of her except 
88 " that French- 
woman." Et pOUT- 
quoi f Because Mi- 
LANiE didn't try to 
hide her surprise on 
first realising that 
Aunt G. was Mrs. 
Norton Vavasour, 
and also because she 
flirts outrageously 
with KoRTV, and they 
chatter Parisian 
art^ol.while poor Aunt 
GoLDiE is quite out of it, her French 
being of the good old sort that does 
very well so long as it isn't used, but 
goes all to pieces as soon as she 
comes to grips with a native. It 's 
a great deal too bad of Nortv. For 
once 1 'm inclined to side with Aunt 
GoLDiE. As I told him yesterday, 
he '11 bring down her transformation 
with sorrow to the grave ! 

UiLANiE prides herself on her English 
and her knowledge of London, but I 
must tell you of a most absurd mis- 
take she made, if you '11 promise not 



to be shocked, you dear humdrum 
old darling. We were strolling about 
togetlier at Ascot and I waa telling 
faer who diSorent people were, when 
Lady Exshibb passed. I told M£lanie 
that, ages ago, before she married 
Lord Ex SHI BE, she waa a famous 
Gaiety girl, and added: " Com- 
prenex-vou8 ce que veut dire Gaiety 
giri? " 



./ 



GoZ/er ((o longtaffer'mg and wearitd eaJdie). " How HAMX 'i tb 
Caddie. "Tb'rb pl*IIn' iebs nihtb. Te tipfit it iff thi i 

ILTAEOFTHER IN TVl, WENT INTAE TBB SAliVBinE IH TIIBEB, TR 
!t, BUT IE OOT OOT N FIVE, TZ OlED DTTU TBB WHINB tH iAI, 
BEnOr, BUT YE aOT OCT IN iCHT, WD NOO TEBB PLITIM' TEBB H 



" Si je comprends I " said 
M^lanie, " Mail, j» crois bien, ma 
cherel Cheg nous autfea Frangais 
la phrase paicille est * * " No, really 
it was such an absurd mistake and 
so rough on the poor ExstiiBE woman, 
that I must leave you to find out for 
yourself what M^lahie said. 

People turned up in force at the 
Matinee Theatre yesterday for 
Fbanky Fitz-James's first play, 
"How-de-dot" It proved a big 
success, immensely real and true to 
life. "The curtain rises on Lady 



Belton't drawing-rooms at calling 
time. They all talk about the' 
weather. Then we see that Lady. 
Belton and Siddy da Vaux love each, 
other. While all the others are talk- 
ing about a bad attack of indy some- 
one's bad, Siddy asks her to run 
away with him. She says she will. 
Then she remembers she 'a only half 
through a course of beauty-treatment 
with Madame Blag- 
ueuse, and so she 
can't. Then they all 
talk about the 
weather again, and 
the curtain falls on 
the First Act. The 
Second Act is still in 
Lady Belton'a draw- 
ing-rooms, and it 's 
still calling time 
They all talk about 
the weather again. 
A Mrs. Darner has 
come in, and we 
see that she loves 
and is loved by an- 
other of the callers, 
Ronny fjarington. 
While the others are 
all discussing the best 
sort of drinks for a 
hot day, Ronny asks 
Mrs. Darner to run 
away with him. She 
says she will. Then 
she remembers that 
her little doggie isn't 
well enough to travel, 
and as, of course, she 
can't leave the little 
thingy-thing behind, 
that elopement's off 
too. Then everyone 
talks about the ' 
weather again, and 
the curtain falls 
finally. 

We all think 
Fhanky will go far as 
a playwright. Lord 
and Lady Kniqhts- 
BRiDQB gave a big tea 
afterwards, and were 
simply loaded with 
Congrats atwut their 
brilliant son's success with " How- 
de-do i" 

Oh, my dearl What do you. 
think I Such a burst-up at Bosu 
and Wee-Wee's I Bosh, you know, 
though outwardly lively, is really a 
very serious character. He thinks 
about quite a number of things, and 
is immensely strict about church- : 
going. I don't mean that he ever 
goes to church himself, but he makes 
Wee- Wee go; be says women need 
it. Lately, however, she 'b been 
excusing herself on one plea or 



jcLf i,idoe.] 
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Viaxr. "I'M oufi to bu, Km. Tmua, tut t< 
Mr*. T. "Thit 'b '*ti, Sii. 'B's took a bitti 



another, till aX last all (he 
were worn to rage — and then the 
truth came out. She 'b a Fire- Wor- 
shipper 1 She was won over bj (hat 
Peraian Imaum, Fiudushi, who was 
over here in the spring, was made bo 
much of b; everyone, and gave little 
sermon -lectures at people's houses. 
Converts are cropping up every day. 
Dickie Sandys is another, aad Lord 
and Lady Bambqatb are in fits about 
it. She was taken to bear (he 
Imaum by her granny, Fopsy, Lady 
R., who 'b been a Fire-Worshipper 
for ages, it api>eare. Now, old girl, 
thou^ you 're inclined to disapprove 
of your Blanche in general, you must 
own up that in thit instance I 've 
proved myself superior to Web- Wee 
and Dickie and the rest. Though 
the Imaurn was decidedly rather a 
darling and I went to all his sermon- 
lectures, he didn't make a 'vert of 
me or sway me in the least little bit. 
I consider that the Fire-Worshippers 
are almost ^vite wrong — especially in 
always getting up to see the sun rise I 
I hit on such a lovely cool idea for 
my last afternoon party. It was a 



sweltering day, and I had the con- 
servatory opening from the white 
drawing'Toom turned into a Polar 
scene, with icebergs and all that sort 
of thing, and I ordered a Polar bear 
from the Stores to make it complete. 
The man brought him, put him 
among the bergs, and gave him some- 
thing to keep him quiet. When 
people came they were quite en- 
chanted with such a nicky idea for a 
hot afternoon, though, of course, 
there are always some who are too 
jcalouB and envious to praise you tor 
anything. H^lanie and her Comte 
were particularly charmed. If people 
felt uncomfy with the heat, all they 
had to do was to look at the bear and 
the bergs and they were cool again. 
Presently, however (whether the man 
hadn't given bim enough stuff, or 
whether the bergsweren't cold enough 
for him, or the noise of our chatter 
bothered him, I can't eay), the bear 
began to get Uvely and to move about 
and look through at us with the 
dearest, angriest little eyes. He 
looked particularly hard at Aunt 
OoLDiE, and she screamed and rughed 



to another part of the room, and 
then everyone began to get so jumpy, 
and MiuiiiE's "Tient!" got so loud 
and shrill, that I had to send for the 
man, who gave him some more stuff, 
and he settled down among the bergs 
again and was a good, sedate bear 
and part of the picture. 

This, my dear, if you want to 
kuow, is a ribbon summer, and it 's 
correct to be very lively. Ribbons 
and liveliness always go together, 
and lace and languor. Which is 
cause and which effect, whether it 's 
the ribbons that produce hvelinees 
or the liveliness that expresses itself 
in ribbons, I 'm not here to tell you, 
as they say in the House. 

Darling Pompom has been feeUng 
a wee bit used up and run down 
lately, so I 've sent him to do a cure 
at a Doggie's Home of Rest a little 
way in the country — not too far for 
his loving mother to motor down and 
see him often. Already the fresh air, 
early hours and simple life are giving 
the sweet mite the bloom of his 
puppy hood again. 

Ever thine, Bukche. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

iBy Mr. Punch's Staff oj Leamti Cierkt.) 
" ToAiN up a child to the wa; that he should go, and 
when he is old he will not depart froin it." Those, I 
believe, were the words of Solomon the Wise, who was 
once a bo; himself, and is routed to have had aeverqi 
children of his own. In rite Pedestal .(Chapman f 
Hall), Mr. Desmond Coke gives us the converse of the 
proposition. Keglect jour child for the pleasures of 
Society while he is in the nursery, and selSehly spoil 
him in his early boyhood, and when at laet you bring 
yourself to send him to school he is bound to come to 
grief. Sir Bersard Fotheroill succeeded the late 
baronet at the early age of seven, and his decline and 
fall dated from the moment when his father's gudden 
death in the hunting-field made him hie repentant 
mother's idol. At school he made friends with a rather 
hopeless sort of cousin, and, to help him out oE a diffi- 
culty connected with the house caab-bos, consentjpd to 
go into the dressing- 
room and ' '- borrow 
some money from 
" the big fellows' 
bags." Of course he 
was caught in the 
act, and of course he 
nobly declined to 
give away " the 
other fellow," and of 
course his heroic re- 
serve was regarded 
by his foolish mother 
as the stubbornness 
of guilt, till his com- 
parative inikocence 
was triumphantly 
e 8 1 a b lished. Mr. 
Coke knows a good 
deal about boys, 
though I don't thinii 
that ip this resppct 
The Pedestal comes 
up to The Bending of 

a Twig. But to — — — — 

those of you who are mothers (as the College Don 
said when he preached one of his old village-sermons to 
an audience oif undergraduates) I cowfuend it as a 
solemn aqd salutary warning. The Parents' National 
Education Union ought oeitai&ly to put it on their list of 
useful publicatinne. 

The strife ensuing when passion twists 
The steeled nerve-tissues of scientists — 
Arthub Applin depicts complete 
In his novel The Butcher of Brulon Street. 

The book (Obant Bichabds) is made to present 

Three clear types of medical gent ; 

Two are pleasant enough to meet ; 

The third is the Butcher of Bruton Street. 

There [a old Pill Brown, who 's a bland G.P. ; 
There 's Janaon, who can't stand surgery; 
And be who is loved of the great elite, 
Haigg, the Butcher of Bruton Street. 

Each is lured by the selfsame maid ; 
Each pursues in hip way his trade — 



Joffson, reformer; Brown, discreet; 

And knife-'em-all Hatgg of Bruton Street. 

Mingling human traita with the set 

Demands of medical etiquette. 

Partly a treatise, partly a treat 

la the tale of The Butcher of Bruton Street. 



THp EQOIST IN THE GARDEN. 

COHTODVD TOD, 8lR ! JcST LOOS AT HI OCCUHBEB FUIIE 



III One City and Many Men (Smith, Elder) are set 
forth in pleasant, chatty form memories of olden times 
by one wno has iscovered the secret of perennial youth, 
^ir Aloebnon West's recollections go back to the early 
days of Queen VicTOBiA's reign. After serving under Sir 
Charles Wood when that forgotten statesman was at 
the India Office, he was Private Secretary to Mr. Glad- 
stone throughout his most momentous Premiership. 
Succeeding td the Chairmanship of the Board of Inland 
Itevenue, he had the opportunity of studying I<ord 
Bandolph Churchill at close quarters, and gi^ns some 
interesting particulars of his brief tenure of the Chancel- 
lorship of the Exchequer. Much has been written about 
Mr. Gladstone. His 
former secretary and 
friend adds precious 
material to common 
knowledge. One of 
the most charming 
chapters in a book 
of unfailing interest 
is descriptive of a 
walk through de- 
serted I-ondon, 
which Sir Aloeu- 
noh'3_ memory and 
fancy people with a 
crowd of interesting 
wraiths. 

I have long held 
the conviction that, 
owing to no lault of 
its own, the most 
disorderly ^ord in 
the English language 
is " only." More fre- 
quently than any 
other it is misplaced. 
The impression is coofinned by a sentence in a book other- 
wise blameless in the matter of style. " I was," Sir 
Aloebnon writes, " only born on the day of the Reform 
Bill passing." Why this petulant complaint? Did he 
expect to be also christened and married? However, 
the reader will rejoice that he was at least born, since 
he h#8 lived to give the world this delightful book. 



The graceful and allusive writer on the open air is 
always with us; but we do not know of any English 
hand now executing this pleasant task better than Mr. 
Beach Thouab, author of From a Hertfordikire Cottage 
(Alston Bivebs). His knowledge of natural history and 
his memory of what other men have said of natural 
history — both poets and scientifio writers — are about 
equal, and they see-saw very agreeably through the 
book. Mr. Thomas, I think, makes a mistake in with- 
holding the names of his poets as often as he does, 
especially as be seems to faave ejcplored the less known 
lyrics more than most. I like to find again Sir Edward 
Qbei's remark that to hear the first song in early spring 
of any bird is "better than a personal success." Not 
bad for a Cabinet Minister. 
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Mb. Kbib Hardie is BtiU very 
angry indeed because the KitJO did 
not send him an invitation which he 
would not have accepted ; yet 
Bome of the other I-abour Members 
not only pocketed their pride and 
went to the Gordon Party, but 
treated His Majesty aa their equal. 

It Is, we hear, not unlikely that, 
if Parliament should render it pos- 
sible for Scotch cigars to be pro- 
duced, power will be given to magis- 
trates to sentence little boys to one 
of them under the Children's Bill. 

The fact that *on the 27th ult. 
thirty-four ladies and gentlemen 
started to swim from Eichmond to 
Blackfriars draws attention once 
more to the grave scandal of our 
river being without steamboats. 
* m 

Now that it has been decided that 
the garden to the west of the Law 
Courts is to be built on, the L.C.C. 
is patting itself on ihe back for its 
foresight in securing a large open 
space for the public in another part 
of the Strand. 

A sentence of six months' im- 
prisonment has L>een passed at 
Hereford on a farmer who was 
found to have stolen nearly 3,000 
books. The volumes were all of an 
elevating character, and the defence 
was that the prisoner was insane. 

We are beaten nowadays in so 
many fields by our foreign rivals 
that it is some satisfaction to know 
that the oldest Englishwoman, who 
died the other day, was a native of 
this country. 

Says The Bingville Bugle 
(U.S.A.): — "Miss Amelia Tucker, 
the acknowledged belle and reigning 
queen of Bingville, has announced a 
croquet party for next Saturday 
afternoon. The elite of Bingville 
will be present Crullers and 
cookies and tea will be served. 
Miss Amelia will pour." Suggested 
motto for Miss Tuckee:— " It never 
reigns but it pours." 

Among the crop of rumours con- 
cerning the medical statuary in 
Agar Street there is one to the'effect 
that the nude figures are to be re- 
moved across the Strand to the 
more appropriate Adam Street. 

Mr. Stevn and Mr. Eeitz, tlio two 
ex-Presidents of the late Orange Free 



DEFECTIVE ARMING IN THE TERRITORIAL ARMY. 



Ogieer of Yeomanry {to Trooper irfio has taken up poe'd'.i 

Trooper. "Pleabe, zub, 1 be a zentuhy." 

Offie^r. "AsD whit good do voo acrrosE you iSE?" 

Trooper. "Uain little, wi' rowEB bounds u' blixk am 



1 from tchicli he cannot tee at all). 



Stato, have been granted pensions 
of jei.OOO and JE500 a year respec- 
tively. " Peace hath her victories," 

etc. 

A Unitod States Consular Ecport 
cautions American visitors to Europe 
against the purchase of sham 
curios. This reminds us that we 
ourselves were offered an object the 
other day which the dealer described 
as an "old antique." Here we evi- 
dently have a trade torm, and 
tourists would undoubtedly be well 
advised to insist on a guarantoe 
that the article they buy is on old 
antique, and not* merely a new-laid 



Our bright httle contemporary. 
The Daily iVeuJS, informs us in its 
inimitable way that " Sir Angus 
HoLDEN is a son of the famous 
octogenarian, Sir Is.^ac Holden, 
the' inventor and rival of Lord 
Mashah. " It is hard indeed when 
the man whom one has invented 
becomes one's rival. 

Reticent language on the part of 



a newspaper la sufficienlly rare fhjw- 
adays to be notable. "The peV 
tormance of Kigoletto at Covcnt 
Garden was remarkable," said The 
Daily Telegraph, " for Miss Lalla 
Miravda's excellent impersonation 
of Zerlina." The expression "re- 
markable " is really scarcely ade- 
quate. When a i-haracter from 
Don Giovanni coolly appears in 
Rigoletto we think that the 
cricketing term " Sensational play" 
would be justifiable. 



A happy suggest! 
an open-air school 



Qcs from 
uii u^cii-uii D'.iiuvi iicQ. Dresden . 
where an unfortunate scholar snt 
down on a wasps' nest. It is now 
probable that, in utmilar institu- 
tions, the cane as a corrective may 
soon be superseded. 

Lunacy in England. 
Criticism uf the 
London County Council. 
This heading we cull from The Pall 
Mall Gazette. Wo think that our 
contemporary is unduly hard on 
a body of men who, anyhow, arc 
doing their best. 
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DO MANAGERS READ PLAYS? 

Mr. Punch is under aa impressiOD that the following 
letters were intended rather to reach the Editor of The 
Daily Mail than himself, but he has decided to print 
them, if only as a warning to correspondents to be more 
careful how they address their Gommunicatione. 

SiR.^As the author of several pisjs, none of which 
has hitherto been produced, I have for some time' 
suspected that the managers cannot have read a single 
MS. I submitted to them. Wishing to satisfy myself on 
this point, I recently exposed a leading actor-manager 
(whose name I mercifully refrain from giving) to the 
following test. I sent him a Three Act Society Comedy 
entitled All Sorts, the first Act of which consiBtcd of the 
Second Book of Euclid, with the figures and lettering 
omitted, and the text cut up and assigned to various 
dramatis persona. The Second Act was extracted from 
the Anglo-PoTtuguese Phrase Book, while the Third wae 
composed of several pages irora last year's Academy 
Catalogue, arranged in dialogue form. 

After waiting three weeks, it was returned to mo with 
all the Courtesy of postal registration and a printed 
notice stating that, after careful consideration, 

Mr. regretted that the play I had been liind enough 

to submit to him was not calculated, in his opinion, to 
prove suitable to the tastea of his audiences. Which was 
exactly what he had said of all the plays I had sent 
him previously. Comment is superfluous I 

Justus et Tesax. 

Sib, — I know that Managers do not read plays — at all 
events, not my plays — and I am in a position to prove 
that this is so. A short time ago, stung to indignation 
hy the specious — I will not say hypocritical — qxcubcb 
with which a certain Manager (to whom I had the 
advantage of a letter of introduction from one of the 
greatest hving authorities on Metric Craniology) had 
rejected several dramatic works on which I had 
expended both time and thought, I hit upon a plan 
to expose such insincerity as it deserved. .1 prepared 
three Acts in the regulation brown-paper covers, each of 
which bore the title "Sold I " but contained nothing 
but blank sheets. These 1 forwarded to his private 
address, with a note begging him to read the piece as 
soon as possible .and let me know exactly what he 
thought. Within three weeks I received an answer which 
I cannot resist quoting in full. Here it is: — 

" Dear Mr. Pulleoo, — I have at last found leisure to 
look at ' Sold,' and hasten to oiler you my sincere con- 
gratulations on a work which strikes me as an immense 
advance on anything of yours which I have yet had the 
pleasure of seeing. While it possesses all the qualities 
that distinguished your earlier efforts, it is richer, it 
seems to me, in incident and character, and more tell- 
ing in dialogue. I like, too, the manner in which you 
have contrived to preserve your secret right up to the 
deno&ment. The only consideration which prevents me 
from accepting It for immediate production is that, 
unfortunately, it is too much in the nature of a ' problem 
play ' to be quite suitable to my theatre. I therefore 
return it with many thanks for submitting a piece in 
which, believe me, I see nothing but promise. 
Yours very sincerely, 

Qbanville Stuart Harriuan." 

Perhaps it is a little too bad to pillory him like this — 
but he has brought it on himself, and will, I trust, have 



sufficient sense of humour to smile at the neatness with 
which he has been entrapped. 

Wylie PDLLEOa. 
{Author of "Refused a Hearing," "How Longt" 
" While you Wait," etc., etc.) 

Sir, — 1 see that there is a correspondence in your 
columns on the question whether Managers are lax or 
otherwise in reading plays that are submitted to them, 
so possibly your readers may ha interested by a 
reoent experience of my own. As I was doing up a Five- 
Act Drama, with a view to posting it to a certain brilliant 
and popular comedy actress, it suddenly occurred to me 
that I could easily detect whether she had read it all 
through or not by inserting a dead cockroach (which I 
procured without difficulty from the kitchen) between 
the last and penultimate pages. After some months 
had passed in absolute silence, I thought it advisable to 
write to the lady once more. At last 1 received a reply, 
in which she stated as her reasons for finding the play 
unsuitable, that the principal character in it was lacking 
in vitality and too unsympathetic to be popular on the 
stage. She also objected to the death scene in the last 
Act as being both " dry and flat." As a matter of fact 
none of the characters died in any of the Acts, while it 
is significant that the body of the cockroach was in 
preciBely the same place and position as when I 
dispatched my MS. I am afraid. Sir, that these facts 
admit of but one inference I 

IxniCiNANI PLAYWRIOnT. 

<==^= ^- ^• 

Aiuwer to Ooireapo&dent. 
"British Hospitality." — This appeal for funds for 
the entertainment of foreign competitors in the Olympic 
Games is, as you say, a little sudden and hasty, seeing 
that the authorities must have guessed, several years 
ago, that somebody was sure to want to come and com- 
pete. Still, if I were you, I should invite them to use 
your half-crown at once, and not put it out at com- 
pound interest against the next reception of the kind, 
sixty years hence. For hy that time Mr. Haldane may 
have collected all the Territorials he has advertised for, 
and the Government should have greater leisure for deal- 
ing with the more peaceful forms of ' 



In The Daily Mail Signor BoNCi instructs aspiring 
singers as follows: — 

" Take a deep breath, eitendiDg tbe dinphragm to its tulleat extant ; 
next exhale slowly, presaing [rom the bottom of the lungs, drawing 
the diaihmgm inwsrJB to commence with and upwards to finieh." 



A common fault, he complains sadly, is that many 
beginners will press out the bottom of the lungs against 
the diaphragm. What can you do with people hke 
^at? They don't deserve to have a diaphragm at all. 






" A deafening shout ftreeted the Bpeclncle of Ur. Balfour, wewing % 
hat much too small for him."— Daily Ntict, p. 8, col. t. 

" Mr. Balfour borrowed the hat of Mr. Alei Crosa. It v 
for him." — Daiii/ Seiei, p. 8. col. 1. 
A careful editor would have hedged in a leader. 

Describing the preparations outside the Town Hall for 
the lloyal visit to Leeds, The Yorkahire Post says; — 

" The lions on either aide will have a aetiiog of Scotch fan." 
This must he the result of the agitation against the un- 
clothed Strand statues. 
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"PASS ALONG, PLEASE!" „,,, „GoosIe 

mined on MrUin char^ea before a Rojal Commiaaioit, hare " left tho Court without a atain upon Ihelr chancier."] 



./Google 



July 8. 1908.] 



PUNCH, OR 'fUiil tONDON CHARIVARI. 



THE TENANTS' BALL. 



Groom IflpotogiUicaUg, to daui/hUr of lh« house). " I 'h 



THE PROPOSED NEW RULES OF GUF. 

The Secretary of the Royal and 
Ancient and Modem Golf Club hse 
■very courteously submitted to us a 
few amendments to the New Rules of 
Golf. These amendmentB remove all 
poaaibility of amhiguity or miecon- 
fitruction. The first deals with the 
two octavo volumes containing Rule 
27 relating to " casual water," 

" If a ball lie or be lost in casual 
water through the green (whether the 
ball lie in the casual water or not), or 
if the water lie or be lost in the 
grocn through a casual ball, or If 
the player's stanca interferes with 
the casual water, then the player 
may either drop the casual water 
within two club lengths of the 
margin of the ball, keeping the green 
where the margin crossed the ball in 
ft line between himself and the 
nearest available bunker, or he may 
drop the bunker either in the hole or 
any place mentioned above within 
two casual water lengths from the 
margin of the ball nearest the casual 
water where the bunker 
except as otherwise provided foi 
these rvlea. But if, when the player 



has dropped the caeual water (for 
dropping casual water see under 
section xix., sub-section xi.), it lie so 
as to interfere with the margin of the 
player, or if the bunker when dropped 
roll into the hall, or if the stance 
when dropped interferes with the 
player's casual hunker, then the 
player may re-drop the hole two hall- 
lengths from the casual water and 
play the bunker from where it lies. 

But if it be found impossible to 
play the cosual water from where it 
has been dropped, then the player 
shall with respect to 

Section xix. Drop the casual water 
further from the hole than the 
margin at which the hole entered 
the spot. 
Sections x\. and xxi. Drop either 
himself or the bole as near the 
ball as the stance will admit, but 
no nearer the casual water. 
The penalty for breach of this rule 
shall be disqualification. 

Another amendment (to Rule 50) 
provides an alternative method of 
dropping a ball. 

" A ball shall he dropped in either 
one of the following two ways: — 
(i.) It shall be dropped; or 



(ii.) It shall be dropped." 

An amendment to Rule 107 
(" Playing a moving ball ") runs as 
follows : — 

A player shall not play while his 
is moving (for ' moving hall ' see 
definition 10, k) except in the case of 
a moving ball (Rule 106), a teed hall 
(Rule 175), a ball in water (Rule 688, 
section vi. b), or a ball in casual 
water in a hazard (Rule 1004). If the 
hall begin to move immediately it 
has been played (see Vol. ix.. Rule 
85, section xi.) ho shall incur no 
penalty for causing it to move, hut 
ho shall not be exempt from any 
penalty he may have incurred under 
Rule 56 B or Rule 1058'(section iv., 
footnote), or any other rule." 

Finally we have an amendment to 
Rule 2001 ('•Disputes"): — 

" A dispute shall be settled by 
umpire or referee except in the case 
of 

(i.) Player's ball from the tee 
striking opponent. 

(ii.) Player driving into the couple 
behind. 

For the purpose of this ruli 
niblick shall not he regarded as an 
Umpire or Referee." 
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AN OUTSIDER'S HENLEY. 

"What does it mean," I asked, 
"when it says that the cosewaia's 
weight in the programme is the 
actual weight carried, inclusive of 
dead weight (if onj)? " 

" 1 don't know," aaid Miea 

MlUDLETON. 

• Oh, hut I thought you knew 
ev»:rything." 

"Everything except that," 

I sighed and returned to my pro- 
grrmroe. 

"There's going to be a race in 
half an hour," 1 said. " At least 
I hope 30." 

"There was one half an hour 
ago," said Miss MrortLETON. " Don't 
be greedy." She yawned gently 
and put her sunshade up. 

"It I had known," 1 went on, 
looking round the enclosure, "that 
everybody would have been wearing 
a blue coat and a pink tie, I would 
have worn them myself. When in 
Home " 

" You 're all right," said Misa 
MiDDLETON. " I say, there 'b a man 
with an evening paper. Do go and 
ask him how many Hutchings has 

" My good girl, this is a regatta. 
We are surrounded by rowing blues 
and ninth men ; in fact, I suppose 
that I am the only man here who has 
never been to Mortlake. And you 
want me to go up to a perfect 

stranger, and ask him Why, 

it 's absunl. Now if it were a ques- 
tion of sliding seats " 

" I should think they "d be glad 
to get away from shop for a little." 

" I don't think they are," I said 
reflectively. " No, I don't think so. 
1 may be wrong, but I fancy that if 
on the third day of Henley you went 
up to a man who was wearing a Cam- 
bridge blazer, an Old Etonian tie, 
Leander socks, and Hall trousers, 
and talked to him about ice-hockey, 
I fancy that he would not respond 
too readily. ... Or else he would 
respond too readily." 

Mias MiDDLETON got up un- 
decidedly. " If you 're frightened, 
I '11 ask him myself," she said. 

She walked away a few steps, and 
then came back and sat down again. 

" Bother, I 'm frightened too," she 
said. " It 's the heat." 

I looked round to see that nobody 
was listening. Then I leant across 
to her. 

"To tell the truth," I whispered, 
" I 've fairly lost my nerve. There 
are too many aquatic celebrities 
about. In a Sittle while I shall 
begin to regret that I have wasted so 



much time playing cricket when I 
light have been learning to row." 
"OhI hush," said Miss Middle- 

" No, it hasn't quite got to that 
yet, but very nearly. We must be 
careful." 

" We ought never to have come." 

" I think you 're right. But now 

i are here let us be reasonable. 
From a rowing point of view we are 
infants compared with all these 
people, but we may know more about 
other things." 

■' Of course we do. Oh for just 
one moment with a Lacrosse blue." 

' How wa would clasp him by the 
hand, and talk to him of bases," I 
sighed. 

" Or even a reserve at chess." 

' That we might prattle together 
about revokes." 

' Perhaps it would be better if we 
went out on to the tow-path for a 
bit." 

I expect they 'd be even more 
nautical there." 

They couldn't be," said Misa 
MiDDLETUN. " Let 's try." 

The tow-path was crowded and 
hot and noisy. Everybody looked 
hot, hut the hottest of them all was 
a man who was selling extremely 
small and fragile -looking chairs for 
one -and -sixpence. " As patronised 
by Royalty," he told ua. Well, 
they could only have been patronised 
once each. 

" He is a nice man," I said to Miss 
MiDDLETON, " and I like his face. 
Moreover he is the first person we 
have spoken to who never got his 
blue. Shall we have a chair? " 

"Of course we must. . . Oh, look, 
here 's another man who wasn't a 
blue. I wonder what made him 
think of selling penny rows of beads. 
Do you have to have them when you 
row? " 

" It is a question of taste. Some 
do and some don't. I think we must 
have some beads. . . Only a penny? 
Thank you." 

We pushed along towards the 
bridge. 

"This is much jollier, isn't it?" 
said Miss Middleton. "I feel we 
really are doing it in style now. One 
of those yellow ducks, and I shan't 
be afraid of anybody." 

" A duck is certainly more in our 
line. . . We want a yeilow duck, 
please. One- and - si:cpence? Oh, 
that's absurd." 

" You can get a real duck for one- 
and-sixpence, " put in Miss Middle- 
ton. " One to eat, I mean." 

" Y'ou can get a chair for one-and- 
sixpence," I told the man aeverely, 



or eighteen rows of blue beads. 

f course if you u»m't take 
less— — - " 

Think of a chair," pleaded Mise 
MiDDLETON. " How much more 
comfortable than a yellow duck." 

" Think of eighteen rows of blue 
beads. A whole costume at the 
Palace." 

" It isn't as if we really wanted a 
yellow duck," said Miss Middleton. 
' Wa could get on quite well without 
one. Id fact we have, so far." 

It isn't as if we really had ooe- 
and-sixpence left," I said, suddenly 
examining my pockets. " Speaking 
for myself we have only one and 
threepence and two stamps." 

" I 've got a shilling." 

"In that case," I said to the 
man, " perhaps we might pay your 
ruinous and extortionate charge, if 
you 're quite eure he 'II waggle his 
head just as well away from 
home. Sometimes, you know, with 
strangers " 

" Why, there 's a paper boy," 
cried Miss Middleton. 

Wait a bit. If we get a paper 
and a yellow duck, that will leave 
US with eightpence and two stamps. 
''' ', is there anything we can get 
I eightpence and two stamps? ' 
Wa could get eight postcards of 
course and send oft four of 
them." 

" Then we shouldn't have a penny 
for a pencil, and we couldn't send 
them off if we hadn't a pencil." 

"Well, then, six postcards and 
nother row of beads, and a 
pencil " 

" That will only leave us with one 
postcard each. You know we 
never ought to have bought that 
chair. Would you," I said to the 
man, " like to purchase a small 
chair? As patronised by Royalty. 
You may have it for one and five 
pence. Or we would exchange it for 
a duck, and send you one of the post- 
cards when we get back to Ixindon." 

" We would, faithfully," said Miss 
Middleton. 

" Or I have another idea. We 
might " BangI 

" What 'a that? " cried Miea 
Middleton. 

"I wonder," I said. "I'll ask 
the paper boy." 

I came back to her with a paper. 
" Kent, 290 for 2," I said. " Isn't 
it splendid'.' " 

"Oh, the dears 1 Did he tell 
you what the bang was for? " 

"Oh — only another race begin- 
ning." 

"Oh, is that all?" said Miaa 
Middleton. A. A. M. 



Jni 8, 1908.] 



PCKCH, OB THE LONDON CHAEIVABI. 



A NABBOW ESCAPE. 




Dearest, U would grieve you 

Quite a lot - 
If I were to leave you. 

Would it not; 




Yet before to-morrow 

I must quit. 
Though you ihould through sorrow 

Hane a fit. 




Daar, don't think mo merely 

OR my head, 
This is what I nearly 

Wont and eaid. 




There was some to gpare, too. 

On my cheat; 
Do you think you 'd care to 

Hear the rost? 




Youth will soon foriahe us, 

(Please forgive!) 
Age unll overtake us 

If we live. 
Think of that dark season, 

Oh, my heart. 
And you 71 see the reason 

Why we part. 


1 


I 


Or, if comprehension 's 

Rather slow. 
Think of Old Age Pensions, 

And you '11 know. 




Now such fearB are ended, 
(Thank the Powers!) 

Soon will quite a Bplendld 
Bliss be ours. 


1 
1 


With your crown a week on 

Top of mine — 
Bliss we dared not seek on 

88. 9d. 




AURORA DOREALIANA. 


1 



Many gentlemen who dined sump- 
tuously last Wednesday evening and 
on their homeward way remarked 
certain celestial phenomena, were 
greatly relieved on Thursday morn- 
ing to read in their newspapers of 
the Aurora Borealis. 

The Aurora Borealis is not fre- 
quently seen in this country. Aa its 
name implies, it hails from a foreign 
land. There is only one way of 
spelling it, but a certain amount of 
latitude is permitted in the matter of 
proQunciatioD. 

Like many of our leading actresses, 
to be seen at its best it should be 
observed in its home life, which is 
lived modestly and far from the 
madding crowd up among the polar 
hears and the eternal ice and the 
eternal polar expeditions. 

The visit of the Aurora Borealis 
last week was partly due to com- 
passion for a people alck to death of 



Herbert. " IlALr-TiritET TO UooronD, tlejibe." 

Honking CUrk. " WBT, I KEHEHBEB 1 MONTH XaO von SAID tod'd 
Herbert. " 0— EB-ER— THiT KOBT HAVE BEEN HT TWIN DROTHEB. 



Woman's Suffrage antics, though its 
chief object, of course, was to enable 
Londnners lo road The Evening News 
at midnight without the aid of arti- 
ficial 'light. 

The Anti-Suffrage movement is 
growing rapidly. A plan of cam- 
paign will shortly be completed, and 
will include some novel forms of 
demonstration. The more active 
supporters of the movement are 



arranging to attend the meetings of 
the Suffragists, and to take their 
babies with them for the purpose of 

interruption. 



The official declaration that mem- 
bers of the Woman's Suffrage Society 
are never guilty of unlodylike con- 
duct has given genural satisfoction, 
indicating as it does that the actual 
members are much fewer in number 
than was generally supposed. 
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OISCURSIONS. 

Talk in a Taxi: A I>iALoa6E in Fits. 
Scene — .4 Street. He and she are discovered looking 
for a Taxi-Cab. 

He. It 'b no good waving your parasol when you see 
they 're engaged. You 're only 

She. Well, you might do something by way ot a 

change. We anall never get one if we both stand like 

a block of marble. Here 's another. 

[A taxi-cab approaches rapidly. She waves her 

parasol with vigour. In the cab is a fat mart wcnr- 

tng a Panama. He blows a kiss in response to the 

parasol as he is whirled past. 

She. Well, I / / 

He (Jurious). There you are. That 'b what comes of 
it. Perhaps you 'It believe me another time. 

She. You never told me there was a fat man in the 

cah, and you never even hinted he was going to 

(She pauses). 

He. Qoing to blow you a kiss? No, I didn't; but 
we '11 let the hideous past bury its hideous ones. Of 
course, he thought from the way you went on that you 
were recognising him. 

She (in a loud tone of tragic solemnity, aside). I must 
dissemble. {To him) Chari.i^s, I adjure you by the 
memory ot the happy days we have spent together, by 
our home and our children, do not let one light act on my- 
part (She turns away. Sobs choke her utterance.) 

He. Oh, you may wave at all the fat men in London 
if you like. (Another taxi-cab approaches swiftly. He 
darts forward.) Hi 1 Hi ! 
[The cab passes. From ivithin it a resplendent lady in 

?Teen silk withers him with a look as she flashes 
y- 

She. I 'm afraid it isn't one of your lucky days, dear. 
But, do tetl me, who was that sweet thing in green with 
the mauve complexion ? 

He (ignoring the tavnt). We shall have to chuck it. 
Let 's take a lour-wbeoler. 

She. Never. A hansom I wouldn't mind. 
He. And a hansom I won't have. I 'm not a coward 
really, but 1 draw the lino at hansoms. 
[A third taxi-cab suddenly drops from the sfey or rises 
from the bowels of the earth. Theij both rvsh at 
it. H is empty. They engage it, give an address, 
and enter it. 
He. Oot it at last. 
She. Yea, my bravo husband got it all by his own 

self. Oh, what an eiiviublo woman I (In alarm) 

What is he doing ? 

{The driver having extended a warning arm, the taxi 
grunts violently and begins to back. A motor-bus 
comes to a standstill within an inch of a collision. 
An exchange of amenities follows between the taxi- 
driver and the busman. Finally the taxi is turned, 
grunts again and proceeds. 
He. A pretty near thing that. 

She. He "s going much too fast. Why, we 're half- 
way up Bond Street already. Oh, oh! Tell me when 
it 's over. (She covers her face with her hands as the 
taxi skims round a furniture van, dodges a victoria and 
avoids a Yorkshire terrier by a hair's-breadth.) Are we 
safe ? ., 
He. Don't know. 1 can't bear to look. 
She. Well then I must. (She uncovers her face.) 
Stop I Stop I He 's done it this time. No, we 're 
through. Obi Let me out. 
He. It 's no good. We "re in for it, and we 've got 



to go through with it. Oh, dash it, this is beyond a 
joke. (The taxi swings round a corner. He is 
precipitated against her. There is a ■ slight crash.) 
There goes your parasol. 1 'm awfully sorry. Couldn't 
help it. He 's bound to bag that old woman. No, by 
Jove, missed her I 

She. Cqarles, if 1 die first, which I shall certainly do 
in another minute, promise me - — (The taxi stops with 
some suddenness. His hat falls off.) Oh, never mind 
your hat at such an awful moment. Let 'a get out 
quick and run away. (The gears groan again and the 
taxi goes on.) Thank Heaven, the street s clear for a 
bit. (A hansom emerges from a side street, but stops 
just in time.) That was terrible. My mind "s giving 
way. 

He. Mine 's gone. There are two buses, a biougham 
and a van ahead of us. If he'll only pick the von, 

we might No, we 've escaped again. {Wildly.) 

Where are we ? Why don't we get there ? Where are 
we going ? (Suddenly they arrive at their destination. 
They get out hurriedly, pay the man, and enter a shop. 
Having made their purchases they emerge.) 

She (hesitatingly). Shall we take a ifour-wheeler ? 

He (with determination). No, not even that. We "II 
walk. (They do^ 

BOMBS FOR WOMEN 1 

"Is this Russia, or England?" a delightful lady- 
martyr indignantly inquired last Tuesday on being 
arrested for merely putting some "good big stones" 
through Mr. Asijuith's front-door panes and tripping 
up fc constable — after which she uttered the portentous 
threat, " it will be bombs next time! " 

It is reassuring to learn that, even should the action 
of the Government unfortunately necessitate a resort to 
such extreme measures, little or no inconvenience will 
he occasioned thereby to the general public. The 
bombs will be hurled with the same perfect good- 
hiurcur and absence of all personal animus that have 
characterised all previous demonstrations. They will 
be so constructed as not to injure any genuine 
sympathiser with the Cause in the very least, while they 
will not hurt anybody really seriously, as they will con- 
tain nothing but a little picric acid and a few safety 
pins. There is a suggestion for including asafcetida 
in cases where the bomb is intended for delivery 
within the private residence of a Cabinet Minister; but 
even this the softer- hearted Sufiragists arc in favour 
of tempering with a drop or two of attar-of-roses. In 
every detail there will be the note of daintiness and 
good-taste which is so essentially feminine. For 
nstance, the bombs will be manufactured in four Art 
shades— rfawn, pastel-blue, mouse-grey, and old rose, 
with purple, white, and green ribbon attachment for 
slinging. A special line of "Dorothy" bomb-bags, in 
assorted colours and three sizes, to contain three, five, 
or seven bombs as required, will shortly be put on the 
market, and should find a ready sale. Of course, it such 
moderate and dignified measures as these fail to con- 
vince the Notion of the justice of the Women's Cause 
there is no saying what they may not have to do. But, 
tor the present at all events, they are determined to 
observe the Ereatest self-restraint, and even such op- 
ponents as Mrs. Humphry Ward will be blown up as 
humanely and inoffensively as possible. 

"Peacock and Hen for sale, unrebled, perfect plumnce, 190C chick*." 
Tilt Cottntrynde. 
Then it's quite time they were related. 
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''GucioQB heiienbI 

"Ob, ONLY THE BP1UI 

BoT wb'bb goikq to do ' 



UlLVil, IHD T 



D THE CaKIDIA:! WTMXHIAS, J, 



~1 rOBCET THE BEST. 



TBBPSICHOREAN TITTLE- 
TATTLE. 

Miss Callirrhob Fobble, who is 
to give a BerieB of Maeso-Gothic 
war dances at tho Palladium Music 
HaU next week, is the daughter 
of a Patagonian wool -broker who 
amaaaed a fortune in the early sixties 
and lost it a few years later. Mibs 
PoBBLE had the misfortune, while 
dsQCtng hefore the Dalai Lama last 
year, to he aflBicted with frost-bite, 
in consequence of which she lost alt 
her toes. This disaster, fortunately, 
has had no effect on her saltatory 
efficiency, which, in the opinion of 
aeveral Cabinet Ministers, is of the 
highest order. During her atay in 
London, Miss Podblb will be the 
guest of the Governors of the Bank 
of England, and has already been 
invited to lunch by three Bishops, 
one ex-Premier, two Deans, and 
seventeen Archdeacons. 

Mile. Alma Parasano, the renowned 
Dalmatian ballerina, who opens at 
the Pan-.^nglican Theatre next week, 
is no stranger to Ijondon, though 
several years have elapsed since her 



last appearance. As the pioneer of 
the neo- Cory ban tic school she met 
with instant recognition, and her art 
has been profoundly admired by 
experts of such widely divergent 
views as Professor Harnack, the late 
Admiral JAUaiomBERUY, and General 
KuBOPATKiN. During her stay in 
London Mile. PXrasano will accept 
no invitations to lunches or garden 
parties except from members of the 
Privy Council. 

Miss DoRABELLA TiTUS, the famous 
Colorado clog - dancer , has kindly 
undertaken to read a paper at the 
forthcoming meeting of tlie British 
Association on " How I Exterminated 
the Beetle in my Native State." It 
will be remembered that Miss Titus 
created a sensation in Constantinople 
in the year 1903 by appearing at a 
luncheon party at Yildtz Kiosk in the 
full uniform of a Hippocampus 
Major. Miss Titus, who is a 
fascinating Albino in private life, is 
at present staying with Lord and 
Lady Booterstown in Cavendish 
Square. 

The SicxORiKA Teresita Gobdi- 
OIAKi has arrived in I^ndon to fulfil 



a short Terpsichore an engagement o 
the Terrace of the House of Com- 
mons. Apartments have been 
reserved in the Clock Tower for the 
illustrious danaeiiec, who has kindly 
consented to read a paper at the 
Church Congress on " What I think 
of Maud Allan." 



"The most valuable bowler is the man n 
gets his wickets st frequent intervals, becau 
he rolnimiEea the time during nhich the buts- 
maa dI the other end is scoring runs." 

2'ht Morning Foil. 

This is the kind of truth which 
Father Vauoiian may confidently I 
expected to discover before next 



•■When they were numed Mr. fell»« 
received only 7s. per ireek and hia food, but 
they miuiiigwi to bring up a family of seven 
children with credit." — Daittj Xein. 

.\nybody could do it with sufficient 

credit. 



" Dr. Dsmin just lived long enough to 
receive the admiring tribules of the n' 
commiuiity."^iUanf hester Eitniag XtLt. 

Very slow these Cetaceans to fall into 
line with the others. 
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"'TIS NOT IN MORTALS TO COMMAND SUCCESS." 

diat (icho hai failed (o >am in Die Hrdf-Term "Falken' Ualeh"). "These laiNoa wiu. hatpen, lcttli oibl, m Uttee 
Well, I hope iou 'll sat the bamk yntES tou get i vebt bad bepobt akct he at tde end of 



P,alerfc 

now WE lEV. 

Ulan or Ittt Dutiful DaugMi 



THE STRENUOUS LIFE. 



Ladies, would you lovely be? 
Hear, oh, hear my recipe; 
Shine resplendent with its aid — 
Beauty is not bom, but made. 

Would you have a ekin of silk 
Whiter than the morning milk, 
Cucumber and lemon to<> — 
These must yield their juice for you. 

When upon your couch you lie. 
Place a slice on either eye ; 
Place on cheek and brow and chin 
Slices exquisitely thin. 

Through the night-time, close at 

hand 
Let your watchful handmaid stand, 
Ever prompt to change the pieces 
As their healing coolness ceases. 

Nor shsuld bathing be forgot: 
But, instead of " cold " and " hot," 



On your taps the words be placed, 
" Lemon,' " Cucumber " and 

■' Waste." 

All (his thought and all this caro 
Mean incessant mental wear. 
Endless planning, few delights, 
Strenuous days and strenuous nights. 

So, in order that the brain 
May not yield beneath the strain. 
Once in every week a day 
Must in resting pass away. 

Rest your limbs and eyes awhile, 
Rest, oh, rest the wrinkling smile; 
Frowns and erowsfeet come from 

thought ; 
Rest jour mind and think of naught- 
Hard the life, severe your part; 
Yet let thia make glad your heart — 
If for others thus wo slave 
Wept and honoured is our grave. 



I>utr«Ming F&iail7 Occurrence. 

" A little ^rl fell and broke lier luicle c 
Wedneadny iiiglil." — Uetford .Veira. 



The Manchester Daily Ditpatch on 
the Licensing Bill Demonstration: — 
" It wns officiallj eatimaled tliat the croud 
numbered 100,000 ... 'The inner man ' nude 
a demand on tiie Tefresliment rooms for 
1,000,000 bottles of mineral wnlers." 
Enthusiasm for the Temperance 
Cause is all very woii, but ten bottles 
apiece is overdoing it. 



"Nomedk-me is of an; avail in this 
plaint. Ae it in rontngioua yon xbould ni 
anoUier bird into llie same cnge untJ i 
been tUoi 
boiling." — Uazaar, Eirhan^e A .iJ 

Dear Mt. Punch, — After prolonged 
trial 1 have found this treatment to 
be absolutely useless. I have baked 
three and boiled eight, and thoy died 
more quickly than if they had actu- 
ally caught the disease. — Indignant. 



"Artist Charged with ManchcBter." — DutMltt 
Evening TeUgraph. 

So they've brought it home to some- 
body at last. 



y Google 
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ESSENCE OP PARLIAMENT. 

ExniCTED noM tub Dum or Toar.iLP. 

House of CommonB, Monday, June 
29. — Ireland has a fresh grievance. 
Every prospect of University Bill 
paastag, and so happily closing con- 
troversy that has for hnif a century 
hampered higher education. But the 
strawberries served at tea on the 
Terrace are smal! in portion whilst 
the price is high. To-day Whip of the 
Nationalist Party, " rising in hie 
place," as the papers say (as if it 
were his habit to rise in somebody 
else's), solemnly put Chairman of 
Kitchen Committee to the question. 
"What," he asked, " was the 
market price of strawberries per 
pound in Ijondon last week ? what 
was the price per pound paid by the 
Kitchen Committee? and what was 
the price per pound chargerl by the 
Kitchen Committee for the same 
strawberries when doled out at tea 
on the Terrace? " 

With trembling hand Jacubv pro- 
duced from coat-tail pocket the small 
hand-glass that serves him for 
monocle. In solitude of his chamber 
had prepared written answer to 
terrible charges involved in interro- 
gation cited. He might have taken 
refuge in refusal to give particulars. 
Pat O'Bkien isn't an Income Tax 
Commissioner authorised to inquire 
into trading profits. Why should 
the Chairman of the Kitchen Com- Htruwberriea 



■' I'iTIEKfF, UbBAKCTT AND IhP*BTI*LITT." 

(The Rl. Hon, Alf-r-d Emra-lt, aiairni.-in of Cmmi 



AJ/rni J-c-by {to Mr. P. O'lir-n). ■ 



mittuo ba called 
upon to give up 
the secrets of that 

Scorning any- 
thing that might 
have appearance of 
evasion or flight, 
Jacoby hod drafted 
adocument iiiaking 
full disclosure of 
innocent commer- 
cial transaction. 

Extraordinary in- 
cident threatened 
to prevent Its being 
read. This one of 
the hottest days of 
a quite decent 
summer. Through 
the open windows 
a shaft of sunshine 
fell upon the slim 
figure of the Kit- 
chen Chairman. It 
struck full on the 
hand-glass placed 
over t h o manu- 
script with intent to 
mjike i!s k-tfcriiig 



in? I can let you have 

clear. As Jacoby cleared his throat 
and looked round at the e.tpectaiit 
throng that was eager to see how he 
would emerge from this difiiculty, a 
curl of light smoke uprose. The sun, 
playing through the convex glasB of 
tho Chairman's eyo-opener, was burn- 
ing the paper. With great presence of 
mind Jacobv shifted his position ; the 
danger passed before more than ofie- 
half of the onlookers perceived it. 

" The charge for a portion of straw- 
berries served on the Terrace large 
enough for two " (Jacobv really 
meant tho portion of strawberries, 
not the Terrace), " including cream 
and STigar, is Is. Or," he added, 
throwing back his head and regarding 
the House with proud air of conscious 
innocence, "sixpence per head. The 
market price," he continued, " varies 
according to size and quality. The 
Kitchen Committee purcliase the best 
selected fruit, as large in the lowest 
strata as they are on the top. They 
pay 8d. a pound." 

This sh-aight forward and satisfac- 
tory. But tho Chairman, an old cam- 
paigner, kept the best news to tho 
last. "From to-day," ho said, or 
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Storm BBEwufo. 
(TLe Wiielies :^Lord R-lvrt C-c-\, llr. St-w-rt B-wl-a, and Mr. A-si-fl Clmib-rl-n.) 
almost chanted, " Ihe charge of one eions Bill. At half-past ten Memberii 
shilling per portion will be reduced to 



etghtpence. " 

A wild cheer went up in crowded 
House. The Chairnaan of the 
Kitchen Committee carefully replaced 
the round hand-glass in his coat-tail 
pocket, resumed his seat and mopped 
bis brow. The House, its anxieties 
relieved, its spirits raised in propor- 
tion to the lowering of the price 
per plate of strawberries, forthwith 
turned its attention to Old Age Pen- 
sions Bill. 

Business done. — With assistance of 
Closure, third clause of Bill carried 
in Committee. 

Tuesday. ^Curious to note how 
evil communications corrupt good 
manners. Outside, a jeering multi- 
tude roors with delight as individuals 
among organised mob of women 
clamouring ., for the suffrage dash 
themselves against the wall of police 
and are haled oft to prison, suddenly 
serene with the consciousness that 
their names will be ".in the papers." 
Inside, hour follows hour of dull de- 
bate in Committee on Old Age Pen- 



noted with chaste pleasure the signal 
for the Closure and bo home to bed 
through the cool air of the summer 
night. 

Suddenly tumult .arose ; echo of 
that dying away in the streets. 
According to rules, when the guillo- 
tine is in operation, only amendments 
put down by the Government after 
due notice may be dealt with. One 
submitted just now required verbal 
alteration. Was it in order to deal 
with it? Son Stewart Bowles on 
his legs said "No." Son Austen, 
seated with his hat on, agreed. Lord 
Bob, not inclined to be overlooked in 
obscurity of back seat, wildly waved 
his arms and shouted, " Point of 
Order! " Chairman instated' that 
notice had been duly given. Amid 
the uproar Emmott kept his head, 
and division went forward. 

Then someone discovered that door 
to Opposition Lobby had been locked 
earlier than that through which 
trooped the Ministerial horde. And 
this a so-called free country I Son 
Austen, having tasted blood (with 



- his hat on), asked for more. Prince 
I Abthub suggested that a fresh divi- 
sion should bo taken. Shouts arose for 
"Mr. SfeakerI Mr. Speaker!" In 
the uproar a shrill but irrelevant cry 
of " Votes for Women I " came unre- 
buked through Ladies' Grill. 

On division it turned out that 
Opposition were 31 strong all told. 
878 voted for the amendment. An- 
nouncement of numbers suggested 
there would be a rush for cabs. 
Dash for door accordingly made; 
tumult subsided as rapidly as it 
burst forth. 

Business done. — Getting on with 
Old Age Pensions Bill. 

Thursday. ~ Present Government 
fortunate in a majority which, still 
faithful, carries all before it. Also 
hnppy in volunteered assistance of 
hon. Members opposite. Difficulty 
ahead in connection with Licensing 
Bill lies in allotment of time for dis- 
cussion of its several stages and its 
many clauses. Cabinet understood 
to be considering matter preliminary 
to placing scheme on paper, as was 
done in case of Old Age Pensions Bill. 

Whilst they meditate Horert Cecil 
acts. Members turning over fresh 
leaves of Orders of the Day come 
upon detailed proposals for closuring 
by compartments standing in name of 
noble lord. 

" And what do you think of my 
plan?" he asked, gazing with 
parental pnde on the entry. 

"It is perhaps a little lavish in 
allotment of time," I said. " Fifty 
days for Committee is a large order. 
Did it ever occur to you that 
your action might have fatal conse- 
quences upon prospects of the Bill 
passing this Session? In due course 
Ministers will give notice of their 
intention to put in practice a scheme 
of Closure. According to strict inter- 
pretation of the Standing Order, your 
resolution appearing on the paper 
stops the way. It is, in brief, what is 
called a blocking motion." 

" Dear me," murmured I^ord Bob, 
looking genuinely distressed, " you 
don't njean to say so? What a 
weary world it is in which an honest 
desire to help a Government should 
turn out to be what in blank verse 
is called a stab in the back." 

His poignant emotion touching. 
Yet he has been in House long 
enough to know the result of his well- 
meant interference.' 

Business done. — Irish votes in 
Committee of Supply. 

Friday. — Members on both sides 
vie with each other in congratulating 
Deputy Speaker on honour done him 
by bestowal of Privy Councillorship, 
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Of all the distmctioDB at dispoBal of 
the SovESEiGN, this the most envi- 
able. It sufficed Peel to the end of 
his life. Gladstokr, thrice declining 
an earldom, was content to follow 
the example set by his great master. 
It was only under pressure of old age 
and the influence of fading faculties 
that the Right Hon. Benjamin 
Disraeli descended to the style of 
Earl Beaconsfibld. 

The Chair of Committees is the 
most trying post iu the House of 
namons. Armed with lees autho- 
rity than the Speaker, uosustained 
by the state of canopied chair, the 
dignity of wig and gown, its occupant 
has a more difficult part to play. 
Mr. Emmott, coming fresh to the 
position, a comparatively young 
Member, has conducted himself with 
a patience, urbanity and impartiality 
that have won respect and esteem in 
both political camps. 

Businega done.— Private mem- 
bers' finished for aession. Hence- 
forward Oovemment have all the 
time of the Houae. 



ANOTHER PRESIDENTIAL 
CAMPAIGN. 

Mr, Roosevelt is to signalise his 
retirement from office, and conse- 
quent liberty to travel, by a great 
hunting tour in Africa with his 
eldest son, in search of big game. 
He is to describe his triumphs in a 
series of articles in CoUier'a Weekly, 
for which he will receive the sum of 
£20,000. 

Obviously these articles will not 
be in the least like those which are 
printed below, but Mr Punch has 
to fill his pages somehow. Doing 
that is his big game. 

The African Jungle, 

April 1, 1909. 

\Vb are now right in the thick of 
the strenuous life, after a very 
tedious time on board ship, where 
there is little or nothing to kill. We 
organised a few rat hunts, it is true, 
and though some thousands fell to 
my six-shooter, it is not very excit- 
ing sport, nor for big game very good 
practice; and we had some fun with 



ft shoal of porpoises that followed 
the ship, and of which i succeeded 
in bagging four. Nicholas also got 
an albatross, the wings of which ho 
is sending home for Alice's new 
matinee hat; but altogether life was 
tame. 

Now, however, that we are once 
mora on land, and in the exhilarat- 
ing vicinity of wild beasts, our 
hearts again begin to heat and our 
veins to throb. 

The photographers are getting 
their cameras in order, and the re- 
porters sharpening their pencils, and 
we begin to-morrow in earnest. 

Our rifles are, perhaps, worth 
describing at this point. My own 
are old and trusted friends, with a 
few larger and more powerful 
new weapons for local contingencies. 
I have, for example, a large bore 
rifle for elephants, rhinos, and hippos. 
For the swifter or more elusive 
game, such as the giraffe or okapi, 
I have a smaller bored and longer- 
ranged rifle. For lions a special brand 
has been built for me. The other 
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animals we are after, such as harte- 
beeste and deer, I can manage with 
my ordinary ordnance. Nicholas 
is also well fixed up with a variety of 
rifles, and so is my eldest son. The 
other children have weapons accord- 
ing to their ability — good enough to 
make a decent hole in God's 
creatures, any way, if not absolutely 
deadly. 

Camp Cortclyou, 
April 2. 

We have had a busy and useful 
day. I selected with great care an 
open space, where the cameras 
would have a good view of a!i of us 
and where there were easily-climbed 
trees for the reporters and descriptive 
writers. The natives were then 
ordered to drive all the animals they 
could find past this clearing, so that 
we might practise upon them 
and get our eyes in. 

We were kept pretty 
strenuous, I got a mixed bag- 
of hartebeeste, antelope, and 
other small deer, and the 
others did fairly well too. I 
now feel I could hit an 
elephant. 

Camp Pierpont, 

April 5. 

We have had a rare day. 
Early in the morning the 
scouts got on the track of a 
family of giraffes, and we 
were quickly hot foot after 
them. I led, then came my 
sons, and then NicriOLAS. 
blueh to our disappointment 
wo had to leave the camp- 
followers behind, as it was 
not safe to be so many, one 
journalist and one photo- 
grapher alone accompanying 



We had a tiring march of 
some miles without food, for we feared 
to lose the quarry if we stopped. At 
last I glimpsed the gently waving 
head of the father above the long 
grass, half a mile ofi. The wind 
had changed, and they had given up 
all thought of danger. 

We crept forward on our stomachs 
for another seven hundred yards; 
and it was no joke, I can tell you. 
Talk about the strenuous life I But 
|it was no joke for the giraffes, either, 
'for we got the lot. 1 picked off the 
mother, Nicholas took the father, 
and the foal fell to my eldest son. I 
never saw a boy so happy! Indeed, 
iwe all were, for it is not an easy 
thingto shoot a giraffe ; and very soon, 
I am told, there will be none left. 
Camp Washington, 

April 10. 
Nicholas, who has a pretty turn 



for rhyme, has written a new version 
of "Hearts of Oak," with these 
flattering lines in it: — 



So he will. 

Independence Camp, 
April 20. 
An inhuman brute of a lioness 
with cubs dared to make for one of 
our party this morning, but we soon 
settled her. I never saw a body so 
peppered. It is a great pity, as I 
wanted to have the skin dressed as 
a hearthrug for Tait:. 

Camp Lafayette, 
May 5. 
No trace of an okapi yet, but 1 



okapi at last. Now it matters no 
longer whether they are extinct or 
not. 

Homeward Bound, 

June 4. 
Africa has been splendid, and we 
reckon there can be very little big 
game left, at any rate in the parts 
where we have been. Next year we 
shall move on to India, and try to 
clear it of tigers. 



A VILE TEMPER 



have hope. I have never failed 
hitherto to kill anything I set my 
heart on, and if there is an okapi 
left 1 will get him. The one fear 
that keeps me awake nights ia that 
the breed will be extinct before I can 
reach it — is already extinct I What 
a tragedy! Suppose that that one 
which the naturahst fellow photo- 
graphed was the last, and it hos 
died since? A terrible thought. I 
will get a lion or two to calm my 
mind. 

Lions are all very well, but we 
feel the want of bears. It is a great 
defect in Africa that it has no bears. 

The jungle is also bad for our 
photographers, who have often 
missed me completely as I made the 
winning shot, owing to scrub and 
trees. 

Later. Triumph! I have got an 



INSURRECTION IN STOKE 
NEWINGTON, 
Prompt Action of Novelists. 
A GREAT public meeting of British 
novelists was held in Hyde Park last 
Saturday to protest against the action 
of the local authorities and inhabit- 
ants of the North London suburb of 
Stoke Newington, From 
statistics which have recently 
been published, it appears 
that in the public libraries 
of that district only 16'3 per 
cent, of the books on the 
shelves consist of fiction, and 
that last year there was a 
decrease of 2408 per cent, in 
the number of volumes of 
this character issued. 

Special trains brought a 
large number of provincial 
novelists from the kailyard 
y and other manufacturing 
I fictional districts, and the 
I demonstrators marched in 
I five processions, headed re- 
Jl spectively by Mrs. L. T. 
Meade, Mr. W. Lb Queux, 
Mr. Andrew Lokino, the 
Baroness Orczy and Mr. GcY 
TiioRNE, from various out- 
lying points to their ren- 
dezvous at the eastern end of 
the Serpentine. A special 
of the demonstration was the 
of banners emblazoned 
witli the uumus of the most 
famous modern novelists, including 
Thackeray, Ranger Gull, Georob 
Eliot, Ansie Swan, Waltee Scott 
and Silas K. Hocking. 

Before proceeding with the formal 
business of the meeting, " Rita," 
who presided, read a number ot 
communications from sympathisers. 
Madame Clara Butt wrote " Next 
to ballads, novels form the most 
humanising influence at the com- 
mand of modem civilisation. Please 
inform your great meeting that I am 
no relation whatever of the Newing- 
ton Butts." 

Mrs. Elinor Glyn wired the fol- 
lowing terrible threat : " Have at once 
decided to lay the scene of my next 
novel in North London." 



feature 
lavish 
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The Grand Duke Michael wrote: 
" My heart and soul are with mj 
afflicted fellow -noTeUats. To guoco 
the title of my last romance, 1 bid 
them * Never Say Die.' " 

" Bita " began by observing that 
the position of the noveliat at the 
present moment was exceedingly 
preoariouB, threatened as they were 
by the competition of motors, 
denunciatory preachers and dances 
If the bad example of Stoke Mewing- 
too were to spread, there would be 
nothing but old age pensions between 
them and destitution. 'She suggested 
that a deputation of novelists should 
wait on Mr. Asqdith without delay to 
insist on having the proportion of 
novels in free libraries fixed, at a 
minimum of 60 per cent. 

Mr. William Le Qdeux said 'hut 
he thought the time had gone by for 
deputations. Force was the only 
remedy, and he was glad to be able 
to inform the meeting that the 
President of the Republic of San 
Marino had generously offered to 
place bis entire standing army at the 
disposal of the novelists of Oreat 
Britain, if and when they decided to 
invade Stoke Newington. Amid loud 
cheers Mr. Le Queux added that he 
was prepared to take command of the 
army, which he had known from its 
youth up. . It was one of the moet 
picturesque and compact forces in 
existence. 

The Earl of Iodesleiob said that 
he thought that, with a Government 
so notoriously amenable to agitation, 
they could attain their ends without 
resort to open violence. Mr. 
AsQUiTH had said that he had an 
open and elastic mind. He {Lord 
I DDES LEI on) had calculated that the 
total population of Stoke Newington 
was considerably less than the num- 
bers of the novelists of Great Britain. 
It wpuld be perfectly absurd if they 
were not able to combine to def.-at 
this outbreak of local obscurantism. 
(Diasent.) 

I Mr. IIaix Gaike, addressing the 
meeting from the summit of the 
Albert Memorial through a mega- 
phone, was understood to observe 
that the reduction in the number of 
novels read mattered little if the un- 
fit were eliminated and the public 
concentrated their attention on works 
of real genius. 

Mr. Heinemann, the famous pub- 
lisher, said that be endorsed in toto 
thj remarks which bad fallen from 
the previous speaker. 

Mr. W. E. MacGregoh. who wore 
s Highland costume, said that the 
time for action had come, and 
striking up a brisk march on the 



H«fe«r. 



, rUST-KATE. Ttr.K\ 



AttiH (Jlaaertd). " LlEI 



pipes led ofi in the direction of North 
London, followed by the bulk of the 
demonstrators. 

Later. Order reigns in Stoke New- 
ington. All the public libraries have 
been taken at the point of the 
stjtogroph, and a Provisional Govern- 
ment has been established with Mr. 
John Long as President, the 
Baroness Orczy as Ministering 
Angel of War, and Mr. Le Queux as 
President of the Board of Local 
Colour. 

The report o( the Foyal Commis- 
sion on ttie Metropolitan Police de- 
clares in explicit terms that the 
Force is entitled to the confidence of 
ail classeB of the community. In 
epito of this reassurance professional 
criminals are still iiboA'ing a regret- 
table amount of shyness and re- 
ticence in the prcseiice of oon- 
Btables. 



" A travelling shoinnBti was charged iriUi 
having in bii posaeasion after MHrcn Ifitli, a 
certain wild Inrd, to wit, an ovV^Wtttem 
Hominj Ktitt, 

" An owl, tu-whoo," would, of course, 
have been just as bad. 



From a Suffragist's letter in The 
Daily News: — 

" We turn a deal ear to any other red 
herring that ma; be drawn acrosa our path." 
A deaf nose is more what is wanted. 



" ' L'Ktaog,' a lake acens w^th two pa^feanta 
inlbe[cregroand,wtfsMcured at £,G00 guineas." 
—lilt Timet. 

Mr. Punch' I cartoon with three 
pageants in .the background was to 
be had for Sd. 



" Th« Tikeb or lo-Boaaow 

TaOUT W TSE HlOBLANDa." 

But what are we i>oor Southerners 
going to do for fiBh-wmppcra ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned ClerliS.) 
Thbbb U an iirosiBtible fascination in Rose Macleod 
(Constable), by Alice Brown, periiape the moet 
delightful of living Anierican novelists. Ohe of its 
characters is enough by itself to make the book's 
reputation. It is thnt of an adorable old lady (with a 
grown-up granddaughter) who writes a book of Recollec- 
tions, treating, with allusive intimacy, of the departed 
leaders of various movements in her day, and giving 
passages from their letters and private talk. It 
creates a vast sensation and she ia overwhelmed with 
requests for further details. To none of these can she 
reply, because all her " recollections " had been simply 
faked out of her dear old head, just for joy. Very 
attractive, too, is BiUy Stark, her 
ancient lover, who is for marrying 
her with one foot in the grave. 

By a most unfortunate coin- 
cidence (since plagiarism is out of 
the question) there is in this book 
a type — the pitilessly immaculate 
and self-righteous Elccira— which 
is almost identical with the 
Imogen of Anne Sedgwick's 
recent novel Valerie Upfon; 
and, by the further malice of 
chance, both entertain an exalted 
infatuation for a philanthropic im- 
postor. For the rest the 
characters — and notably the im- 
postor, a superb creation — are 
astonishingly fresh. 

The story's main motive, the 
love of a woman for the spiritual 
beauty that shines through a 
maimed body, is. handled with 
infinite delicacy of feeling and 
fancy. Indeed 1 have seldom 
read a romance in which the 
author's insight into unseen 
things is more admirably com- 
bined with knowledge of the 
visible and real. An earlier work, 
King's End, had already shown 
Alice Bkown to be posaessed of 
very unusual gifts. But her pre- 
sent book marks a great advance both in ambition and 
achievement, and she is now assured of the wide 
popularity which she has long ago deserved. 

The Flemings, by Jessie and Chables Fielding 
Marsh (Smith, Elder), contains a warning to young, 
struggling artists to be careful whom they marry. 
Mary Fleming was a monopolist, and although she 
thought that no sacrifice was too great to make for her 
husband, her jealousy of Jiim was obnormal. The 
opening scenes of the book, in which the battle of Art 
vcratia Income was fought, are most ably written, and H 
is a pity that this contest was ended by Roger Fleming 
inheriting £20,000 a year. For as soon as he becnrn" 
rich and gave up nil thoughts of painting, ho ceased to 
bo interesting. As a country squire Roger occupied 
himself mainly in wanting to be a father, while Mcry 
disliked the idea of becoming a niuther for fear that 
childron might prevent her from niunojjolising her hus- 
band's love, Whfn a rcfrialiinjjly frank doctor told 



her that she was " a sexless woman" eh6 was silent, 
and presently " the conversation drifted into common- 
place channels." "If," muttered the doctor, "those 
two people are an enigma to a clever man like me, 1 
wonder what they are to ono another I " Unfortunately 
they developed into a kind of riddle which was not worth 
wendering about or solving. 

The authors know the inside of the artistic world, and 
have described its little cliques and quaintnessos with 
humour and salience. But The Flemings would have 
been s better book tfthe question of matrimony had 
been handled with less insistence. 




Sir Evelyn Wood tells once mftre the deathless story 
of Tlie Revolt in Hindustan (Methuen). Here it has the 
advantage of being recorded by one who, at the time 
a young soldier, rode through the campaign with the 
17th Lancers and won the 
Victoria Cross. The civilian may 
complain that the narrative is 
here and there somewhat over- 
loaded with detail. For the 
mihtary student this will add to 
its value. Sir Evelyn is 

studiously uncritical of the 
powers that were, of their policy 
and their action. But of the 
inability of- some in high com- 
mand to read the signs of the 
times he gives a notable inci- 
dent. At the punishment parade 
that preceded the outbreak of 
mutiny at Meerut, (Turing the 
many hours while the process of 
rivetting iron fetters on the ankles 
of the malcontents went on, 400 
British soldiers, mainly re- 
cruits, had only blank cartridge 
to their carbines, though they 
stood between two Bengal battal- 
ions carrying ball ammunition. 
Similar banalities were counter- 
acted by the generalship of Out- 
ram, Nicholson, Havelock, the 
Lawuences and other heroes, 
supported by the splendid disci- 
pline of the rank and file. 



The plot of A Case for Com- 
promise (Alston Riveks) reads to me like a combination 
of two Hard Cases from Vanity Fair. Hard Case 
No. 1: — Mr. and Mrs. A. are happily married. Enter 
a rascal, B., who points out that Mrs. A. was and still is 
his wife. What ought they to do? , In Mr. Henry 
Stace's hook Mrs. A. temporarily solves the problem by 
doelining to live with either of her husbands. She 
disappears into the void of London, and puts in rather 
a bad time, till she becomes the owner of a smart hat- 
shop off Bond Street. Here she ia eventually discovered 
by A. and B. While she is firmly refusing to share the 
proceeds of the hat-shop with either of them, it turn;; 
out that a friend of hers, Mi-s. C, was herself the lon;j- 
lost original wife of B, Now what are thev all to 
do;" This is Hard Case No. 2. Mr. Stack's solution is 
a compromise. " Contrary to all the rules of ro<h1 melo- 
drama," said Mrs. C, the wag of the party; "I can 
only call it farce." It jou feci curious about the com- 
promise you should read the book, which is good of its 
kind. I 'm not going to give it away. 
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A STRONG CLAIM. 

PfivMngHT ipn atrandtd etadm^r, ai Ufe-boat approdtheB). " Hi ! Sa»e MB FtasT. I.'ir a h 



A QUEUXRIOUS AFFATR. 

An lyUeteiii^ with'a Famaiu i^hor, on tlit 
Btaa-doviAi Umrnage. 
It vu not until Tbur^a^ Litat I found 
U>« Katgbt ComtBaader, imd m I cftme 
up<m him ia tlw sctiokitig-rooiii of tme of 
our most poUti^ hottols ^uite Iqr sur- 

?>ri8e he had not had time to diange 
rom the inufti in. -nhiph I found him 
into the uniform in which he looks bo 
well. However, bia breast, flittered 
with the many foreign decorations for 
which he ie.faniaus, and his mouBtache 
was in beautiful condition. 
■ " I feai- you were ill iaat Tuesday," 
I said. . ' 

A shadow pasaed over hiaface. "No, 
I wasn't," he said sh'orfly. . 

" JJot able to get to London .in tline, 
periiaps ?" I suggested. 

" I nuve been here ten days," ho said, 
staring gloomily at ihe cnrpet. 

'Then why, oh why -" 

' "b -is i painful eubjebt,^" he said, 
int«rraptitag me ; " yet I am glad to 
have diiBopportuiiity 6i explaining to the 
world that it was not nly fault. 1 can't 
think what haaootae over the Ij»idun 
papera^you are. i)a fitut jouroalifat to 
lodL me up on this unhapbj busiaess. 
And unfbrlunat^y I have alreBdy spltot 



the fifty guinras which I fully expected 
to receive from the Press for 800 vrordaor 
sa about the cererbony. Uowever, that 
csBTibt bo helpied now. As I say, it 
was not iny fault. I came specially to 
Loudon' in ^ood time, the officials- at 
Ueorietta Street knew I was here and 
ready for >Tbrk, and the Frince himself 
not unacquainted with my presence 
my readiness to be of service. But 
they managed without me. Whether 
tUey managed well, I leave it for oUiera 
say "—and he shrugged his shoulders 
quilo an Ilaliau way. " I could have 
done a good deal for them in one way or 
another. I could have covered their 
escape by myself po^ng for the Press 
photograjfbers ; I could have got the 
thing written up well in many of the 
lending London and CJontinental papers ; 
and I could Iiave driven with them back 
tolhe hotel to lunch afterwards^I could 
have done all sorts of things. However, 
my servicea Were not required, and 
there '« an end of it. Thank you very 
mu'di for catting. ' Put it on ft front 
pnge, will you P Good morning ! " 



NAVY NOTES. 

Pern officers seldom rise to the rank 
of Admiral, but the opposite process ia 
not unknown. 

[{csignation, in naval affairs, is at 
once a temperament and an act. It 
becomes the Admiralty in ila contempht- 
tion of the troubles of life ; and it may 
be expected at any moment as an act of 
srace on the part of one or more of our 
Admirals. 

A way we have in the Navy " (or 
hope to have). — The AnmiTR liE-way. 



'e being taken for tbe erectiou of '*. 



".SteM.BTB beiua taken for tbe ei 
ulmon ladder." — SUiegow Utrald. 
Thia is, of course, the obvious way. 



" Perhaps it is only roiring men who know 
tho iiTesislible impulse with which one inter- 
rupts a ladj^'s scDlence to get on one's legs, 
widi a lump in the throat, as one catthes the 
first glimpse oF Ihe flashing sculls. A roai 
goMQp Irom the bank, (^lege is che^rinK 
college, Olid dd bojB are shouting ' Christ 
Chutch ! ' iuiil ' Clare 1 ' " — Doiiy (.'hroniele. 

Most unfortunate that the writer should 
have selected Christ Church as one ol 
his collegee, seeing that no Christ Church 
"old boy " ever called his boat anything 
but "House." But the "flashing sculls'' 
should have warned the editor that 
something was wrong with his corres- 
pohdeot. 



PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHAKIVAKI. 



[IDLT 15, 1908. 



THE GERMAN WAITER* ONCE MORE. 

[Tlic lype niny lie stiulied at any ot the antiunl dinners that are held 
very e^■ellinK in tlio seisou.] 

Ill-: servos the beano night by night. 

An alien out of Teuton Unde, 
With cotton gloves of virgin white 

Veiling hia vast prehenBile hande; 
Ho sees our manhood at its best. 

Waits on it where it sits and gorgefl 
Stnijning its virile lower chest 

At annua! summer orgies. 

The hungry pageants cross his pitch — 

Ucgiment, coUogc, school and corps — 
Leaving him careless which is which 

And what on earth wo do it for; 
Sombre of air, detached of soul. 

Ho hears our speeches, long or terse 'une. 
Content to pouch hia paltry dole 

Without respect of persons. 

Wo come to fill the yearly void- 
Meet a few men of our own time — 

Absolute strangers, who enjoyed 
No knowledge of us in our prime ; 

But ever there 's a voice that rings 
Familiar with the old attraction: — 

" That 's nil, sir; hope that everything 'a 
Been to your satisfaction?" 

This hint (with variants) he has blown 

Into how many a famous ear, 
Breathod it to men of taste and tone. 

Bishop and actor, bard and peer; 
Few mortals in the common ruck 

Have met so much of light and leading. 
And fewer still have had the luck 

To watch the lions feeding. 

Their names, however, move him not, 

.\s in and out he deftly trips, 
■ Save as a guarantee of what 

They 're good for in the way of tips; 
Blind, for the rest, to rank or claim, 

Incurious how their gifts are rated. 
He serves thorn with the single aim 

Which 1 have indicated. 

And yet at times he studies men, 

.\nd taliCR a, note of what is said; 
Such are the liigh occasions when 

Tiic patriotic feast is spread : 
W'hcn veterans praise our Briton breed — ' 

" A pretty toughish nut to crack, Sir; 
Our httle army goes a d — d 

liOng way. Sir, there and back. Sir," 

'Tis then ho dives behind a screen . 

Where ho may chuckle, low and long, 
Thinking of camps where ho has seen 

A nation armed, three million strong; 
And slaps his waistcoat, like a man. 

Where once the belt confined his tunic, 
And drinlis to Haldane's Army PlaTi 

Deep in a mug of Munich. 0. S. 



. In wh.it the F!he field Kvening Mail calls " R^>orts from 
Wciithcr I'csorts," wo read under " Huston ": "Light wine 
v.. N'.-l';," We regret tliat we do not know the brand. 



DISCURSIONS. 

A New Jurisdiction. 
The Court for tho Consideration of Hitherto Unpun- 
ishable Offences was busily occupied on Thursday last. 



complained of having been violently assaulted and 
split by John Jaues Cropthobne, described on the 
charge-sheet as a poet. The complainant appeared in 
tho witness-box in a heavily -bandaged condition, and 
gave bis evidence under the stress of great emotion. 
It appeared that the prisoner, a man of no attainments, 
had decided to write a poem entitled, " A Song of 
Sunrise," and had hired the complainant to help him 
in the first line. 



Tho poem had been duly composed, printed and pub- 
lished in a sixpenny magazine, and had been signed by 
the prisoner with his full name. The first line appeared 
in the following form: — 

To with the lark and with the tun arise. 

The complainant, in answer to the magistrate, ad- 
mitted that he had been split before, but added that 
he had never been split so badly. Ordinary splittings 
by the insertion of one dividing word he could stand, 
but the prisoner's offence went far beyond that. A 
seven-word split gave rise to intolerable Bufferings. At 
this point the complainant fainted, but revived after a 
strong dose of Lindley Murray had been administered 
by the magistrate's clerk. 



Mr. Harrison, a critic, deposed to finding the com- 
plainant in a state of collapse outside the office of 
Messrs. Bumble & Blick, the well-known publishers. 
He had him conveyed to his home in an ambulance, 
and bound him up there. Great violence must have 
been used by the prisoner. Such oflences were a grave 
danger to the con^munity, for many might be led away 
by the example. In crosa -ex ami nation by the prisoner, 
who was not defended by counsel, Mr. Harrison ad- 
mitted that be had taken part in the agitation for the 
establishment of the new Court. He bore the prisoner 
no grudge. He had never heard of him before. 



The prisoner made a long and rambling statement in 
his defence, but called no witnesses. He urged that 
he had been educated in a public school and a university, 
and was now doing his best to keep a roof over tbc 
beads of his wife and family. He admitted that it was 
not necessary for him to write poetry. Even if he had 
committed an offence he pleaded that it was merely a 
technical one. He had had no intention of injuring 
the complainant. Quito the reverse. He asked the 
magistrate to deal with him lightly. In addition to his 
wife and children, he had an aged mother dependent 
on his exertions. 



The magistrate asked if anything was known against 
the prisoner. Police -constable ' Blukt said he had on 
many occasions misused a relative by putting him in the 
wrong case. Only a month ago ha had caused the 
folkiwing sentence to be printed and issued to the 
public: "The Chancellor of the Exchequer, whom 
we believe has never before dealt with a problem cf 
such complexity." He had also attacked several quota- 
tions and ha^ brutally ill-treated them, but none of 
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MORE "CONFISCATION." 



PuflLIOflPmna) Bbewhi. "PITY YOU'RE NOT TAKIKQ UP THIS DAYLIGHT SAVIXCi DILL, 
MR. ASQUITE. SPLENDID THING FOR THE PEOPLE'S HEALTH." 

PmiiE Mraisnii. "AH! BUT THINK OF ALL THE TOOR WIDOWS AND ORPHANS WHO'VE 
INVESTED IHEIR SAVINGS IN ELECTRIC UGBT AND GAS COMPANIES 1" 



y Google 
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l/tdy of vncertain cije. " An. Major, ' 
Majur labnenltnindrJ, bill raguely aiea 



! thai a galiaat aniieer is indicaLeS). ' 



them had boon willing to prosecute. Quotations were 
naturally of a retiring nature. 



The magistrate, in passing sentence, said it was a 
very bad case. Poetry was very d^ngcrouH stuff, and 
must always be carefully handled, especially when tho 
person employing it had hod no previous experience of 
itrt use. This kind of thing had gone on too long, but 
the Legislature had decided that Infinitives were not to 
be split with impunity any more. It was sad to see a 
man in the prisoner'a position. Ho might have sup- 
ported his family by manual labour, for which his 
physical strength evidently fitted liim. Instead of that 
he had chosen to be a poet. Having made bis bod bo 
must lie on it. He (the magistrate) was hound to see 
that the law was obeyed. Infinitives must be protected 
in their lawful avocations. If such crimes as the 
prisoner's went unpunished, wo could none of UB know 
whose turn it might bo noxt. Ho took a very serious 
view of the prisoner's offence, and felt he should not 
be discharging his duty properly unless ho passed upon 
him the heaviest sentence permitted by the law. The 
prisoner must undergo ten years' solitary confincmout 
with a dictionary and a selection of novels written by 
ladies, to be followed by five years of rigorous con- 
finement in a printing office. The gratitude of the 
public was duo to Police -constable Blunt for the way in 
which he had prepared the case. 



" In the pift section Mr. W. B. Woll»re was Ihe oiily Norlliemer 
trlio had the pluck Ui bice the Englinli host in hTge whiu?))." 

(lliiKjoir Herald 
Something quiet in tweeda woidd have been more seemly. 



A SILENT SUFFERER. 

["If telephone userB nouM cast the idea of a machine out ot their 
:iindfl, nnd use the same conrteous ond common-senaa practices in 
alkiiig by telephone as ihey olisBrve wlien talking to a fellow-being 
[ice to face, tliey would appreciabty raise the standard of Uie tdephone 
eryice."^No(ioniiI Teltphone Journal} 

Companion of my troubles and my toil. 

Who share my study — yea, my very desk — 
Who, sleepless, bum with me the midpiglit oil. 

Recumbent, unassertive, and grotesque. 
It may be that, when Pegasus has bucked. 

And half unseated my confiding Muse, 
I have employed you as a helpless duct 

To air, with frank brutality, my views. 
But hold me not unkind, though I have been 
Ungracious, treating you as a machine. 

Had I, in clasping your black, slender waist, 

Recalled how oft you 've whispered to me, dear. 
Avowals passionate but swe^.t and chaste. 

My words had all been meet for you to hear. 
Had I been mindful that it naught availed 

To objurgate your tender diaphragm 
Because, at times, your best endeavours bailed 

To take my meaning, 1 had not said: " Tut! Tiitl 
how tiresome 1 " 
But how remember, while you are, to me, 
" Oerrard, eight, double-seven, double-three"? 



"Three Taximeter cabe in Tine condition and good running order; 
these cabs will not pais Scotland Yard."— T/ie Mulor, 
Very awkward it one's car refused, just as one swept into t' 
Embankment. 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

Chiefly Matbimonial. 

Park Lane. 

Dearest Daphne, — Hildeoarde is 
I.^y WiDELANoa, and I flatter my- 
self that, thanks in a great measure 
to your Blanche, it was quite the 
wedding ot the season. St. Agatha's 
was simply ~crammed ; people were 
killing each other to get in; and the 
street outside was a block. At your 
own wedding you 're handicapped 
by being the bride, and can't see to 
every little detail; but a aiater's 
wedding you can put through without 
a hitch. The leitmotif of the affair 
was fiastoral, with the bridesmaids 
en bergerc, and pastoral music 
played. I wanted to hand over the 
church to Soames and Soames be- 
forehand, have a lot of the pews 
removed, and a regular pastoral 
scene set. The authorities made 
some objection, however (how 
narrow-minded people ore I), so 1 
had to do things on a smaller scale. 

I chose the maids strictly for their 
beauty. Where, of two sisters, one 
was pretty and the other clever (we 
don't use a harsher word in these 
days), I took the pretty one ruth- 
lessly, and loft the other. I believe 
1 've given offence in some quarters, 
but I can't help that. One ought io 
have the courage of one's ideas ns 
well as of one's o^iiniong. The shep- 
herdesses were correct in every 
detail, with field flowers and genuine 
crooks, and, as a realistic touch, I 
thought of making each of them 
carry one of those dear little pigmy 
sheep that have been the fashion 
lately ; but they persuaded me out of 
this. I wanted, too, to have ushers 
for the maids in the American styln, 
and dress them as shepherds, with 
nmock-f rocks. Pan-pipes, and ribb>na 
in their hats; but, if you '11 believe 
me, Dapu, I positively could not 
get them to dress sol Aren't people 
sickcningly self-conscious nowadays? 
You can't get them, especially the 
men, to sink their individuality for a 
time and merge themselves in a 
picture. Dear Professor Diusdale, 
in one of those lovely lecture-chats 
on mental philosophy, told us of a 
great French philosopher who dis- 
covered the Ego. Myself, I think 
it 's a pity he didn't leave it where 
it was I 1 'm sure it 's made people 
absurdly priggish and odioutly dis- 
obliging. 

Hilof-garde went through it with- 
out turning a hair. There 's ro 
scope for originality in a bride ; she 's 
bound to be conventional. But I 
made one small innovation that, I 



think, will catch on 
weddings. Instead of flowers or a 
Prayer- Book, she carried a white satin 
fan, with orange-blossom painted 
round the edge, and all that matten 
f the Marriage Service (the part 
i-here the responses come ini you 
now), printed in silver. 
Afterward^ we had a fete chant- 
pitre in the garden here. Soahes 
and Soames had turned the piece 
into a very good imitation of those 
sweet old Flemish pictures by 
Watteau or WoDVERMANS, where 
there are always boors revelhng; only 
there were no boors, and we didn't 

And now, my dear, let me say how 
perfectly shocked and miserable 1 
am at the news of your being engaged 
I country parson. I'm so vexed 
that I positively won't say another 
word about it I You, who might h&vr. 
done BO well ! Why didn't I Imng 
you here by force, and give you a 
season in TxindoQ? You oughtn't to 
have come to this for ten years yet. 
No girl has any business to think of 
the lesser clergy till she 'a past thirty. 
Where 's the use of telling me that 
you 're happy and suit each other? 
Such last-century nonsense I We 're 
living in the twentieth century now, 
and those things don't count. It 's 
quite a tragedy! - Of course, I know 
that, just as every private soldier in 
somebody's army was said to have a 
marshal's baton in his knapsack, so 
perhaps every curate may be said to 
have a bishop's apron in his sermon- 
case, but I 'm afraid the odds are all 
against it in this instance. And 
some day, when I go down there to 
open a bazaar or lay a stone, I shall 
find my poor Daphne wearing a 
middle-aged bonnet and mantle, and 
with a family of children, and her 
face " seamed with the horrid 
cares "of something or other, as 
Milton says. Do, my dear child, 
take the advice of a true friend 
(which is not too common a thing 
among us women); break it off at 
once, and come and stay with me, 
and 1 '11 do the best I con for you. 

If I were asked what has been the 
special obsession this summer in 
London, I think I should say 
Descriptive Dancing, Musical Ex- 
pression, or Choregraphic Narrative 
— for it 's called by all these names. 
A good m&ny of us have been bitten 
by it, and have taken lessons. One 
can get hold of it quite quickly, fur 
there are no difficult steps to learn, 
and one doesn't have to practise 
much. And then, my dear, the dress! 
It con be compared to nothing! We 
gave o performance the other day at 



tfae Mating Theatre in aid of 
Seaside Home for Irresponsible Im- 
pecunious Idiots. I danced a Prelude 
and Fugue of Bach's, dressed in 
gold fringe, against a black back- 
ground. Then Beryl Claboes did 
TscHAiKow sky's " 1812," dressed in 
two little flags (French and Russian), 
her background being a pointed cloth 
showing wintry scenes and soldiers 
marching. It was my turn again 
after that, and I danced the " Moon- 
light Sonata." I wore iridescent 
sequins, and was backed by a starry 
sky. It was immense I But the 
pi^ce de resistance was a duet for 
Beryl and ' me — Eve and the 
Serpent. There was a set scene for 
this, the Garden of Eden with the 
Tree in the middle. We 'd a bit of a 
tum-up as to which of us should do 
Eve and wear the sweet httle dress 
of pink silk-fringe ; but Beryl had 
to give way, and do the Serpent or 
nothing. (I '^d a right to choose, 
having arranged the whole thing; 
but some people are so self -asserting, 
aren't they?— never satisfied unless 
they're first.) I must say she did 
the Serpent very well. Her sinuous 
movements were a good deal 
admired; and, though she certainly 
looked rather spiteful all the time, 
that suited the port too. My doncing 
of Eve's irresolution and finol toking 
of the apple wos voted to be as 
classical, artistic, end satisfying a 
choregraphic poem as any profes- 
sional has yet expressed 1 

I 've had my flrst httle triumph en 
the Turf — only a weeny one at Ihe 
Smallbury Baces (rather a rotten 
little meeting), but it 's a beginning. 
Freddy and Billy Vavasour (I 
think I told you they train for me) 
say it 's best to begin tow down. Ihe 
winner was a darling two-year -old 
filly that I've called BlancheHe. 
Freddy and Billy think she may 
prove a wonder, and smother 
Signorinetta's record by annexing 
both the Guineas next year as well 
as the Derby and Oaks ! I was such 
a happy little woman that day, with 
the first taste of success, that I ' 
sisted on leading in my own, i 
little winner. Freddy and Billy 
tried to dissuade me, saying It's 
only done on big occasions. As if I 
didn't know that! Qa m'est fgal. I 
don't follow a fushion ; I set it. 

Ever thine, Blanche. 



"The LcanJa aaddenl; foanded," 

Soulh Afrifan Km 
" The Laanda suddenly flonndered." 

Midland Nrta, Soulh Afru 
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3 TO CkTtm TSEIB ITTSNTIOir." 



THE NON-STOP EXPRESS. 



[The following articl« is Baaett«d to b« the 
wOTk (il ■ driTsr of the Holbom— Stnnd tnin, 
but wa have been onable to *eri^ this «1Ia- 
g.ti<m.] 

Of all those who want to go from 
Holbom to the Strand only a few aro 
mean enough to walk. For the 
others there is a train. With that 
reckless disregard of expense which 
has always characterised the actions 
of Tube Railway Companies there is 
provided a man to drive this train. 
Equal to the dignity of his post and 
alive to the difficultiee of his under- 
taking, he steps into the train at Hol- 
bom and turns a handle. 

When he arrives at the Strand he 
steps into the other end of the train 
and turns another handle. When he 
gets back to Holbom he is confronted 
hy a red flag, which informs him that 
he can go no further. But he did not 
need a rod flag to tell him that, 
because — 

(a) He has been to Holbom be- 

fore. 

(b) He can eeg that there is no 

further to go. 
Thereupon he realises the position 



at a glance, and adopts the only 
course open to an honourable man. 
He goes back to the Strand. 

You ask me : " Who may this map 
be who drives this train from Holborn 
to the Strand, from the Strand to 
Holbom, and from Holbom to the 
Strand, with such conspicuous 
ability? " I answer you simply and 
straightforwardly: "I am that 
mail." 

Are you coming with me to — 
Cbapter I.— The Strand? 

The Strand Station is a spot of 
especial interest to the tourist in 
London. It lies 150 feet below the 
surface of the street, and is coloured 
green and white. Its most striking 
features are some tbeatrical posters 
and a self-winding clock. When you 
approach the lifts you will see a 
notice — " Have your Ticket Ready." 
The meaning of this notice is 
tyiefly this : that you are to have 
your ticket ready. If you have no 
ticket you need not have it ready. 
To that extent you score over those 
who have tickets. On the other 
hand, they score over you in that 
you, having no ticket, will not be let 
out of the tube and they will. That 
will be my gain, because I like your 
company, but it will be your loss, 



because it may interfere with yout 
work. 

On reflection I think you must 
have had a ticket, or you would 
never have been allowed. to descend 
by the other lift. Therefore, if you 
have no ticket, you muat have lost it. 

I beg your pardon. I did not under- 
stand you to say that you have c 
return ticket. Then you will ol 
course be coming back with me to 
Chapteh II. — Holbom. 

Holborn Station is a spot of 
especial interest to the tourist in 
London. It lies 149 feet below the 
surface of the street, and is coloured 
green and crimson lake. Its most 
striking features are a self-winding 
clock and some theatrical posters. . 

" Hurry oft, please," says my' 
learned friend the Guard, and you' 
start hurrying off. " Hurry on, 
please," says the double-faced rogue, 
and you hurry back again. Back we 
go, then, to 

Chapter III.— rhe Stmnd. 

Situated, as it is, 150 feet. . . But 
you know all about that, and I see 
that there are no other passengers. 
I am very fond of travelling. I have 
been to the Strand 12,073 times. 
Like all other great travellers, how- 
ever, I am equally fond of returning 
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{rom my travels, &nd b; a curtoUB 
coincidence I have been to 
Cbapteb IV. — Holborn 

12,079 times also. Of the two I 
prefer 

Chapter 

Which do yo 
Chapter 

Yea, you thin 
but, believe it 
the other. Mii 
both 12,074 t 
know. But i 
BDother peep a 
Chapter V 

Aht 1 thougl 
properly. I wi 

Cqapter 

but educated a 

Chapter 1 

Sometimoa I wish I had been edu- 
cated at 

Chapter X. — Holborn, 
and bom at 

Chapter XI.— Tftc Strand. 

Wherever I was tmm I hare lived 
anything but a dull life. My day JB 
full of changes, in tact I am always 
changing from one end to the other 
or from the.other end toohe, as the 
case may be. Wearing though the 
strain of such an existence is, I do 
not think I could stand the monotony 
of a quiet lite above the surface. My 
noble friend the Liftman tells me 
that thiogs are very slow up above, ■ 
and he has been there a good many 
times. He i^ a good sort, although 
he docs wear a flannel cellar; and 1 
am certain he would ncrt tell a lie. 
(You mu^t not spea)^ to him when 
the lift is in motiqn.) 

But we must be gebtjiig back to 
Chapter XII.' — Holborn. 

Are you getting out here? Well, 
good-bye; I am very pleased to have 
met you so often. If they make any 
fues afrout that rcttirfi. ticket of yours 
(they are such imreaeonflhic fellows 
at this end) you drfc always welcome 
in my little train. Good-bye again; 
I think I shall be gadding along to 

Chapter XIII.— The Strand, 
on my way to 

Chapter XIV. — Holborn. 



" It was t, iwciilmrity of llie slonii llml it 
BMDted to rage furiously in nil diredJotiE— at 
one time illuminating the nnrll>er|i ^tj. nt 
Another rereriKratinp in tile ciKti or rolling 
with a slowly diminishing presc'emlo toivnnls 
the Boulh." — Da'ily Tetegrajji. 

Tlie writer is prolji>l>ly ihiokiiig of tlie 
dodo, whicli has now .diniuiislied alto- 
gether. The crescendo, on tjie contrary, 
.increases^with great mpidity, so much so 
that iu certain parts oi Australia it has 
become a nuisance. 



CHARIVARIA. 

Attention has been called again 
to the shabby condition of the red 
benches provided for the Peers in the 

of Lords, and it is suggested 
. is the intention of the 
imotit not to abolish tUe Upper 
ler, biit to let it gradually 
le awny. 

■ - -^ *^« 

Haloase laughed, in the 
of ComtiMiis, at the idea that 
are foreign spies In this 
y.' li it that we have no 
■y socrcts Worth stealing ? 

is significant," writes one of 
ciety corcffflpondents, " that at 
-party given by Mr. Keir 
Hardie the other day King Edward 
was conspicuous by hie absence. No 
attempt was made to conceal the 
reason. Hia MAiIKSTY was not 
invited." 

The British Undertakers' Asso- 
ciation has decided that " advertise- 
ments tending to loudness " shall 
be discouraged. It would be inter- 
esting to know whether this would 
mean a coot reception over licrc for 
the American undertakers' clossic 
trade a unoun cement. "You kick the 
bucket: wo do the rest." 

The qM^stiou whether capital 
punishment ^hall he abolished is stiii 
being discpssod hotly in Franco. 
Fop ourselves we shoujd have thought 
that in view of j-'rance's dwindhng 
population the rt:teption of the death 
penalty is highly inadvigablo. 

Several Union Jaeks were torn 
down in various parts of the States 
by indighftnt Americans on the 
Fourth 6t July; but the victory was 
not bloodless, for 71 Americans were 
Killed, and 2,6'J4 injured on that day. 

In spite ofreports to the contrarj' 
the recent Silk Hat Parade at the 
Exhibition did much to promote the 
sale of that form of headgear. It 
idanio on to rain during the demon- 
tttration.and many of the five hun- 
dred' demonstrators have in consc- 
r^uencc had to purchase new silk 
hats. 

• • 

The agitation on the part of the 
local gentry to get the name of the 
thorouglifure known as Houndsditch 
changed to something more attrac- 
tive has been revived. The alterna- 
tive name has not yet been decided 
on, but wO believe that a large party 



is in favour of swopping names with 
Park Lane. 

K Fhiladelphian preacher has ad- 
vanced the interesting proposition 
that MosES was a negro. This, wc 
suppose, is the swing of the pen- 
dulum. A little while ago it was the? 
fashion to whitewash every historical 
character. 

The statement that a newspaper 
which has jubt made its appearance 
in a French provincial town Is tho 
first journal to be printed on fly- 
paper has called forth a pmteat to 
the effect that one or two papers pro- 
duced in this couRtfy print sucii 
poisonous matter that thej are quite 
as effective for tlie"'pUrpbee. 

It is hoped that it ^yill be possible- 
at the banquet which the Govem- 

ment has decided to give to the 
members of the International Peace 
Congress to make an aimouncement 
that an early cessation of Koslilitiiis 
between some of our Admirals is 
imminent. 

At the Children's Garden Party, 

fiven by the Qveen at Buckingham 
'alace, the entertainment was pro- 
vided by Mr. Ashton, and some dis- 
appointment, we hear, was felt 
among the youthful audience because 
Mr. Ashton did not recite to them a 
number of his bright letters on tomb- 
stones. 

» « 
Wo are sorry to hear that the 
profession of Comic Burglar is suf- 
fering from temporary depression 
owing to an accident to a person of 
this calling in Germany. The gentle- 
man in question had broken into an 
hotel at Rensburg, and was about 
to leave with his loot, when the 
humorous idea of inscribing his inid'als 
and profession in the Visitors' Book 
occurred to him. While ho was thus 
engaged the poor follow was svt- 
priscd by a waiter, and now he is 
languishing in a gaol. 

"Prince do Ragan and hia wife," 

reports The DaHii Telegraph, "left 
the Savoy Hotel soon after noon 
yesterday for Paris in their motor- 
car, part of the journey being made 
by road." Our younger readers arc 
invited to guess \i'hich part of the 
journey anyhow Was hot made by 
road. 



"HaBRIER AMD Beidi.e Kfiok." 

The Peterborough Adterliier. 
" Bumble-puppy " is wluit you call.it, if 
you don't live at Peterborough. 
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CENT. PER CENT. 

Not to be eclipsed b; his enter- 
prising daily ooD temporaries, Mr. 
Punch determined to discover, by 
hook or by crook, a Centenarian of 
his own. Herewith he has pleasure 
in presenting the results of his search 
in his ambassador's own language 

" After scouring the country for 
many days without avail, I struck 
oil north of the Tweed. Sitting one 
evening in the bar-parlour of a way- 
side inn, brooding— I repeat, brood- 
ing — I overheard a chance remark 
that put me on the track at last, 
brooded a little more, paid for it, and 
followed up my man. 

'■ ' Ay (Yes),' ha said, ' be '11 be 
a hundred the noo.' 

" ' Hoots, mon,' I answered (being 
fairly fluent in the language), ' ye'll 
DO be savin' it I And what 'II be his 
name, d ye ken (know)? * 

■■ ' Henerv,' replied the bucolic. 

" ' Ah 1 ' I exclaimed, in i 
waggish way, * now we shall soon 
centenary. ' 

" My informant led mo to the cot- 
tage of the patriarch, and ushered 
me in. 

" I found myself in the midst of a 
uniquo family party. At the head of 
the table sat our friend Henery, 
clad in a smoking-cap such as our 
grandmothers delighted to embroid'ir 
tor their swains, and in full possession 
of all his faculties. He has never in 
bis life worn glasses for reading, but 
can see the smallest print. He is 
unfortunately unable to read, but I'is 
daughter, a strapping lass of seventy- 
nine summers, reads the paper to 
him every night before she goes to 
bod — she finds it inconvenient to do 
so after. 

"'And so,' I began, shaking 
hands, ' you remember the Battle of 
Hastings? Ye 'II ken jist a' aboot it 
—what, hey? ' 

t " ■ Ay (Yes),' he replied. ' I 
I mind how me mither smackit me 
'weel the day the news cam' — an' the 
way 1 greeted (cried).' 
, " ' Father '11 aye be tellin' ye c' 
that,' put in the youngest boy, a 
fresh-faced youngster of sixty-five. 

"'Have you ever been to I*on- 
don? ' I asked, 

"'Ye 'II be fra* (from) Lunnon 
(London) yersel', maybe?' 

"'Ay, ay.' 

Ay, man, I 'II be there twa 
(two) times. You mauna (must not) 
think I '11 forget Lunnon.' 
. " ' No, no. Come now,' 1 pursued, 
'whot did you think of it?" 

" ' It 's a gey bonnie place. A re- 
member the wax-worrks.' And the 
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H FEB THa LCTTLB DlWa, I.ID1 ? Wt ! I 
E IT BACK TO HIV, THEN?" 

B PEBFESaiOH TEE LET 'iH 'aVE IT TKOICE L 



'B rXLViTtOX ! " 
IN ACCORD AKOE 



;enial old man smiled at his recol- 
ections. We chatted awhile, ond I 
prepared to leave. 

"'Before I go, Mr. Henery,' I 

jested, ' you will give me a hint 

or two for the benefit of my readers 

on the way to live to a green old ago 

■what, hey? ' 

" Food faddists will not he greatly 
taken with my old friend's ideas. 
He has always, he says, eaten and 
drunk precisely what he pleased, 
except when unable to obtain it. Hg 



believes in ezerciso — a three-mile walk 
on a Sunday morning he considers a 
splendid thing for a tonic. Having 
lived for a hundred years, hehasspeiiit 
some time in the open air. 

" ' Tak' everything as it comes, and 
dinna fash yersel' (don't worry),' 
was his sensible parting advice. 

" ' Even if you 're caught takin' 
it,' I said, as I wished him fareVell. 
He laughed very heartily ot this 
sally, so much so that we all joined 
in. I left him still chuckling.' 
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A DOG-IN-TIIK-MANGER'S 
DITTY. 
When I 'm annually hnhted 

Out of town by need o( change, 
I 'm conBiBtcntly confronted 

By a problem passing strange: 
There are scores of charming jilacoB 

Whore I 'd gladly lovo to stay, 
But the folk who inundate them, 
Deeecrato and permeate them. 
With their hats and boots and facps, 

Fill my heart with diro dismaj-. 

Thus, for instance, if to Cromer 

I repair, and on the shoro, 
Like a civilisicd. bench-conibfr 

Ilevel in the ocean's roar. 
Though the gowl CromeriniiH fire me 

With 110 hatred of itiy Jshid, 
CouDtleurt hordes from other regioiis, 
Liverpudlians aud daswcgianx, 
IrresiBtifaly inspire me 

With a fury black and blind. 

Or, Agaiiii if I and Ll'CY— 
. Lucy is my second wife^ 
Take our tickets for Kingussie, 

Or frequent the hills of Fife, 
ThoiiEh the Scottish folk delight me 

With their scones and baps and 
hrose, 



Coehneys all around us clamber 
(Like so many flics in anibetj^ 
Knickerbockerud trippers blight; Tno 
With their highly -coloured hose, 

Cambria's charms anon allure me, 

But, no matter where I hie, 
No precautions can secure mo 

Uriinvaded privacy. 
Though I stretch mjsclf siit Joyc 

On Llyn Cweilyn's I'l.omy shores, 
Swarms from Bool I j and from 

Bowdon 
Occupy the heights of Piiowdon, 
Taint the air of AberdoVey, 

I'icuic on the Fachs and Fawre. 

Yi'sterj'onr my way I wended. 

Via Fitihguavd and Ilosslmo, 
Bent, in isolation s[(lendid, 

On inhaling F>rLn's nir. 
-But, alas! 1 found at Blarney 

Al| the trippers that 1 loathe, 
And they made fair Rosapenna 
Quito a miniature Gehenna, 
And they Cockneyfied Killarney, 

Vulgarised the Hill of Howth. 

Failing with this crux (/tdc cruce) 

Adequately else to cope. 
Far afield have I and Lrcv 

Now determined to elope; - 



Aad, to end this doleful story 
In a less disgruutled style, 

Since upon all home excursions 

Wo must meet out pet aversions, 

Wq arc off to Uuwenzori 
And tho Sources of the Kile, 

" The moiint.iiii alile js Bpl.ishml nilh acres 
nl Idonm ninning through Uio enliro litany of 
tints from light to darkoeBB. The domiosnt 
hues suggest the ctiitaihtf o[ tlie Tabernacle — 
purple, cririiBon, niid Brarlet. Stacked maBsivoly 
on tnp of Piich other, Ihej- gliire Bleadily, anU 
tho heavy srent hernlitens the feeling of ooii- 
fliigration. But Nature poinlg well, and U)rTow- 
iiiS the arlififo of tho landsrnpA roaster, drops 



I cool s 
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This baa dropped into a green edi- 
tion of T/tp IhMin UcmXd. Borrow- 
ing the blue pencil of Mie editor wf 
out some of it. 



" The bull travelled fow until it wub o.eL 

ridfie about 100 yarda friim the green, then it 
rose like a soaring bird, and dropping on th« 
sloping ground rolled nlong uU it nas'within 
three yards of the hoi?. .As nearly as possible 
Ihe ball travelled lifco a bullet fired from a 
rifle at 600 yards. ""—fi/ni-yoiF RtraU, 
The next time you fire a rifle at 600 
yards just watch the bullet carefully, 
and you 'U be smtiriaed at tbe re- 
semblance. 



J 
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"ENGLAND EXPECTS — " 



SauiB or Neisox-. "I SEE YOU'EE HOISTIKG MY OLD SIGNAL." 

BuiTjmni. "YES. ONE OR TWO OF MY ADMIRALS SEEM TO HAVE FOUOOTJ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

F.iniiOtED FROM THE DlAM Ot ToBT, MJ. 



MaBK LoCKWOOD BTU.tS TSB A U EH 11 



Houge of Commons, Monday, July 
6. — Colonel Mark I^ckwood, V.C, 
back oil duty; his count cii an to has 
taken on a manlier bronze, hie hat ia 
tipped a little furtber towardit back of 
head, carnation in bis button-faole 
nearer tban ever to circumference 
of a sunflower. Excited some atten- 
tion on entering tbe Lobby by carry- 
ing a telescope under his ami. 

" Wbat 's that for?" Walter 
LoNQ asked him. " A new way of 
catching the Speaker's eye? " 

Beneath tbe bronze a blush 
mantled Mark's ingenuous counten- 

" Beg your pardon," ho said; 
" force of habit." 

Ruahedoff tolocker, deposited spy- 
glass. Back in time to put a ques- 
tion which explained everything. For 
the past ten days, during which 
Lobby, House and Terrace have 
lamentedhis absence, Mark has been 
down in Epping Forest, stalking a 
couple of foreigners. By various 



strategic movements, such as climb- 
ing trees, crawling on all fours 
through the long grass (on one occa- 
sion hiding in an outhouse, the door 
of which the owner casually locked in 
passing, imprisoning the unsuspected 
Colonel for the space of five hours), 
he accumulated evidence revealing 
the true character of the self-Btyled 
tourists. They were, in brief, Ger- 
man spies, charged with mission of 
securing photographs of Epping 
Forest and water-colour sketches of 
tbe more picturesque views, with 
intent that the German Army, 
having sunk the Channel Fleet and 
gobbled up the Tcrritoriol Forces, 
should march by nearest route on 
London. 

This afternoon brought subject to 
notice of House in form of question 
addressed to Secretary of State for 
War. Witbthot hide-bound contempt 
which Ministers commonly show for 
information reaching them through 
any but ofBcial sources, NafolEon B. 



Haldanb made light of the affair. 
Told a little story rehting to what 
he described as similar incident. Re- 
port made to War Office of three 
foreign officers taking observations in 
a rural district. Specially mentioned 
as conclusive evidence of guilty 
intent that they " drank cham- 
pagne and drove about in motors." 
Investigation made, it turned out 
that they were innocent, even 
commonplace, visitors, wholly uncon- 
nected with military iiialrters. 

'■ This is tbe kind of thing," said 
N.B.H., casting a look of scorn at 
the cauliflower in Mark's button- 
hole, " that is constantly coming up." 

Thus is patriotism encouraged by 
the present fio-called Government. 
After spending five hours in an out- 
house, breaking bis watch-chfiin in 
forcing his way through inade- 
quate outlet provided by a partly- 
snuttored window, and carrying out 
the other strategic movements cited, 
for Mark to be put ofi by ill-timed 
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TuE "Sejl-Orre^ " I^iaATiADLE ; on, "Ir's tour Moxrt he tant! " 
" They wonld accept this paltry ineaBare lor what it iraa irorth, and oBO it as k larrr for 
ting mora. . . . Money was ataring them in the face. Look at the hng« aiunB Bpant on 
ies' frocks and for costs for pet dogs." 

(Mr. Ph-l-p Sn-«d-n on iha Old Age PenBiona Bill.) 

patience at the quaint reiteration. 
Kincaid-Shith took no notiee of the 
restless movement, the increaBing 
buzz of conversation, the murmur 
of "Timel Timel" He had, so 
to speak, a beo up his sleeve 
that would "lay down " something 
sure to please Members, safe to 
secure a first reading of the Bill. 

"Clause 11," be said, in due 
course, " lays down that exemption 
from compulsory training shall be 
accorded to habitual druokards, per- 
sone of weak intellect, and Members 
of both Houses of Parliament." 

A roar of cheers and laughter 
greeted this happy grouping. 
When it subsided, Kikcaid-Smith 
started off again. " Clause 12 lays 
down — " This brought up the 
Spkakeb with significant reminder 
that the allotted time had e spired. 
Kincaid-Smith quite surprised. Was 
getting on so nicely. Process of laying 
down carried on with unvarying punc- 
tuality and dispatch. Though there 
might be no appeal from ruling of the 
Chair, be was not disposed to forego 
delivery of hia peroration, carefully 
prepared after close study of JouK 
Bright's masterpieces. 

In solemn voice, with impressive 
manner, he began to "lay down " 
one of the longest sentences ever 
worked off in debate. Members, 
placated by the artful bribe of remis- 
sioi) of compulsory training, listened 
in silence to the first furlong or so. 



badinage is not encouraging to fur- 
ther effort for the public weal. 

Buaineta done. — Eight Hours 
(Mines) Bill read a second time. Old 
Age Pensions Bill passed through 
final stage of Committee. 

Tuesday. — Like that other re- 
nowned warrior. General Trochu, 
Captain KiNCAin-SHiTa has his 
" plan." It is more comprehensive 
even than the original one for the 
deliverance of beleaguered Paris. 
Having corefully considered the 
Territorial Army scheme, an eye 
trained in warfare perceives its weak 
point. As, many years ago, the late 
Mr. BiQGAU, criticieing a Bill brought 
in by Mr. Chaplin relating to the 
breed of horses, observed, " It 's too 
narrer, Mr. Spakeb, much too 
narrer." It provides excellent 
machinery, but lacks the force to 
work it. In brief, it does not make 
provision for raw material of an army 
— men, to wit. 

This Kincaid-Smitu is prepared to 
do. Has drafted a scheme, elaborat- 
ing plan of national military training, 
making it compulsory. This after- 
noon moves for leave to introduce 
his Bill. Avails himself of privilege 
of Ten Minutes Bule to explain it 
clause by clause with reiterated 

formula. "Clause 1 lays down " 

he said. " Clause 2 lays down " 

and BO on to the end, as if the Bill 
were a hen loying eggs for families. 

House began to show signs of im- 



As he went on, laying it down as if 
it were an Atlantic cable, the long 
unfamiliar cry of " 'Videl 'Vide I " 
broke forth, drowning orator's voice. 
This bad enough ; mild compared 
with what followed on a division, 
when leave to introduce the Bill was 
refused by 250 votes against 34. 

Bmineta done. — Old Age Pensiona 
Bill passes Report stage. 

Fnday. To the joy of his friends 
and the delight of the Labour Mem- 
bers, to whom ho is of never-failing 
interest, Earl Wikterton has come 
book, bringing bis sheaves with hiiu 
in the shape of an honourable scar or 
two earned in the polo field. He 
finds the Government at their old 
game, suspending I^leven o'clock 
Bule, closuring everybody, forcing 
obnoxious Bills through at the blade 
of the guillotine. 

" I think," Mr. Speaker, he said, 
looking gloomy for one of his tender 
years, " the time has come when 
some kind of League should be 
formed for the protection of Private 
Members. ' ' 

There is about the inception of the 
idea that misty vagueness that 
vests with grandeur distant mountain 
peaks. WiNTERTON doesn't conde- 
scend to detail. The proposed com- 
bination is to be what Lord Hals- 
bury would call "a sort of" a 
League. In throwing out sugges- 
tion he doubtless had in his well- 



Khtn-uid, tiie Conjurei. 

'A hen up Ivs s'eeTO that would 'lay down' 

Bomething sure to pleaae Hemben." 
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HINTS FOR THE BACK GARDEN. 
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stored iiiind recollection of historic 
TiCagues antecedent to that named 
after the simple flower Dizzy ad- 
mitted he most appreciated when 
made into a Bolad. Amongst others 
are the League of Augsburg, the 
I>eague of Cambray, the League of 
Katisbon, and the League of the 
Beggars. Lees familiar by name <n 
day schools, the title tempting for 
appropriation, is the League of 
the Public Weal, formed by the 
Dukes of BuiiQUNDY and Brittanv 
against Loum XI. of France. 

A companiouBhip under this title, 
encamped on benches above gangnay 
to left of Speaker, would be wel- 
comed by all chanapions of freedom of 
House of Commons. Too early to go 
into details ; but obviously earliest 
draft of the League of the Public 
Weal would include the names 
of Earl WixTEBTON (President), 



Frbdiirick Danburv, Knight, A. S. 
Wilson, W. Moore and Captain 
Cbaig; probably with Harold Cox, 
Secretary 4 unpaid). 

Busineag done. — Eleven o'Clock 
Rule suspended for rest of Summer 
session. 

THE DEATH OF THE SAGE. 

He was very near the end, but 
when at last the information had 
been conveyed to him that an inter- 
viewer was below, he rallied. I was 
led in on tip-too by a mufBed nurse. 

"To what," he quavered, "do 1 
owe my success in life? To this, 
young man : to never forgetting the 
proverbial philosophy of Loamshire, 
my native county." 

Oxygen having been administered, 
I asked him if he could remember 
any of the more helpful of the say- 
ings by which he had guided his 



long and eminent career. He rested 
for a while, and then repeated 
few, truly the wisdom of many and 
the wit of one, and how racy of the 
soil I 

" You must hold your hot in a 
high wind," 
" Don't lean against wet paint. 
" The deepest flagon is empty at 
last." 
" Steady reaches the goal." 
" Look twice at a penny and 
twelve times at sixpence." 
"The sun will come out." 
" Old birds are the toughest." 
" You can't dive for pearls with- 
out getting wet." 

" It is ill sitting on thorns." 
He could remember no more, and 
sank back exhausted, although still 
watching me as 1 wrote. 

It was not till I closed my note- 
book that he died. 
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MY FIVE-POUND STORY. 

I AM writing this story for a wager. 
Let there be no mistake about that. 
In the first place Johkins said 1 
cwuldn't write a story. Then he said 
1 couldn't get it accepted anyh'oiv. 
Whereupon 1 drew out five sovereigns 
from my sovereign-caRc, placed them 
on the table, and dared Jorkins to do 
the same. 

JoRKfirs accepted the challenge 
and we drew up the conditions : — 

(1) I am to name my hero Alan Fair- 

fax, and my heroine Clahibel. 
(My condition.) 

(2) Each time the story is returned 
. by an editor I am to add a 

b a p t e r to it. 

(JoBKiNs's con- 
dition.) 
I mention this 

second condition in 

order that editors 

shall see that the 

sooner they accept 

my story the less 

of it there will be 

to accept. 

Chapter T. 

There was a big 
crush at Lady Bas- 
sington's. a con- 
tinual stream of 
Cabinet Ministers, 
artists and poets 
ascended the broad 
staircase and flowed 
into the brilliantly- 
lighted salon. A con- 
tinual stream of 
Cabinet Ministere, 
poets and artists 
descended the back 
staircase and passed 
out by the emergency 
exit. 

Thus the brilliantly- 
lighted salon was kept supplied .with 
fresh celebrities. 

At the top of the first staircase 
stood Alak Fairfax. His bronzed 
face and strong, square chin con- 
trasted strongly (there is nothing 
about not having two " strongs " 
together in the conditions; anyway, 
I shall chance it) with the weak, 
effeminate types around. One felt 
that here (at last) stood the hero. 
It is Bometimoa wise to trust one's 
intuitions. He is the hero. He had 
been away from England for ten 
years, shooting big game in South 
Africa, South America, Scotland. 
[Editors, please delete two of these.] 
He had returned to his native land 
to find Claribel. 

Klght after night ho had waited at 



the top of the stairs. He had now 
been wsiting three months. Clari- 
BEL wa6 overdue. ■ ■ ■ ' ' ' ■■ ■ ^ ■ 
Suddenly his eyes lighted on a 
familiar aigrette of torchon lace — 
[Are aigrettes fitted with torchnn 
looe? Please confirm] ^that was 
being carried upwards in the stream 
of Cabinet Ministers, artists, and 
poets. " It is she," he said. " She 
will arrive in half an hour." 



" Claribel! " 
" Alan! " 

" At last, n 
come." 

' ' Alan 1 
write? " 



Why didn't you 



away, through the brilliantly- lighted 
galon, down the second staircaBe, 
hud through the emergency exit. She 
was gone ! Alan Fairfax searched 
the thronged rooms. He spoke to the 
footman at the door. He enquired 
at the bo^i-o^Tice. She had vanished. 

Out into the starlit night. Out 
into the silent blue-blacl( immensity 
of space. Beyond the park railings. 
On ! On ! 

Unheeding the low, hoarse cries of 
breat!ik-fi9 men. Unheeding the 
urgent voices of the night. On ! On 1 

Faster I Faster! Croydon — Red- 
hill — Ilandcross. Surely he must 
beat the record. 

Then a blinding crash. . . The earth 
rose and rushed upon 
him and beat the life 
out of him. , . . Then 
— a silence. 



[Tlie Array Coimeil lins decided that the Teomanry shall be arraeJ with ihe sliorl 
rifle and bayoaet, iostend at being re-armed with Ihe eword] 

BrilUh Yeoman (after ent^yjing hit rijtt at foreign faeman). " I.00K H 

PlIV TIIE QAHE! CoUIKQ UUT with tour OAKVIXa-KMK'B AOMNBT MB AKt 



" I saw you at the bottom of the 
stairs. Was it necessary? . . . , 
Claribel, will you be my wife ? , . . . 
Speak, my darling," 

" .'Vlan, I have loved you from the 
first." 

The End. 

[Declined with thanks. — Editor, 
Feathered World.] 

You think I shall find it difficult to 

add another chapter? Wait and see. 

Chapter II. 

Where was Claribel? 

A mnment ago Alan had held her 
in his strong arms. . [Is this right? 
Should he have taken her into the 
salon first?] Now she was torn 
from him in a sudden wave of artii-ts. 
Cabinet Ministers, and poets. Far 



Two days later — 
when the ice had 
melted — they found 
him. 

The End. 

[Declined. — Editob, 
Sunday at Home.] 
Chapter III. 

Through a typo- 
graphical error in my 
last chapter "found 
him " was printed for 
" fined him." Alan 
Fairfax attended the 
Court with bandaged 
head. When they 
asked his name he 
replied not. He only 
stared at the crowded 
court and the white- 
robed usher. [Is this 
wrong?] He had for- 
gotten it. 

Alan Fairfax had 
lost his memory I 

said the Court 
unless he were to 



'■ It is hopeli 
missionary. . ■ 
receive some sudden shock. 

" Ten pounds and costs," said the 
magistrate. 

But even this shock was not enough. 
He left the Court. Ho began to shoot 
big game once more. Whenever he 
saw a policeman he would call for 
his 6-7 repeater. [Please correct.] 

One day he was shooting near 
Hawkhurst Grange, where Clauibel's 
married sister lived. He had had 
no luck that momine. Suddenly a 
strange beast approached. It rushed' 
upon him with a hideous roar. He 
raised his G'7 repeater. 

They applied all four brakes and 
jumped down from the car. 
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'o Johnnit, who had run into the road and ntinuuIoiMly aasaped a nioUnl JeatKl, ' 
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" It is Alak," cried Claribel. 
" If as Alan," corrected her sister. 
The; picked him off tbo mudguards 
and the sparkling plug, [Is this tech- 
nically right?] and Clabibel drew 
near and wept. 

Toe End. 
[Declined. — Editor, Zoophilitt.] 

Chapter IV. 
I have a presentiment that this 
will bo the last. 

The shock had done it. Alak's 
memory was restored. He opened 
his eyes and recognised Claribel. 
Tnn End. 
[In order to spare other innocent 
Editors, we are kindly printing this 
story.— Editor, Punch.] 



The Perils of the Kotorist. 

From a Notice Board outside the 

Sandhurst National Schools: 

" DANQEB. 

Motorists Beware or 

Tbr School CnrLOtEN." 



Under the beading " Where to 
Spend a Pleasant Hour," The Golden 
Penny mentions the following attrac- 
tion: 

" Aldwvch Theatre. 
Closed fob the Season." 



NOVEL NOTES. 

(With arlinotrledgmeiU» to tht Farit Corn- 
tprndtnt of '• T)u Pan Vail Oaattt.") 

Mi83 Bonanza Bmoe, the great«et 
norelist of the last fortnight, whose 
Gnrgnntuan genius has caused some- 
tliing like ftn earthquake in Vigo Street 
and the vicinity, is not only one of the 
most beautiful women in Bayswater, but 
derives an added lustre from her dis- 
linguished antecedents. Her real name, 
which she withholds uut oF a laudable 
modesty familiar in modern lady novel' 
ists, appears in a footnote to an appen- 
dix in Dibrell, and her brother enjoyed 
the inestimable privilego of being fng 
to a belted earl at Eton. Miss Btnge, it 
may be added, began to write poetry at 
the Age of three, and nlthough some of 
her rhymes nre peculiar — e.g., " rhodo- 
dendron " and " pendulum " — there is a 
high-bred distinction about her ideas 
which points unmistakably to her aristo- 
cratic birth. 

Miss Annabel Vivian, whoso recent 
novel, The Quandary, hai been pro- 
nounced by her nublisher to be the 
greatest work of the century, is related 
(o several of the oldest families in Ireland , 
and appears— though of course not 
tinder ner pseudonym^in Thom'a Dim- 
lory and Wal/onfi Countjf Familiei. 



Indeed, we have the best authori^ for 
ttatiDg that Miss Vivian's uncle by 
marriage is the second cousin once 
removed of a gentleman who for rome 
years past has presented a claim for the 
revival of the dormant peerage of Bally- 
bun n ion in North Kerry. 

Miss Hiiiu Gillespie, who has recently 
been declared by Tht Peebht Gaztlle to 
bo the greatest female novelist of the 
CCTtury, prefers to write under an 
assumed name in deference to the wishes 
of her father, whose great-great-grand- 
motlier on the maternal side was the 
foster-sister of the housekeeper to the 
last Lord Banavie of Rannoch. Although, 
stmnge to say, Miss Qillespie'8 real 
name does not appear in Bebrdt, it is 
to be found in The Fe^lea Dirrclofy in 
close proximity to that of a well-knowa 
baronet of sporting tendencies. 



From a Leeds advertisement : — 

•■Tm Ybaot Co.: 

with which is iiicoTpoTnt«d 

JilHES SaEBWOOD." 

James should expect a rise shortly. 

From an elcotlon address in The 
Leitrim Adoerflsfr : — 

" 1 will endearonr to provide ootlngos for 
all married, or intending mnnyiog, boiiifled 
laboorert." 
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bUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
If you are an exiled Russian Prince, it makes it much 
ore amusing to be a Nihilist too. But Prince Rurikoff, 
ao is the hero of The Honour of X (Smitu, Elder), 
;nt one better than that, being a sort of 
imanitarian Nihilist ougaged in saving the" life of the 
tar who had banished him. As a member o( the 
Inner Circle " he had sworn hot to marry, which he 
uud very tiresome when he carno aci'OBS Nc»i 
lewellyn, an undiscovered diva living In a part of 
'ales that does not ap- 
?ar in the railway ad- 
irtisements. Why a 

jy should have any 
^ruples about breaking 
13 oath, and how the 
nknown X squared bis 

osition with his con- 
3ionce at all (for he kept 

iving information to the 

Ingliah Government), are 

oints which Miss Graham 

loPE does not very 

learly explain. Prob- 

bly one has to be very 

ood at algebra to under - 

tand it, and 1 never got 

nuch beyond quadratic 

iquations. Anyhow, the 

niddle part of the book, 

vhere Rurikotf comes as 

, strolling artist named 

iTcgory to Forth Ho*eII, 

8 wholly idyllic and de- 

ightfully written, so that 

t seems quite a pity that 

■he stranger's shirts and 

■ollars are marked B. G. 

\., and that he is de- 

cended from Rurik, Em- 

)eror of all the Russias,. 

rlowever, he defies fate, 

narries Miss lAcwcXlyti, 

md after a stormy inter- 

/iew , with his Uijder- 

[round friends is per- 

nitted to retire in peace. 

vliss Hope has written a 

■ery pleasant novel, and 

me which should certainly make Princes and Grand 

Dukes more careful In the future. 



Such sense informs its every line 
1 judge the author 's fairly quit 
Of nightmare-bred, and-breeding, kine ; 
And if the tune' he 's playing now 
Has killed that ghastly Purple Cow, 
I hope he "11 play some more of it. 



The Door of Darkness (John Lane) opens with a 
peep into the rooms at' Monte Carlo, and discovers 
Derthc //fiTiii/(t)n ■ plunging on zero. This coup, and 
others less daring, catiic off, and anyone with half an 
eye can see that after that she was bound to be unlucky 
in her love affairs. On the whole I think Miss Maude 
Anneslhv has been rather 
hard oo her. She was 
by no means immopulate. 
She had an atrocious 
habit of girling, she 
said, " whatsaname the 
county " when she meant 
" bother it," and she 
called her pet aunt " a 
perfect bird," and her 
birthday presents 
"dinky." Also, like 

Miss Anneslev, she had 
a truly feminiiio genius 
for Using commas in the 
wrong place. But her 
punishment for these 
girlish failings was, I 
think, unduly severe. 
She became engaged to a 
sort of wandering Jew, 
whose fate it was to 
Uve for ever. Instead of 
telling her that his im- 
mortality was. ffor some 
reason not clearly stated) 
a just cause and im- 
pediment why he should 
not marry this woman, 
he let concealment play 
on his sallow ItaUan 
cheek till the eve of the 
wedding and then took 
to his heels. So she fiung 
up her arms in the air 
and clutched at nothing. 
" I don't care if he is the 
devil himself, I want him, 
love him 



F05 fushin' 1 



I lIVaBAKD ABOUT, 



'Twas, years ago, a Purple Goiu 

That Gelett Burgess wrote about; 
He writes of other matters now 

More woi-thy to bo writ and read 

Than that delirious quadruped. 

And Mr. Riciiards brings them out. 

The Heart Line gives a vivid view 

Of life out San Francisco way. 
With special application to 

. That sort of life which surely oomes 

Of faith in spirit mediums 
Who are not rigidly O.K. 



God, how I lovo him t If you don't find him I shall kill 
myself; do you quite understand? 1 mean iti " And 
upon that the door shuts. Miss Annbsley has rather 
got out of her depths in her endeavour to plumb the 
ocean of eternity, besides b&rking her shins severely 
against re-incarnation and automatic writing and other 
similar sitags. 

" On Ihe highest and nioi^t inaccetwilile peaks nbove Clminonii:, CounI 
O'OanoAU, bq Irialuimn, is pbotinf; edelweisB." — Daily itaU. 
Any inaccessible peak would have done for the ordinary 
man. Only an Irishman would have chosen the " most 
inaccessible." 



The Sootuman refers to Captain Kincaid-Smith's 
" golf- rimmed spectacles." Excellent tbifigs, these 
goTt-rimmed spectacles. They make a man links-eyed. 
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We are informed that, in order to 
avoid wounding the su^eptibiUtiea 
of a certain friendly Power, the idea 
underlying the. present naval man- 
<£uvrea in the North Sea ie that the 
British Fleet has been suddenly at- 
tacked by a strong force of fighting 
Finns. 

• * 

The announcement that Mr. As- 
quiTU is about to appoint a Boyal 
Commission on the preservation of 
ancient monumente and buildings, 

has created a very favourable im- 
pression in the House of Lords. 

" I hope," said Mr, Will Thorne, 
M.P., last week, " the time will 
come very speedily when there will 
be no room tor kings and queens — 
when we shall be able to govern our- 
selves." We, too, hope that the 
day will come when certain persons 
will be able to govern themselvee. 

A correspondent in The Express 
cnlls ottention to the abuse of royal 
titles as names for public-bouses. 
We agree that there is an opening 
here for reform. A little while ago 
a distinguished visitor to this country 
noticed a miserable little building 
bearing the sign " The King's Head 
Inn," and remarked, "Well, if that 
is His Majesty's chief tavern, what 
are the others like?" 

We do hope that our neighbours 
will not do themselves an injury 
by carrying the entente to extremes. 
The other day the steamboats on the 
Seine ceased to run. 



The Paris £ela 
cording to a contemporary, that 
" M. Deutsch de la Meurthe has 
offered a new prize of £1,000 for a 
flying machine which will transport 
Commandant Renard from Paris to 
London." It Is not known in what 
way the Commandant has cifended 
M. DE LA Meurthe. 

A remarkable incident is reported 
from Bisley. During the tiring for 
the CoNAN DovLE prize a competitor 
aimed at a bull, and hit a cow. 

The Daily Mail has published an 

article entitled "Marathon Race: 

How to Win it." Bo now there will 

be no excuse for anvbody's failure. 

*•* 

The Americans are nothing if not 
a practical nation. According to The 
Evening Standard our cousins were 
the only competitors who were pre- 
pared for the rain at the opening of 



THE TRAMP'S TOILET. 

"'6t ose DiT— cold the NEST. One 'ardlv likes to leive off i-vrraiNO." 



the Olympic Games. " The Ger- 
manH and Austrians," says our con- 
temporary, " were drcRsed entirely 
in navy blue: the Norwegians and 
Swedes had white flannel trousers 
and singlets : the .\mericanB had 
divers costumes." 

• * 
We trust that there is no truth in 
the rumour that Mr. Imbe Kiralfy ia 
seriously indisposed in consequence 
of the discovery that persons hving 
in the neighbourhood of the Exhibi- 
tion can see hia Olympic fireworks 
without paying for the privilege. The 
suggestion that householders shall be 
forced to keep the'r blinds drawn 
during the display is clearly imprac- 
ticable. 

Should Boiicitors wear wigs to pre- 
vent their being mistaken for court 
ushers? is a question which the Law- 
Society has referred to \ti Coimcil 
for consideration. Another sugges- 



tion from outside is that the court 
ushei-s should wear wigs to prevent 
their being mistaken for solicitors. 



The more closely ( 
interesting show of the London Salon 
at the Albert Hall, where every pic- 
ture that was submitted was hung, 
the more apparent does it become 
that there is sufficient material there 
out of which to form two distinct 
exhibitions, one of which, following 
another French precedent, might bo 
called the Salon dea Hutrioristes. 

The military correspondent oi The 
Times having alarmed us as to the 
intentions of the Government to- 
wards the Army, The Daiiy Chronicle 
has come to our relief with the atate- 
mcnt that it is merely intended to 
reduce military expenditure to " some- 
thing nearer the point at which it 
stood before the Boer War." This 
is most reassuring. 
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|ni«]^ appeals. 



At this moment, when the thoughts of nil are turnipg to 
the fields and the hills and the sea, Mr. Punch appeale tb.hh 
gentle and generoue readers to remember the Children (>t the 
City, to whom the simple delights o! the country are for- 
bidden nnleas there are kiad hearts somewhere to care for 
them. Last year the Chtldhek's CouNinif Holidays Fukd wns 
able to give a fortnight's happiness in country cottages to 
41,970 children. This number repreaents only about 5 per 
cent. of the eleroeutary school population of London, o[ whom 
not more than one-third have the chance of escaping from 
the town for even n week's holiday. Mr. Pundt \segB his 
friends to support tliie Fund, which ig badly in need oE help, 
and to send contributions, lurge or small or middle-sized, direct 
to the Hon.' Treasurer, the Earl of Arran, at 18, Buckingham 
Street, Strand, W.C. Mr. Punch is not ott«n importunate in 
this way, but he confesses to being something of a beggar in 
the cause of children, so near are they to his heart. Though 
he is himself full of years and very, very wise, he still 
remains incurably " a child in these matters." 



THE GREAT LITTLE GAMES. 

TnE Olympic arena seethed with officials, unofficiais 
and competitors. On the cinder track the demi-semi- 
finals of the 101)'86 yards sprint, and the 20th heat of 

the 4-05 miles race were being worked off concurrently. 
On the cycling track the performers in the IJ lap race 
were threading their way amongst casual groups who 
had eluded the Kiralfian pohce. Fountains of spray 
went up from the tank every time that a fancy diver 
could find a wet spot in the middle of a water-polo 
match (Finland v. Monoco). On the grass several 
thousand physical-exerciaers were performing various 
evolutions in a shocking light, the air being dark with 
flying jovelins, diski (both styles}, arrows, shot, and 
so-called hammers. A steeplechase and the 4374 yards 
hurdle race just left room for u section of the American 
contingent, who were engaged in an exotic competition 
known as the Standing High Jump. At any moment 
the Marathon runners might appear at the turnstile 
clamouring for admission. 

As my eye ran over the vast empty spaces in thi 
part reserved for spectators, " Ah ! " I thought, " if only 
the public could change places with the occupants ct 
the arena, what a magnificent gallery it would be! " 

Suddenly I caught sight of an A ustro- Hungarian 
friend who had oomo over to represent the Dual 
Monarchy in the Hop-Skip-and-Jump. His Czech suit 
shone brightly out from the Distinguished Strangers' 
Block. We had met in Prague, wliere ho held the tith 
of Backward- Somer8ault-T/>ug-Distance World Cham 
pion. 1 beckoned to him to join me on the higher 
slopes of the cycle-track. There we sat down and 
conversed in the Bohemian vernacular. 

I found him unfavourably impressed by the indiffer- 
ence of the British public. " And yet," he said, " they 
are only asked to concentrate their attention upon n 
few score of Olympic contests extending over a beggarly 
fortnight — or a bare month if we include outside events ! 
Is this all the advance wc have made, in these twenty 
centuries of progress, upon the paltry eight or ten 
contests at the old Pan-Hellenic Games? " 

"Well, anyhow," I said, "we seem to have de- 
veloped some fairly fanciful games that no grown-up 



Enghsbman ever thinks of playing at except on these 
occasions, such as the Back-Swimming-Eace, your 
Hop-Skip-and-Jump, the Standing -High -Jump, and th*^ 
Standing- 6 road -Jump. Don't you call that advancing 
by leaps and bounds? " 

'"It's all right," he replied, "as far as it goes: 
but we want moro of that spirit. I would have a separate 
event for every conceivable form of muscular activity. 
Thus I have a Magyar friend who holds the Water-Ping- 
Pong Championship of the Danube, What chance has 
he here of proving his claim to Olympic honours? That 
is one of the nobler branches of athletic competition ; 
but I could easily mention dozens of others that are at 
present sadly neglected. The following, for instance, 
occur to me as among the gravest omissions: — 

High Jump (kneeling). 

Broad Jump (sitting). 

Hop Skip-and-Jump (sideways). 
„ „ „ (vertical). 

Throwing the Paper Dart (Greek Style). 
„ ,. (any style). 

Feet-First Diving (with tank). 

„ (without tank). 

Swimming Itace {one leg out of water). 

„ „ (both legs and one arm out of water). 

Egg-and-Spoon Kace (&e&h laid). 

jmv.-l»id). 

., ■■ .. (relay). 

Potato and-Basket Race (flat). 

„ (over 2-394-ft hurdles). 

Hopping Race. 

„ (blindfolded). 

Bath- Chair-Trailer llace (paseengers to finish alive). 
,, „ ,, „ (no restrictions). 

High Kicking (with run). 
„ „ (without run). 

Punching the Ball. 

Tossing the Pancnke. 

Quick-Shaving (safety razorj. 
,. ,< (danger „ ). 

Skittles at 104-5, 12 53, 14'62 yards, and so on. 

" One might," he concluded, " with great profit e^t- 
tend these competitions indefinitely till everybody got a 
medal." 

" And how would j'ou find time for the intervals 
between the Quadrennial Games? " I asked. 

" There wouldn't be any," he replied. " And an 
excellent thing, too, for the World's Peace. It would 
bo like a Hague Conference sitting till further notice. " 

" And a banquet every night? " 

" And a banquet every night. Regularity is the 
secret of athletic training." 

" By the way, you said nothing of a Greasy Pole 
Walk. You wouldn't miss that out? " 

■' No. hidecd. But 1 only gave a few obvious samples.*' 

" Weil, we 're on the way towards your ideal. But 
let 's hope it won't all of it come in my time. Give nie 
the Inter- University Sports with ten events and the 
whole thing over in two hours. That 's good enough 
for me." 

" By the way," I added, as I slipped down the slope 
and threw a couple of performers in the Cycle " Pur- 
suit " Race, " here 's luck to you in the Hop-Skip-aud- 
Jump. Don't hesitate to take this championship out of 
the country. I, for one, shall bear the blow like a man.' 

0. s. 

[Note. — The above article was written by Our Repre- 
sentative in anticipation of a visit to the Olympic Games. 
Up to the time of going to press ho has unfortunately 
been prevented from verifying his sketch. — Ed.] 
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THE MARATHON RUNNEE. 



Uk. Haldase (on his 10*11/ Io report t/ie ti-iumph of his Territorial Sdieme). "I MUST PUSH ON! WON'T 

THKY BE PLEASED WHEN THEY HEAR THE NEWS?" GoQQIc 
[The Mnratlion Ttax comineinontes the tomoDB eSort of PiieroiPPiDH, vrhn ran trom MarBthon to Athens to repotvl^Nirtti^rM V* 
CtwLb ever tbe ftwsianB.] ^ 
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A FALLEN CLASSIC. 
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A REAL CONVERSATION. 

I CANNUT say what language the 
two men at tlie table next to mine 
were talking. It was not English 
nor Amcrioun nor l-'rench. It may 
have huen (ierman, but I doubt it. 
1 know three German expressions, 
"Good morning," " lemonade," and 
" Thank yoii," and certainly none of 

They were not conversing as 
Englishmen converse : they were 
employing the European or " free 
style " — the rule^ of which are that 
the bigger ip'in of the two talks 
rapidly and coi innoiisly, and the 
other waits impassively for his 
voice to break. Then — but you 
shall hear for yourself. Though 1 
did not know^their language 1 had 
no difficulty in understanding their 
meaning, and this (I swear) is what 
they were saying. I reproduce it in 
order that this evidence of British 
sympathy with an unrecognisable but 
friendly nation may do something to 
bring about an entente cordiale 
between us. 

" I will now," said Gustav, " lay 
ibefore you the history of my early 
struggles." 



"No," said Adalbert formally, 
and helped himself to a sardine. 

" I was bom in a httle village of 
our Hinterland, of obscure but fat 
parents, forty-five years ago. My 
early youth was passed in the 
pleasant surroundings incidental to 
that fine country, and I shall not 
be accused of boasting when 1 say 
that a love of beauty inherited from 
my mother enabled me to appreciate 
perhaps more than most of my little 
companions the Titanic splendour 
with which Nature had endowed the 
mountains in which our hamlet 
nestled." 

" Have you been to the Exhibition 
yet?" asked Adalbert. "I really 
think this is the hottest night of the 
year. Some ice, waiter." 

" But before I go any farther it is 
necessary that 1 should give you 
some idea of my parents, who had so 
much to do with my upbringing, and 
for this purpose I must take you 
back to the year 17C0, when a small 
farmer of humble aspect but aston- 
ishing vitality settled upon the coast 
of Daimatia. This was my great- 
grandfather, and I am revealing no 
secret when I tell you that had he 
not survived the unprecedented suc- 



cession of severe winters which 
greeted his appearance upon those 
shores the whole course of my destiny 
might have begn changed." 

" Hole," said Adalbert. " And 
get me some toast." 

" It was not until the year 1794 
that my grandfather was born, and 1 
well remember — that is, I have often 
heard my mother describe to me the 
scenes of legitimate festivity witli 
which the occasion was celebrated. 
I need not detain you with any long 
account of the early years of my 
grandfather's life. Sufficient to say 
that, if ever a man's boyhood was 
passed amid scenes calculated to 
inspire and uplift, these were- 
rather, his was. But at the age of 
fourteen . . . . " Gustav took a 
hasty drink at a moment when 
Adalbert's mouth was full, and 
resumed his narrative before 
other could break in ... . " Which 
brings me down to the point from 
which I started, my own birth and 
early years. I have mentioned that 
my native village nestled in a pic- 
turesque way among the mountains, 
but a more detailed description is 
necessary if you are to appreciate 
properly the startling nature of the 
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accident which befell me when I wae 
still only in my third year. But 
perhaps you know that distriet? " 

" Yes," said Adalbkrt, " 1 live 
there-" 

" Then I wHI descrilic it to you. 
You must know that at the bacu of 
our village there riat-d steeply to the 
sky a singular mountain, about 
which a curious legend is related. 
The legend is this. Some three hun- 
dred years ago . . , ," 

" I have often wondered," said 
Adalbert in the middle of the 
legend, " how they make their ices 
here. They seem to have no taste 
whatever." 

" . . . , You are now in a position 
to understand the nature of the set- 
ting which Providence had devised as 
the background of my horrifying 
experience. It was shortly otter 
three o'clock upon a sunny afternoon 
in May that, accompanied only by 
my nurse, I set out upon what was 
to prove an excursion pregnant with 
the direst possibilities. My nurse, 1 
should explain, was an English- 
woman of a respectable class, but 
endued with a love of poetry slightly 
above her station. Her favourite 
author was Shakspeabe, and many is 
the lime when she recited to me a poem 
called Macbeth, in the hope that its 
smoothing cadences would induce that 
sleep of which I was. at this age so 
much in need. Forty-two years ago 
it was, but even to this day 1 can 
recall every word of that sublime 
lullaby. How does it go? Act I. 
Scene 1, an open place, thunder and 
lightning: enter threo witches : Fin;t 
Witch: When shall we three . . ." 

" Another cigar, waiter," said 
Adalbert. " I expect you 're pretty 
busy now, aren't you? Really? 1 
suppose it "s the same everywhere." 

". . . Flourish. Exeunt. All that, 
however, has no actual bearing upon 
t.he ti'inbie incident 1 am about lo 
narrat ■. lliough ns a sidelight upon 
one of the most marked features of 
my character, the memory which I 
inherit from my mother, it may not 
have been without interest to you." 

" I must remember to get a pic- 
ture postcard of the Embankment to- 
morrow," said Adalbert. " I knew 
there waa something I had for- 
gotten." 

GuSTAV, who had been gesticu- 
lating so wildly that a less acute 
person than myself would have sup- 
posed that he was indicating to a 
Swedish competitor the Athenian 
method of throwing the diskus, 
calmed down os he finished his horri- 
fying narration, 

" And my mother," he ended, 
" when my nurse in trembling ac- 



cents told her of our adventure, 
clasped me to her arms and thanked 
Heaven that so straight-backed a 
son had been spared to her. But it 
is time that I hastened over these 
childish episodes, and placed before 
you the true facts regarding my early 
manhood. And here I may assure 
you that by the time I have brought 
my story down to the present day — 
and when I say the present day 1 
mean it literally, for even this morn- 
ing a curious adventure befell me — 
you will agree that a more singular 
narrative it has never been your good 
fortune to hear. 

" And so we come down to this 
morning. You might have thought 
that so much adventure was enough 
for one man, but not so. For at 
lunch only to-day 1 had the happi 
nes3 to find myself seated opposite a 
compatriot — a man even bigger and 
more finely built than myself. Just 
as I was wondering how to intro<luee 
myself to him ho leant over to me 
and said, ' I will now narrate to you 
the history of my life. I was bom 
in North Germany of sensitive but 
well-matched parents, some oight- 
and-thirty years ago, and ' " 

This was too much even for 
Adalbert. He bent across the table 
and blew a cloud of smoke into 
GusTAv'a open mouth. Then, while 
the latter was coughing, he began: 

" For my part, I belong to one of 
the oldest families in Europe, and 
if I am to trace their history with any 
satisfaction to yourself it is necessary 
that I should go back to that Adal- 
BERT09, who in B.C. 00 .... " 

" Waiter," said Gcstav, " my 
soup is cold. Will you toke it away 
and bring me some fish?" 

A. A. M, 



NATURAL HISTORY NOTES. 

RxRBiTS are so superstitious that 
nothing will induce them to sit down 
thirteen to table. 

As a general rule bees will not be 
put off with imitation buttercups when 
the real thing is readily available. 

It has now been proved beyond a 
shadow of doubt that the ordinary 
boa has no feathers. 

A big-game hunter of Eurojwnn 
reputation says emphatically that he 
would rather be kicked by an elephant 
than by an ostrich — that is if he had 
to be kicked at alt. 

The c<mimon cat in good health 
has 2,247,316 hairs on its body. The 
figures are taken from the last 
census. 

Pumas, for some reaaon best 
known to themselves, will never 
knowingly attack non-smokers. 



"THAT WAY MADNESS LIES." 
[.\ new dicoij lo eiplab Jlamlet't madness 
is Buggesled in an article in Scribner'a Magmine. 
" The aiiDple trutb of the matter is that llamUt 
hnd been too long at the Univenit/. We find 
liim at thirty s:iil a student at Wittenberg."] 
O, MANV a deep and learned sage 

Has sought to make it plain 
In many a deep and learned page 

Why Hamlet went insane. 
But vain is all their subtle lore 

And scientific knowledge; 
The truth is this and nothing more — 

lie stayed too long at college. 

About his youth not much we know. 

But this at least appears : 
He was a studtint still although 

He owned to thirty years. 
O ye, who call slow Camus friend, 

Or up the Cher have paddled. 
Remember this ond comprehend 

Why Hamlet's brain was addled. 

What made him stay so long? ycu 
cry; 

But history is mum. 
He may have been retarded by 

A stiff cuiTicuium. 
He may have differed with the dons 

About the sex of mcnsis. 
Stuck at the asinorvm pons 

Or Twrru's tricky tenses. 

Again, he may have loved a life 

Of suppers, wines and sport. 
Shrinking from all the pretty strife 

And jealousies of Court. 
Or possiblj' another ground 

Induced the Prince to settle 
In Wittenberg: he may have found 

Rome most " attractive metal." 

Again, we know the simple lust 

For scholarship and lore 
May make a mon a dry-as-dust 

And fossilised old bore; 
And if the Prince became a don 

What else could be expected 
Than this, that, as the years rolled 
on. 

His brain should be offected? 

No matter what the rcaiion was — 

Whether his mind grew sick 
With too much learning, or because 

He could not pass matric. — 
This simple fact stands out mci^t 
clear — 

To spend so long a season 
In u collegiate atmosphere 

Would ruin any reason. 

It 's all so plain, then why so blind 

Our learned LL,D.s? 
The men who write on Hamlet't 
mind 

Have Hamlrt's own disease. 
To set your college dons to catch i 

Tho cause why he behaves 80,"'Q| 
Is like expecting Colney Hatch ' 

To say why Hanwell raves co. 
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ROBBIE'S SUCCESSOR. 

Anecdotaoe contiQueB to accumu- 
late about and around and upon Mr. 
John Burns, who, since Mr. Morlei 
went to the Upper House and lost 
bis Chrietian name, ia the one and 
only John of the people — Plain 
John, Honest John, Downbiqbt 
John, Battersfa John, John. It is 
useless for denials of these pretty 
stories to be printed : they go on just 
the same. For example, a week ago it 
was stated that Mr. Burns had a 
special tenderness for St. Paul's 
Cathedral, because once, when down 
on his luck, he acted as the model 
for one of the angels in Sir William 
Richmond's decomtion of that fane. 
Could there be a more charming 
anecdote':* But what docs Sir Wil- 
liam Richmond but deny it? Why a 
paltry affection for truth should bc 
allowed to have its way against so 
picturesque and harmless an inven- 
tion, we cannot understand ; but the 
great artist hastened to repudiate 
the angelhood of the President of 
the Local Government Board, and 
down he fell, tike Lucifer. But 
since no denial ever caught up a lie 
yet, and this particular and very 
pleasing story had a few days' start, 
we need not worry. It will soak 
well into the minds of the readers, 
and never really be dislodged. And 
why ahould it be? 

Meanwhile let us ourselves add 
to the Bumsian apocrypha in the 
hope that these other inventions 
also will stick and become folk- 
lore in time. If Jack the Giant- 
Killer, why not John Burns? If 
Hop-o '-my -Thumb, why not John 
Burns? 

Mr. John Burns is, as everyone 
knows, a great cricketer and, though 
not himself a county player, lacks 
nothing of enthusiasm and ability, 
but merely the time and practice. 
It is told that once when Yorkshire 
were playing Somerset at Taunton 
they arrived with only ten men. 
Owing to a mistake George Hirst 
had missed a connecting train, and 
instead of being on the West-country 
ground was miles away wrestling 
with Bradehaw at a Midland junc- 
tion and getting no wickets or runs 
out of it at all. (Have you ever seen 
Hirst with a Bmdahaio? It is im- 
mense.) Well, in despair Lord 
Hawkb walked round the ground, 
asking in a loud voice at intervals, 
" Is there a Yorkshire cricketer here 
who would help us? " 

"Ay, my Lord, 1 will," said a 
sturdy man in a blue serge reefer 
jacket and a short dark beard. 

" But were you bom in York- 



BY-ELECTION LOGIC. 



e? " his Lordship asked, being 
particular on this point. (Cheers.) 

" Of course 1 was," said the 
stranger, tearing off his coat and 
rolling back the shirt sleeves from 
his sinewy arms. 

" Then come along," said Lord 
Hawke. 

The stranger, we need hardly say, 
not only batted well, knocking up n 
hurricane fifty-two, but took three 
wickets and won the match. You 
ask who it was ? It was Jons- 
Burns. Lord Hawke never tires of 
telling this story, and nothing but 
the want of time prevented him from 
telling it again on the occasion of 
receiving a testimonial last week. 



A few years ago, during a period 
very prolific in burglaries in the 
London suburbs, Mr. Burns hap- 
pened to be returning home to 
Lavender Hill by way of Clapham 
Common iu the small hours. On 
his way he noticed a policeman 
tying prone on the ground is a 
swoon. To take off the officer's 
clothes and don them himself was 
the work of a few moments, and 
Mr. Burns, thus clad, patrolled the 
Common until morning. There tvcrc 
no burglaries at Ctapham that night. 

ilr. Burns after his recent illncsa 
went to the South Coast to re- 
cuperate. He walked one day to 
Hythe and ask^d for accommodation 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAAIVAR!. 



tJuLv 22i 19(*L 



at an inn. The landlord at first de- 
murred but afterwards consented, 
and asked Mr. Burns where his 
luggage waa. Mr. Burns named the 
place where it was left. " What is 
the name? " Boniface (the landlord) 
then inquired. " Never mind the 
name," said our John, with his cub- 
tomary bluff wit, " but there 's a 
jolly big J. B. on the side." It is 
unnecessavy to add that the visitor's 
identity was soon disclosed. 

A little girl was Recently crossing 
a Battersca street with a jug of 
milk. At that moment « motor-car 
came round the comer at a fearful 
speed and only just escaped knock- 
ing the little girl dottn and doubtless 
killing her. In her fright she fell 
and broke "the jug. As she did so 
a thick-set bearded man, wearing a 
blue serge reefer jacket ahd a straw 
hflt, dashed to her side and carried 
her to the pavement, and then, pur- 
suiug the cft1r, stopped it *ith one 
hand, and with the other severely 
chastised not only the cHftuftteur but 
the occupailts, all of wlioitt were 
heavy-weight champions. Having 
completed his task he returned to 
the little gini and ^ after carefully 



mending the iug piclceij up and i 
stored Hie spilt milk, »SiA sent h 
home hApbV. " Who ao you thin 



that was? ftomeonc asked her; and 
on her exi^Vesafng total ignorance of 
her BayaM'e name he told her that 
it was the rresidertl of the Local 
Government Board; or, in othei 
words, England'^ John. Who elst 
coutd it have been? 

Mr. Burns is also often very busy 
at his office. 



A SONG OF SHINING 
MOMENTS. 
Though I 've lived to be middle- 
aged and grey, 
I have hitherto rim my race 
Without emerging for even a day 
I From the ranks of the common- 
I plac. 

I Yet at certain points of my drab 
career 
I have risen above my fate, 
I And done some things that ca 
I very near 

I Deserving that epithet "great. 

I never got into the Sixth at school — 
I I hadn't a " sense of style," 
I .\nd one report of a savage sort 

Said my Latin verses were " vile." 
No, the writing of poetry that scans 

Was not for the likes of me ; 
But I once wrote a letter on warm- 
I ing-pans 

I That appeared in the P.M.O. 



I do not shine in the vocal line, 

And my musical sisters averred 
That a more distressing voice than 

Was seldom, if ever, beard. 
But once in my bath, on a glorious 
day 
In the genial month of June, 
I bellowed so nobly The Vicar of 
Bray 
That they recognised the tune. 

nctly bad, 
score ; 

ige 1 ever had 
y-four. 
D , fielding slip, 

rling by ■ 
I ^ that won the 

match 
When a single was wfttlted to tie. 

Though to compass a mastery of golf 

I assiduously strive, 
That course isn't found which I can 
go round 
.n under a hundred-and-five. 
But the other day, with a niblick 
shot, 
T cut a " Colonel " in half. 
And hooking a drive with a new 
" Black Dot " 
I killed an innocent calf. 

At school and college athletic sports. 

In the hope of winning a " pot," 
I always enterod, in shoes and shorts, 

but no guerdon I ever got. 
Yet once the judges freely allowed 

I had made a record throw. 
For I hurled the hammer into the 
crowd 

And broke a policeman's toe. 

In the company of the gentle sex 

As a boy I was always scared. 
And to ask a lady to give me a dance 

I simply never dared. 
¥Qt once, unafraid of a lovely maid, 

I asked her to be my wife. 
And the answer she gave made me 
her slave 

For the rest of my natural life. 



MELOTHERAPY. 

Wonderful Effect of Reed Bands 

ON THE Strong-minded. 

Encoubaqed by the success of the 
treatment of the feeble-minded by 
music under the Metropolitan Asy- 
lums Board at Witham, in Essex, 
a distinguished practitioner. Dr. O. 
Bowes, has during the last six 
months carried on a system of what 
he calls Melo therapeutics at his 
establishment in Great Wigmore 
Street. 

The great feature of the treatment 



at Witham, according to a. recent 
issue of the Daily Chrdnicle, has 
been the stimulating effect of brass 
bands on the feeble-minded. CoO- 
lely. Dr. 0. Bowes has now con- 
clusively proved that people who are 
suffering from an excessive strength 
of mind, or mental hypertrophy, can 
be reduced to a normal level by 
listening to, or performing upon, 
reed instruments. Interviewed by a 
representative of Mr. Punch last 
Soturday, Di*. 0. Bowes stated that 
the pulsations of the reed — whether 
single or double — exerted an influ- 
ence on the ganglia in the vicinity 
of the tympanum which was little 
short of tbftumaturgic. " Our modus 
operandi," he continued, " is as 
follows : First we play to our strong- 
minded patients, and then we induce 
them to play on the reed instruments 
themselves, 

" Perhaps the most remarkab'e 
curb I have effected is that of a 
lady who had been sent to prison 
four times for breaking the Prime 
Minister's windows. As her case 
was acute, 1 subjected her to the 
most powerful register of the double 
bassoon for five hours daily for a 
fortnight. The results have been 
entirely satisfactory. She has now- 
adopted what we call a ' hostile 
attitude ' towards Hyde Park, she 
has no longer any desire to visit 
Holloway, and has developed a poai> 
tive passion for crewel-work, cooKcry 
and other domestic pursuits. * 

" Another patient, who has ad- 
vanced with great rapidity under the 
new treatment, is Lady X. — for 
obvious reasons I withhold her name. 
In her case I prescribed the bass 
clarinet. At the end of the first 
week she evinced a disposition to 
serenade Mr, Lulu Harcourt; but 
that soon passed, and she is now 
ao wedded to her instrument that 
she cannot be'separated from it even 
at meal-times. Ferociously misan- 
thropic only a month ago, she now 
entertains otTicers of the Territorial 
Army to tea." 

Dr. O. Bowes further made the 
interesting announcement that the 
new Anti- Woman-Suffrage Society 
were so favourably impressed by the 
results of his treatment that they had 
resolved to organise bands with a 
special uniform to go throughout the 
country applying the mclotherapieutic 
treatment on the spot to all persons 
suffering from incipient suffragitie. 
Chronic cases of cranial expansion 
will, as heretofore, be treated in Great 
Wigmore Street, the climate and 
name of which seem to exert a peculi- 
arly soothing influence on that dis- 
tressing complaint. 
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A STAGE WHISPER AT THE EXHIBITION. 

"BlTOLETEa rROll THE BTAJDH ! " 



(J»- 



SOAPOIDS. 
icipattd derelopinent i. 



light III 



Do you wash ? It is a well-known 
modical fact that scrubbing the face 
and hands with chemical detergents 
is absolutely ruinous to the delicate 
outer fabric of the skin. You would 
not pour a can of petrol on the side 
of an aeroplane to make it go, would 
you? Why then attempt to open the 
pores of the culiclo and keep them 
working by the external application 
of saponaceous tablets and other 
inferior frauds of the kind? Beware 
of these as you would of a poison. 

Water is equally dangerous. Why 
is it that you meet &o many people 
every doy in the street with grey 
smut-stained faces and toil- begrimed 
hands? Simply because they abrade 
and destroy the elegant envelope 
with which Nature has provided 
their bodies, instead of treating it 
rationally from within. The only 
way to be clean is to swallow 
eoapoidg, with their wonderful in- 
ternal operation on the fibres and 
nerve tissuos. However dusty or 
gritty you may be, one dose of 
inapoids will set you right. The 
porca will spring open and shod ofl 
the unnatural accretion of foreign 



substances as a snake sloughs 
skin. 

Think, too, of the time and 
money you will save. No more 
tedious ablutions and ruinous water- 
rates. You can swallow your 
soapoid as you walk to the office, and 
be as bright as a new pin. 

Our final word is — If you have been 
washing, stop it. If you have not, 
don't begin. Spare your epidermis, 
and swallow Boapoids. Try Natu 
way, and be clean. 



ONE MORE SOCIETY. 

" No," said he, " I will not join 
j'our Society. There is only one 
Society I want to join, and that does 
not exist." 

I asked what it was. 

" I would join a Society," he said, 
" for supplying people to whom 
books are lent with a good working 
idea of what those books are about, 
suitable for use In conversation with 
the confounded lenders." 

It took me some time to get this 
into my head. 1 asked him to say 
it again. 

" I would join a Society," he 
said, " that, when I have a book lent 
mo, would tell mc enough about it to 



enable mo to say the right thing 
when I took it back." 

" You are bothered by book- 
lenders? " I said. 

" Horribly. One used to hear that 
book -borrowers were the real pests, 
but it is not true. I don't mind who 
borrows my books, but I should like 
to think that I am never to have a 
book lent me again." 

" But why do you take them? 

" Because I am polite and weak- 
minded, and the people who lend 
them to me are so strong, and an 
sure I shall love reading them." 

" And you never do? " 

"Never; they are the only bocks 
it is impossible to read." 

"But an opinion is expected from 
you ? ' ' 

" Exactly. How quick you are 

Thinking it over, I have come to the 

conclusion that there is something ii 

it, and a real opening has been. found 

at last for hundreds of leisurely men 

and women with hterary tastes. I 

can imagine this ijiThe AthetK^um : — 

To thoae upon whom booka hare been forrail. 

ConvBraationai AbstnlctB of lent books pro- 

ded stthe BborlCBl notice. Suitable adjecljvee 

a speciality.^ Apply, etc. 

Who knows? It may come to this 
if the masterful lending babit con- 
tinues to spread. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OIURIVARI. 



[Jdly 22, 1908. 






Sfrgeaia Irutruetor. " 'Eie! WniT'a the csb o' todb npin' lar-i- 
T/w IrUelligftit Terror (after much coyitation). " I Thought as it iir( 



GUIDE OLYMPIQUE DU PETIT HENllI. 
I in idiom are likelv to 



La montre est ua peu en Tlie show ia ft bit slow, 

retard, 
n a mis les pieds dans 1e pbt. He bns entered for the &nt 



Quel temps fait-il ordinaire- 
ment dans ce quartier ? 

n fait mauvnis temps, e^ il y 
aura pen de monde. 

Voii3 auroz bon marclie de lui. 

11 foi-a chaud a monrir. 
Un champignon saut«. 
Le oavire gagaa lo large. 

II ee tacba lea taToris en 

buvant. 
11 faisait le gros dot. 
H se tenait bien d 'aplomb 

juBqii'4 ce qti'oQ finit de 

boire. 
Un chassepot d'ancien regime. 
On porta le vainqueur aux 

nues. 



What is hie uauul time fur the 

quarter ? 
He doea bad time, and won't 

have an earthly. 
You will have a fair walk-over 

with Uim. 
It will be a dead heat. 
A ehampioa jump. 
The naval officer won the 

broad. 
He spotted the favourites while 

having n drink. 
He backed Iheiii heavily. 
He lioht a good lead till the 

la^t liip. 

A pot-hunter of the old school. 

They carried oil the winner 

to tho niixcd-balhing-tank- 



THE PRIMITIVE MANNER. 
Bi' the Achilles, where (he sunbeams flicker, 

As once of old upon the Doric grass, 
Where sparrows with the portly pigeons bicker. 

Here, Phyllis, we may watch the people pass; 
Had lawns in Thessaly a smoother splendour? 

Were skies more blue above Arcadian hills? 
And Ida's foliage — was its green more tender 

Than this through which the London sim^hine thrilU'' 

I doubt it, though one enviously guesses 

That Strophon, sprawling on the sunburnt turf. 
Bored very likely by the shepherdesses, 

Lulled by the thunder of Aegean surf, 
Nodded at times, if gentle Amaryllis 

Prosed o'er some "simple annal " of the flock; 
I 'vc got to simulate a smile when Phyllis 

Describes at length to me her Goodwood frock! 



Motto for the (let ua hope) 400 Metres Olympic 
Champion (but we have to say it now in order to fore- 
stall our rivals of the Humorous Press) : — 
" Halswell that hends well." 



From an advertisement in The Liverpool Evening Echo 
" Qontleman ; full, except dinner." 

This doeso't really mean what you think it does. 
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SALUT AUX MORTS. 

TO THE MEMORY OF WOLFE AND MONTCALM. 
with eniial honour tc 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EiTuom rBuM TSB DiiAT or Tobt, M.P. 

House of Commont, Monday, July 
13th. — Painful feeling created by 
Budden and total disappeariuice of 
AN3TIIUTEER Grav, late Slajor Boyal 
Horse Guards. Was eeen in his 
place a quarter of an hour ago. 
Filled for the moment a prominent 
position. Vote for sometning over 
a quarter of a million for medical 
BxpenseB proposed ; the Major ob- 
jected. Encouraged by the sup- 
port of that other eminent states- 
man, Claupk Hav, he went length of 
challenging division. Full 150 Mem- 
bers ready to make deposition that 
they saw hiin pass out when division 
wag called. Was seen to take up 
position at wicket gate ready to assist 
in counting his following. No sug- 
gestion that ho had been over- 
whelmed by their number. To tell 
the truth, they were five all told. 
Thus a couple of minutes — or, say, 
two and a-half — sufficed for the 
counting. 

Thereupon it was the duty of 
the Major, as one of the Tellers, 
straightway to repair to the House, 
apd await completion of the counting 
and the arrival of his co-Tellers. Here 
they were, standing in a line: Jack 
Pease holding a paper In his hand 
recording another Sfinisterial triumph 
in Division Lobby, the Master of 
Elibane on his left; next to him 
Clauoe Hav. But where was Major 
Akstrutder Gray, Inspector of Con- 
centration Camps during the war 
in the Transvaal, now Member for 



Mr. Arth-r H-nd-r»-n, respouBible for tho 

Eresmtation of a Honctcr Petition, is pixiled 
Dw to gel the Beastly Thing up to the Table. 



St. Andrews Burghs? Notthe kind 
of person who might be overlooked 
in casual inspection. If Cathcart 
Wason. Himalaya of Members, were 
not still with us, the Major, in re- 
spect of physical proportions, would 
be reckoned a mountain of a man. 

Painful pause followed. Members 
began to Hiink of Lost Sir Maaaing- 
berd, also of "Edn-in Brood, still 
missing, OM Members recalled an 
incident in Home Rule Parliament 
of 1892 — 6 when an eminent states- 
man, entering I^^bby with apparent 
intention of joining in division, was 
not seen to emerge, nor was his vote 
recordefl. Lord Pebl, then in 
Speaker's Chair, appealed to on sub- 
ject, delivered one of those sound 
judgments which link his name with 
Solomon's. 

" Tq my knowledge," he said, 
" Members have gone into the Lobby 
and they didn't always come out of 
the Lobby." 

The case of Major AVsHiuTher 
Gray, F.R.G.S., F.S.A., differed in- 
asmuch as he had not gone into the 
Ijobby and therefore could not, by 
reasonable persona, be expected to 



Hej, hej 1 Clear the ws/ ! 

Here comes the OaUoping Major i " 

(Major Anatr-th-r Or-j,) 

come out. He stood at the entrance ; 
it was from the entrance he vanished 
from human ken. Tension of situa- 
tion, which brought beads of per- 
Siration on spacious brow of Claure 
AY, broken by cries of "Namol 
Name!" This obviously a mere 
expedient to ■ relievo overcharged 
feelings. What was wanted was not 
the name, but the man — to bo pre- 
cise, th6 Major. To that end, Mem- 
bers tiishcd wildly iorih in search. 
Meanwhile the three Tellers stood 
forlornly at the Table. 

Presently murmur of cheering heard 
by doorway. Through the group 
clustered at the Bar broke the 
Major. In three strides he was at 
the foot of the Table, and, falling 
in line with the Tellers, heard the 
result of division announced. I'or 
the vote, 167; against it, 5. 

Sark tells me explanation o( the 
incident quite simple. The Major, 
who, though still a new Member, 
has been in the running for belt of 
Champion - Questioner, finds himself 
of late falling to rear. Ashley, who 
slackened off a bit a fortnight ago, 
is making up for precious time lost. 
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A. S, Wilson has put on a spurt; 
Lord Bob ehowB dieposition to make 
the running. By strange coincidence, 
just as the Major had finished 
counting his five men, there flashed 
upon his mind sis questions he 
might ask to-morrow, four ad- 
dressed to N. B, Haldanb, two to 
Seely. 

Ab soon as he had finished count- 
ing, forgetting in the excitement of 
the moment his next duty as Teller, 
went oft to Library to draft his ques- 
tions, and was there found by excited 
search party. 

Business done. —Army Votes in 
Committee. 

Tuesday. — Immediately on Speaker 
taking the Chair, sensation created 
by entrance of two stalwart messen- 
gers trundling before them a low 
trolley on which rested huge cylinder 
some four feet high. First impres- 
sion suggested an electric cable. All 
eyes turned in direction of bench 
where Kincaid - Smith is usually 
found. His famous feat last week 
when expounding clauses of his Bill 
(or compulsory military training marks 
him out as the man best quahfied 
to " lay down " the cable. 

Leader of Independent Labo'.ir 
Party interposed with explanation. 
The huge mass that blocked approach 
to Table was not a coil of cable. It 
was merely ' a petition signed by 
610,000 Wesleyan Methodists, de- 
manding instant passage of Licens- 
ing Bill. 

In Committee on Budget Bill, Mr. 
Kettle boiled over with indignation 
against Fi'penny Tax on Tea. Wants 
it reduced to tuppence, at least for 
Ireland. On division amendment 
negatived by 230 votes against 91. 
Kettle simmers down. 

Ihisiness done. — Tea and sugar 
duties agreed to. 

Friday. — Earl Winterton, con- 
tinuing his study of constitution and 
imperfection of his Majesty's present 
Ministry, has arrived at striking con- 
clusion. 

" Until the present Parliament 
assembled," he incidentally remarked, 
" we never had the spectacle of 
Cabinet Ministers speaking at by- 
elections, writing articles for maga- 
zines, or singing songs and giving 
recitations at concerts." 

Practice of Cabinet Ministers con- 
tributing articles to monthly maga- 
zines, sedulously cultivated by the 
late Jamks Ksowles, not uncomnnii 
or of recent date. Taking a pro- 
minent part in by-elections is as 
rare with Cabinet Ministers as it is 
reprehensible. Implied accusation of 
right hon. gentlemen singing songs 



A PoT-oiioT AT Ma. Kettle. 
Boiling 11'ith iodignalion ngninsl the Tea-Tai. 

and giving recitations at concerts a 
little obsL^ure. It suggests the Pre- 
mier, with Yorkshire accent that does 
not escape keen ear of men of Fife, 
chanting Scots wha hae at a bazaar; 
Lloyd-George, his face artistically 
touched up with burnt cork, singing 
Land of Our Fathers at a chapel 
tea party ; and Nai'OLEON B. Haldane, 
in his historic redingote grise, recit- 
ing to German workmen at tea on 
the Terrace' a few stanzas from 
speech on Territorial Forces. 
Perhaps, on seconding reading of 



Appropriation Bill, Wintertoh will 
take opportunity of furnishing a few 
particulars on interesting subject. 

Business done. ^-Guillotine thought- 
fully arranged for Licensing Bill. 



THE PASSING OF MARY ANN. 
O shade of Mrs. Beeton, 

Her whose prolific pen 
Has done so much to sweeten 

The hves of Englishmen, 
Come, let it now be thine to show'r 

The tributary tear. 
Weep, weep with us— this very hour 

Cuts short a cook's career. 

No charms of form or feature 

Were hers; she did not seem 
.\t alt the kind of creature 

To waken love's young dream; 
People of nice ssthetic taste, 

Bemembering her, would cob 
To think there could be such a waist, 

A nose so like a knob. 

And yet, though one could merely 
Consider Mary Ann 

As built on a severely 

Unornamental plan, 
She was possessed of points that must 

Have pleased a butcher's whim. 
For Mr, Johnson found her just 

The very girl for him. 

Ah, heartstrings all a-flutter 

With thrills of brimming bliss 
Too deep for tongue to utter! 

Wilt someone tell me this? 
What are the female charms that make 

A butcher's bosom hum. 
And cause him to refuse to take 

His wonted pabulum? 

Swifter than any Jehu 

Would he approach our door. 
Bright as the brightest sea hue 

The apron that he wore, 
Soft as the fan of zephyr's wings 

His voice, as day by day 
He bro\ight her chops and steaks and 
things, 

And smiled her heart away. 

shade of Mrs. Beeton, 

Lament with one who feels 
Almost as if he 'd eaten 

His last of earthly meals: 
The robber Johnson claims his bride 

This mom, and wo 're bereft; 
No other cook, however wide, 

Can fill the gap she 's left. 



" Mr, Gillingham nude one or two risky 

Btrokea through, or ralhsr over, the B'ipg'hoada. 

The Timrn. 

If there is really a choice we 

should prefer "through" as being 

more exciting. 
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"HOir IS IT TOU TELL SDCII ORUT BIO BTJltlE 




Do lou KKOw Wilt, Dadbt 7 ■• 


Father. 


"BbOICSE too IBE 1 VERY, VERT SiCQHTT 1.1 


F^. 





DISCUR3I0NS. 

The Akoni> of Swat. 
Skeiso that we are all at this moment madly occu- 
pied with Dthletics and that many bicycle races ore 
included in the Titanic programme of the Olympic 
Oamcs, I now propose to relate the story of a certain 
bicycle. I am not sure that there is any real end to 
this story. So far aa I remember, it just fades out 
gently into eternity, and, for all I know, it may still be 
going on. 



The bicycle of which I speak became known to me 
seme sixteen years ago. It was then carrying on a 
blameless, but diversified, existence in Oxford. In 
other words, it belonged to a bicycle agent and manu- 
facturer, and from time to time it was hired out to 
undergraduates who desired to use it for the purpose cf 
coaching their College boats from the towpath of the Isis. 



Of such undergraduates none was more expert and 
determined than my friend Bobertr — we will call him 
RoBEKTS — of Magdalen College. He lived with his 
understudy Dickson, also of Magdalen, in I.ong Wall 
Street, and their " digs." were renowned for hospitality, 
for doga, and for the number of oars, the trophies of 
victory, that lined and adorned their walls. The hospi- 



tality was profuse — cold fowl, cold lamb, salad, biscuits 
and marmalade — the dogs were wire-haired terriers, and 
were usually to be found on the armchairs, and the oars 
were of the ordinary pattern with six-inch blodes. 



On a certain morning after lectures it occurred to 
Roberts that he wanted to coach his College eight and 
would require a bicycle in the afternoon. He imme- 
diately sent DiBKSON, his slave and worshipper, to 
hire a machine, and Dickson duly proceeded to the 
bicycle shop, selected a spruce and promising bicycle, 
mounted it, and so conveyed it back to Long Wall 
Street, where he left it propped against the wall out- 
side his lodgings. He then reported the success of 
his mission to his leader, and both of them set to work 
on their lunch. After lunch, since time hung heavy 
on the hands of Roberts, he decided to take a pre- 
liminary tour on his new acquisition. He opened the 
front-door and looked about him, but the bicycle was 
nowhere to be seen. 



It was not in the nature of RouERTS, an 
great pluck and polish, to sit down meekly under this 
intolerable affront. Having by a severe cross-examina- 
tion brought homo to Dickson the burdens and respon- 
sibilities of existence, he at once sent him to the poiicp- 
station to give information as to the disappearance of 
the bicycle on which he had bo confidently counted. 
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Dickson, feeling that his reputation and his friendship 
with RoBEBTS were at stake, hurried ofF, and within a 
few niinutes the Oxford police shooli their helmeted 
heads, assumed an air of sagacity, and promised to 
enquire. When Dickson returned to Long Wall Street 
he was shocked and alarmed to find the bicycle, the 
object of his complaints, safety propped once more 
against the wall. There was only one thing to be done, 
and he did it by hastening back to the police-station and 
relieving the mind of the Inspector. When, after the 
accomplishment of this humane duty, he once naore 
came in sight of his lodgings, lo and behold, the bicycle 
had vanished again. Thoroughly unmanned he fled up 
the street, appealing for succour as he went; but as he 
fled he happened to turn round, and there, euro enough, 
was the demon bicycle resting against its now familiar 
wall as if nothing had happened. Dickson rushed upon 
it, seized it and conveyed 
it within the house. Then, 
having locked the door, 
he sat down upon the 
stairs and endeavoured 
in vain to think out the 
situation. 

I must now hark back 
an hour or so in order 
that you may leani that 
in the house adjoining 
that of Roberts and 
Dickson there lived 
CoCKBURN, of University 
College, an aquatic hero 
of fame almost equal to 
that of RoBiiHTS. He, 
too, had proposed to 
ccach an eight and had 
desired to hire a bicycle. 
Preceding Dickson by 
a few minutes, he had 
gone to the shop, had 
selected the identical bi- 
cycle which was after- 
wards to attract the 
fancy of Dickson, and, 
not wishing at that 
moment to ride it him- 
self, had instructed the 
man to send it on later 
to his lodgings. There- 
upon, as you already 
know, the Inefiable Dickson had come and taken it 
away. It is no part of the story to explain why they 
let hiin have it. 



condemned Dickson as incompetent, got up on the 
machine and pedalled cheerfully away. 



I feel that this story is now strangling me, but I must 
proceed at all risks. Cockburn, coming out once more, 
observed that there was no bicycle, and he, too, &ed 
on the wings of fear to the police to give information 
of his dreadful and inexplicable loss. Dickson also re- 
turned, as I have described, and went shrieking up Long 
Wall Street. Then Koberts pedalled back, propped th9 
bicycle and went within; and lastly Dickson turned 
round, seized the bicycle and took it into his lodgings. 



HoBESTs eventually had the bicycle, Dickson was 
restored to favour, and Cockbubn, a distracted man, 
went roaming over Oxford searching for a machine 
which had eluded him. The police have never under- 
stood the business, and 
are still confusedly look- 
ing about them for a 
bicycle which has long 
since gone to the scrap- 
heap. The' agent lost a 
valued customer in Cock- 
BURN, but regained pos- 
session of his bicycle. 
Ho, too, has never under- 
stood the ins and outs 
of the painful story; but 
he was a man of no 
imagination and cared 
little for romance. 1 find 
I have said nothing 
about the Akond of Rwat 
^but it is a delightful 
and irresistible title, and 
I shall let it stand. 



_ ■' Hallon tmiahe 
nings in grant at\ 
tba Grtbond BJx '' 



vie. He took 

li wickets nitb 

Rod not a 



When Cockburn, having lunched briefly but suffici- 
ently elsewhere, returned to his house In Long Wall 
Street, he was pleased to see the bicycle against the 
wall where Dickson had left it. " The man," he said 
to himself, " Is prompter than I thought him," and, fired 
by his new sense of ownership, he immediately mounted 
the machine and rode off for a practice spin. It was 
at about this time that Roberts and Dickson emerged 
from next door, with the result that Dickson paid his 
first visit to the police. In the meantime CoCKBUHN 
came bock, deposited the bicycle, and went into his 
own house, with the result that, as you have been told, 
Dickson hastened again to the constabulary. At this 
moment Roberts, moved by some presentiment, decided 
to take the air. He came out, found the bicycle, rashly 



niiaseil 
ilelivery woulrl have yielded « 
TJutim alao. OH tlieaerond ball 
of bis next over he fmlBbed the 
iniiiiigi by dning Ibe hnt-lriok." 
Wea:em Daily JVereiiry 
We don't quite see how 
he did the hat trick in 
one ball, but seeing how 
near he had come to it the over before, and that his 
name was simply crying for it, we are ready to 
believe. 

" Room for improvement " is one of the attractions 
offered in an advertisement in The Liverpool Daily Post 
of a publichouse to let ; but we are afraid that the 
billiard room mentioned just before will prove the more 
attractive of the two. Still it is a worthy idea, and we 
should like to bring it to Mr, Asquith's notice. 



Not Cricket. 
The attempt of the Suffragettes last Thursday to seize 
a pitch for themselves at the Oval was frustrated, stump 
oratory being no part of the programme for Haves's 
benefit. A nti- Suffragists, on the other hand, were 
allowed to enter and get wet. They were distinguished 
by brooches bearing the initials L.B.W. {" Let 's Be 
Women "). 
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A REMEDY FOR ROAD-BLOCKS. 

Not before it is wanted, n time-limit 
!a being proposed for hrrak-Jowna of 
heavy veliifles in the London BlreotB. 
We learn that the L.C.C. ia very cross 
with offending motor-boBes in particular, 
nnd is abo-it to ask Parliament for 
drastic powera to bring about the rc- 
movnl »f these and eimildr obstriictionB, 
vheri their wayward machinery disables 
them from moving on. 

The course of proceedings will le 
somewhat as ftrflows : — 

It the engine ahons signs o( temper 
nnd misbehaviour by back-firing, letting 
a piston seize, exploding in its silencer, 
declutching of its own accord, or other- 
wise, the nearest " police-trap " in plain 
clothes shall signal or telephone ahead 
to liis colleagues to keep an eye on the 
vehicle in question, ns being likely to 
travel below the speed-limit. 

When a m-jlor-bua comes to a dead 
Blnp and refuses to budge, the names 
ami addresses of the several passengers 
shall be taken as l>cing occcKSories be- 
fore the fact, on the ground that, with- 
out eqch public patronage, the vehicle 



would not be running, or fdiling to run, 
at all. 

The police shall then, witli all possible 
ileipalch, request the attendance of a 
magistrate to read the Riot Act (Oeo. I.), 
and disperse the crowd of some thou- 
sands which will by that time have 
assembled. 

t'niling the peaceable departure of the 
litter, the military shall be called out, 
with instructions to fire blank cartridge 
only at first. 

In any case, a cordon sliall be drawn 
across the road, and barriers creeled 
one hundred yards in front of, and 
behind, the cause of obetruct'on, with 
the notice " Road Slopped I y Order of 
the L.C.C," I'gibly exhibited. 

As soon as all householders witliin one 
quartermile radius have be n warned to 
put up their shutters, and, in the case of 
sliop-keepcrs, to barricade their shop- 
fronts, a detachment of Royal Engineers 
shall be summoned to blow up the 
stationary motor-hiis with dynamite. 

On the removal of the Aebris, whicli 
must l>e effected within two hours of ibi 
explosion, and after ilu;; inspection bj 
iho CliLunnan of tlje Lmdou Cimiily 



Council, provided ibat be was at the 
moment of the breakdown not more 
than fifty miles from the scene, the street 
traffic shaU be resumed, if the state of 
the roadway permits of the same. 

By this means it is expected that 
all refractory metropolitan stage car- 
riages will be cured of unpro^ressive 
tendencies, and trained to move promptly 
"Higher up! " 



The Lunilfinia has created n nen- AtUntIo 
)rd, tier passage occupjiag four ilay& 24 
hours eight minutes."— The Natal Mercury. 

And in a little while, if you will 
believe us, somebody will go and do 
it in THREE DAYS 48 hours seven 
minutes and 60 seconds. That 's 
the way records get broken. 



" Deep in the interior of the Kew World 
they foUoH-ed the cnrrent of Ihe MiBsisBippi to 
118 Hourre. more than threo thouBand mileB to 
the soul)i, in the Gulf of Meiiro." 

Daily Tehgrapli. 
For continuation of this story buy 
The Daily Telegraph's " Geographers' 
I Geography of the World," 7d. fort- 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch'g Stag of Learned (HctIcb.) 
John Tbevena has told us all about Furze the Cruel, 
and his last novel, which he calls Heather (Alstok 
Rivers), might well have been named " Heath the 
Horrible," for a larger collection of unpleasant charac- 
ters has seldom appeared in a single book before. It 
would be a positive relief to come itcross an escaped 
convict after encountering a few of t^e author's eccen- 
trics and solitaries. Some of ttiem have consumption 
and live in a kind of open-air sanatorium on the moor, 
where they have to feed for all they arc worth, regard- 
less of immediate consequences. Others are " com- 
moners " of Dartmoor Forest, residing at Wheal Dream 
in a state of dirt and unpleasantness that the daily 
papers (but not Mr. Trevena) would undoubtedly find 
" indescribable." Then there ia a vicar who bums 
down most of the village (of which ho is a!ro 
landlord) in order to 
send the insurance 
money to hia wife 
who has run off with 
another man ; and an 
artist, George 
Brunacowbe, who re- 
minds me of nothing 
so much as the old 
man with the beard, 
of Limerick fame. 
But the author's 
power, pitiless 
though it is, is mag- 
nificent, and he pre- 
sents the savage 
charm of his country 
with an almost 
terrifying enthropo- 
norpbism that 
haunts the reader 
long after the book 
is finished. It is 
pleasant to relate 
that the only two 
tolerable people in 
the story, George 
and Winifred, come together at the end, though their 
union is slightly irregular,' and that the former, on 
becoming suddenly famous, deoides to wash. I can- 
not help thinking that a^ tbe-oice clean cottages down 
Dartmoor way must be occupied by the other novelists 
as lodgers, for Mr. John Trevena does not seem to 
have found any. 

Jack Spurlock, Prodigal (MiiRKAv), by George 
Horace Louimer, reads as if it were written for serial 
publication. This tends to spoil the interest, for one 
gets into the way, after a chapter or two, of knowing 
just where to expect a minor climax, and one ia con- 
scious every now and then that the author is expanding 
the matter to fill the space. Still there is a good deal 
of fun, and some sound sense, in the account of Jack 
Spurlock'a struggles to exist after that Captain of In- 
dustry and Kailway Magnate his father has " turned 
him from his do'," as Major Magoffin Jackson (a de- 
lightful character) puts it, and before that "do' " has 
been opened to welcome him back. It is all as American 
as buckwheat cake with maple syrup. So American 
is it, indeed, that on the strength of its evidence one 



is moved to reform certain old-standing opinions. One 
is inclined, for instance, to doubt all one hears about 
Yankee bustle when one reads that Jack " was like the 
bank cashier who, in answer to a hurry-call from his 
wife to get rich quick, loaded up with Steel Common 
at fifty, only to find the toboggan greased and the bank 
examiner at the door." It would have saved so miich 
time (which, I understand, is valuable in America) to 
cay merely that he made a bad bargain. 



I wish I could help Mr. John Galswohthv. His 
restless discontent with the social system is shown in 
every chapter of this collection of sketches, A Com- 
mcnlnry (Gkant Richards), but ho makes no effort to 
construct k better system. He sees a poor man in 
consumption ; a convict in a prison ; a fashionable lady in 
her carriage; or perhaps he hears of some anomaly in 
the Divorce Laws; and he says bitterty to himself, 
"It's all «Tong." Whether tlie question "How can 
it be put right?" oocTirs to him then, I cannot say; 
there is no sign of it 
in this book. Nor 
can I say whether 
Mr. Galsworthy ever 
sees anything good in 
tiie world; if he 
does, he thinks it is 
hardly worth while to 
comment on it. His 
attitude appears to 
be : " There is a vasti 
amount of suffering 
going on, and the 
thought of it makes 
me very uncomfort- 
able. I am going to 
tell you all about it 
and make you un- 
comfortable, too; and 
perhaps when we are 
all uncomfortable to- 
gether something will 
be done. Heaven 
knows what." A 
CommenioTy is as 
brilliantly unsympa- 
thetic a study of 
human nature as I have read. 



ited, Assietnnt Master for L.C.C. school. Must be qualified in swiniminR 
,ic." t.\DVT.] 

EXAMINATION OF CANDIDATES. 



There may be folk who '11 go and get 
John Masefield's Captain Margaret, 

In hopes that John has written on 
Some Amazonian Suffragette. 
To these it's only fair to say 
The tale is not for such as they ; 

The author fills his book with thrills, 
But in another kind of way. 
He tells aliout the Spanish Main 
In good King James the Second's reign, 

And. though the theme 's well worn, ho seems 
To make it somehow young again. 
The Enghsh do not always win; 
Spain is not always steeped in sin; 

And privateers are not such dears 
Seen in the light he puts them in. 
Best of the writer's sailor tales. 
From out Grant Richards' port it hails, 

And all who need a book to read 
Should raise the wind and awcU its sales. 
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Will the reeult of Old Ago Pen- 
aioHB be the abolition ol workhouses'.' 
auks a correspondent. Wb hope not. 
The country ought surely to maintain 
some sort of shelter for the head of 
the broken-dowa taxpayer. 



Mr. Will ThoknE; 
plains that very few 
politiciims are sincere. 
Mr. AsquiTH and Mr. 
I.LOYD - George and 
Mr. Balfol'R and Mr. 
Long, he declares, 
talk fiercely from the 
front benches, but 
dine or smoke to- 
g e t h e r afterwards. 
So different from Mr. 
Keir Hardie and the 
KiNol 



The statement that certain Na- 
tionalist MemberH are thinking of 
wearing the Irish kilt in Parliament 
has aroused some curiosity as to the 
nature of that garment. According 
to one alarmist rumour, it consists 
merely of a Celtic fringe. 

The n-estminster Gazette is chang- 
ing hands — but, fortunately, not 



Mr. Pete Curras, 
too, does not think 
much of the House of 
Commons. He has 
stated publicly that 
he is doubtful whether 
he has ever been in 
such bad company as 
that with which he 
has been compelled 
to associate in his 
e.xperience as Mem- 
ber of Parliament. 
Evidently the pro- 
posal for the abolition 
of the Upper House 
does not go far 
enough. 

V 

The Government 
refuses to give power, 
in its Licensing Bill, 
to publicans to appeal 
to the Quarter Ses- 
sions against the ex- 
tinction of their licen- 
ces. The Qimrter 
Sessions, it appears, 
have in the past 
shown some consider- 
ation for the trade, 
and what the Government really heads, 



Ilia LvrdMp. "How's 
Umpire {llie huthr). " } 



wants is No-Quarter Sessions. 



Meanwhile the debate in the Com- 
mons anyhow served a purpose by 
drawing attention to the fact that the 
Government, in its determination to 
reduce the on-licences (to the groat 
advantage of the off-licences) is 
willing, for its own purposes, that 
what is undoubtedly the grocer evil 
eh all remain. 



Mr. Spe:jjier and Sir F. C. 
Gould are to remain. 

Admiral Bodjestveksky has met 
with a strange fate. The survivor of 
the horrors of the battle of Tsushima 
has perished at the hands of a news- 
paper correspondent. 

Said The Glasgow Daily Record 
k propos of the poor attendance at 
the Olympic Games:— "We feel 
almost provoked to parody Tensvson 



thus : ' WJtat can they know of Eng- 
land who only London know!' " And 
wo in our turn are almost tempted 
to ask: "What can they know 
of Teskyson who only KiPLiN'ti 
know ! ' ' 

At a time when the hundreds of 
Archbishops and Bishops who came 
to London for the Pan-Anglican Con- 
gress are about to 
return home we would 
like to place it on 
record that their con- 
duct while they have 
been with us has 
been exemplary, and 
that no single in- 
stance of crime of 
any sort, or even 
rowdiness, has been 
brought home to 
them. 

The Queensland 
judge who held that 
oysters are wild 
beasts had evidently 
consulted the pages 
of bis Punch, where, 
some years ago, it 
was recorded that an 
intending purchaser, 
who enquired whether 
the oysters he pro- 
posed to eat were 
fresh, was met with 
the satisfactory an- 
swer: "Fresh? Why 
one has just bitten a 
customer's lip." 

One result of the 
Marathon Race, a 
stockbroking friend 
tells us, is a slight 
fall in Groat Western 
Railway and London 
and South - Western 
Railway shares. Now 
that it has been 
shown that it is pos- 
sible to get from 
Windsor to London 
in a comparatively 
short time on foot, it 
is thought that many business men 
who have to come to town each day 
will in future trot up, indulging in 
friendly races on the way. 



/I 



From an advertisement in The 
DaiJy Mail : 

" Amaricans olwnje wear remly-made dolLes 
nnd why not tnke a few wrinkles from them ? " 
We are not at all sure that you can 
take the wrinkles from ready-made 
clothes. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVARL 



[JuLT 29, 1906. 



UNLIMITED LULU. 

[Wilh complimeDls to the Right Hon. Lewib HiBCOUHT, First Commis- 
..oner of Works, to whose mdlifarious fonctionB and verBstile tact a 
cootemporar; has lolely directed attention.] 

You who, by right ol office, fill the chair 

When Britain tenders public hospitality 

(In hope of feeding angete unaware) 

To toreigners from every known locality. 

And all the tongues of Babel 

Are urged to eat ae much as they are able ; 

In you how many graceful functions blend ! 

It is your dearest joy as well as duty 
To elevate the Cockney and extend 

His latent interest in London's beauty; 
It is, in fact, your part 
To mould hia taste for Monumental Art. 

To you alone the Eoyal Parks belong : 

It in those scenes designed for meditation 

The Suffragette would like to come out strong, 
It is to you that she must make oblation ; 
The very grass and trees 

Must ask you, " May we go on growing, please? " 

It is beneath your mild but searching eye 

That char-maids purge the House with mop and 
besom; 
To you the Peers uplift a plaintive cry 
To have their pews repaired, and you appease 
Or, should you choose to doubt 
If they deserve it, then they go without. 

Some men rely on Grace and some ou Works; 

You shine in both ; a subtle air of fitness 
Under your nobly-groomed exterior lurks. 

And even Tories take delight to witness 
Your perfect self-control. 
Your limpid Lulucidity of soul. O. 



MY DRAMATIC D^BUT. 

You may have seen a letter which was recently pub- 
lished by an important Ix>ndon journal, signed " One of 
the Groat Unacted." It was mine. Unsuspected by 
the simple souls of Brickville, I have written and sub- 
mitted bo the so-called actor-managers of London, under 
whose senseless and emasculating swny the genius of 
our younger playwrights is being slowly but surely 
crushed out of esistence, several plays of undoubted 
though unacknowledged merit. Inept adaptations of 
unpleasant Continental dramas, wholly unsuited to the 
purer atmosphere of the British stage, and mutilated 
and bowdlerised till they have entirely lost what little 
original virtue they possessed, are daily accepted by the 
so-called actor- managers of the Metropolis, under whose 

senseless and emasculating sway But I perceive 

that 1 am repeating myself and my letter. As you 
have doubtless read it, this is an unnecessary waste of 
time. I turn from the general to the particular. 

One of these rejected addresses was couched in the 
form of a duologue, at once wise and witty and tender 
and true. For five years and four months it had. gone 
the round of the principal managers in London, only to 
return to me, time after time, like the dove to the ark, 
its delicate plumage soiled and disfigured by thumb- 
marks, which, had they had their deserts, would long 
ago have been registered at Scotland Yard. Little did 
I think when it was refuged for the sixth time that Mrs. 



ler I 



Masterman, our Rector's wife at Brickville, would be 
the humble and unconscious means of its seeing the 

glare of the footlights. Little did I think But that 

■ ■ bo a later part of the story, l-'ot the present, 

I need only say that, when I yielded to Mrs. M.'b 
demand for my assistance in raising funds for a new 
churchyard, I concealed the fact that the play which I 
promised to produce, with the assistance of Gladys, 
was my own. I was resolved that it should be judged 
solelyon its own merits. 
It was. 

During the frequent arm-chair rehearsals which were 
necessary before we were word-perfect {the mere acting 
was a comparatively simple matter, as, like all good 
drama, my play acted itself), Glaoys once or twice ex- 
pressed a fear that the BrickvilHans might not see its 
real beauty. Hadn't we better, she asked, do some- 
thing which their unsophisticated minds would be able to 

grasp? Surely there must be some play 

I assured her that, as far as my experience went, 
there was none, and that it would be all right on the 
night, she would see. And, though privately. I shared 
her apprehensions, they proved to be quite unfounded. 
Six times we were called before the curtain, and only 
the obvious jealousy of the stage-manager — the Brick- 
ville butcher — prevented me from responding to an un- 
deniable seventh appeal. But I found consolation in 
the somewhat bitter thought that, for each of the rebuffs 
which I had received in London, Brickville had given 
me a call. 

After it was all over, Mrs. M. came up' to me in her 
flamboyant manner (inchned, as I often think, to 
embonpoint), and tapped me on the shoulder with her 
fan. 

Splendidi" she cried. " Magnificent! How ever 
did you do it? You were both first-rate. I can't tell 
you how grateful I am. You must always act for me.''' 
I smiled a deprecating smile, secretly enjoying my 
long-deferred triumph. "Did you really hke it?" I 
asked. "Didn't strike you as being amateurish?" 

'Not a bit!" she said. "I was just going to tell 
you. Some friends of mine in the audience saw the 
piece performed in London by professionals. And they 
didn't do it half so well as you and Miss GLAnvsl " 

Gladys looked at me, and I looked at Gladys, and 
we grinned, and while 1 was thinking of a really neat 
way of scoring off Mrs. M. without being too severe she 
took up her parable again. 

" Of course," she said, " it was all the acting. Silly 
little piece, isn't it? 1 wonder who it's by. But you 
got such a lot out of it. You really must go on the 
stage, both of you." And she fluttered off to her next 

And then, somehow, such is the divine power of 
sympathy with which some women are blessed, I found 
that all unconsciously, seeking only to heal my wounded 
self-esteem, Gladys had slipped her little hand into 
mine. Mrs. Masterman's failure to appreciate the fine 
and subtle qualities of my play had brought about the 
complete understanding with Gladys which I had lone 
sought in vain to compass by more direct methods. And 
so, though, like all true artists, I abhor the banal con- 
vention of a happy ending, my own story is brought to a 
close to the sound of wedding bells. 

There is only one subject on which Gladys and I are 
not agreed. She persists in thinking, as I confess I did 
myself at first, that Mrs. M. lied about her friends in 
the audience. But I am not so certain. After all, I 
seldom visit a liondon theatre. It seems to me more 
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Miss Giishinglon 



Colonel F't::-I'oo2l» (aadJenli) tccking up), " En— w 



than likely that one of the managere who read my 
duologue, fiuddenly reahsing that he was incapable of 
" visualising " my play in manuaoript, produced it ex- 
perimentally, without saying anything about it. Then, 
when it fell fiat, as of course it was bound to do con- 
sidering the incompetence of the young and untried 
actors to whom it was no doubt entrunted, he returned 
it to me with the usual polite but lying formula. Now 
if I were one of the so-called managers under whose 
seniolcss [Thanks! Ring off. plaine.—V.D.] 



THE PHEIDIPPIDES LEGEND. 
" Marathon Scholar. "^ — Many thanks for your offer 
to correct Mr. Punch in the matter of Phridippides. If 
you will kindly forward a quotation from any reputable 
historian of the time proving that Phridippides did not 
run from Marathon to Athens with news of the victory 
■ — wliether any one else did or not — he (Mr. Punch) will 
be happy to inspect the passage. Meanwhile, the 
PHEiDiPPinES legend, as immortalised by RoBEBT 
Browning (you have heard of Hohert Browning?}, 
will serve as well as most other legends dating from 
that period. 

" The Nnvy oniinot be further weakeueil bv tjipse lerrible eiliibitionn 
of iierannalitip!!. Fnr b^lt^r that Ihore should be a ciran Bireep, 
involving the disappearance from the scene ot all IhoBe invnlvetl, guiltv 
as well aa innocent"— Do J 1 1, F.xprett. 

Getting rid of the guilty as well is quite an idea. 



" The public meetiiiB held in Hie Town Hall last nig 
fgarded an ulherwi«e than tiissppoiiiting,"— .Volaf .Urr 
The editor appears to us to be hedging. 



LINES TO THE LAST STRAWBERRY. 

Survivor of the season's crimson rout, 
Whose comrades have incarnadined my platter, 

Late laggard of July, and just about 
To pass away into a pinkish batter, 
1 pause to dash 

The tear-drop from my eye, before 1 mash! 

1 shall not feel. 1 think, such fond regret 

When dying roses make the lawn look squalid, 

Nor when, too soon, across the slackened net 
The last white orb of summer has been volleyed, 
As now I do 

Soft spheroid, in eviscerating you. 

What garden was it, languorous with scent, 
Where first the morning sun began to mottle 

Your homely features In the heart of Kent'.' 
And ere they packed you in the leaf-lined pottle 
On what low bed 

Of patent compost did you hide your head? 

I cannot say. But, anyhow, the stream, 

The still, white stream of Lethe laps you closely; 

The sifted sweetness mingles with the cream; 
You perish, but you shall not perish grossly ; 
A form so fat 

Deserves some pomp — Great Heavena, what was that? 

Vile i n grate ! Scarlet hypocrite! Is this 
The way you treat the fervour of a poet? 

What madness of the gods, what Nemesis 
(You lookeil the nicest of the lot, you know it) 
Has made me sing 

The mausoleum of a Creeping Thing? 
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SALAMIS SIDE-LIQHTS. 

[C'o)ilrih:iled by nar Extremely Sporting Cor- 
rfgjimiAiil, Aurhor of " Marailion Mtiaora- 
bilia," " Maralhoiiia," ■' Mlnce^meat from Stara- 
Uion." etc., etc] 

The Salaniis Race, which is due to 
take place on Friday at Heuley, will 
bring to a fitting conclusion the 
series of Intcrnutional aquatic con- 
testa upon whieh the eyes of the 
sporting world have been fixed for 
the past few days. 

The Origin of the Baca. 

As ail my readers know by thia 
time, this race is called the Salamis 
Race because it commemorates the 
famous eight-oared crew, stroked by 
one PiiEiDiPPiDES, which rowed from 
Salamis to Athens to announce the 
news of the great Greek victory over 
the Persian fleet, the di&tancc be- 
tween the two places being approxi- 
mately the same (if we allow for the 
difference in the Greek calendar) as 
that which will be negotiated upon 
tlie Henley course on Friday, 

The world's best crews are com- 
peting, they are in splendid condi- 
tion, and international rivalry is 
acute. Though it is too early yet to 
venture to name the winner, 1 may 
safely predict that the winning crew, 
whichever it may be, will take a lot 
of beating. 

The Oourae. 

But, first, a few words as to the 
course. Below will be found a map 
of the Salamis Route. 

[IVc much regret to gay that ovt 
Extremely Sporting Correspondent 
has {by some error) sent un, instead 
of a plan of the Salamis lioiite, what 
appears to he a chart of the District 
Railway between St. James' Park 
and Ilanimersmiih. As this can be 
seen at any Underground station, u-e 
forbear to reproduce it. — Editor.] 

The .course is in excellent condi- 
tion, the surface being delightfully 
smooth; all the competing crews arc 
enthusiastic about it, and are loud in 
their praises of the trouble the 
A.R.A. have taken to prepare it. 
On the whole, a wonderfully level 
route has been chosen, hills of 
any steepness having been carefully 
avoided. 

Where to Bee the Bace. 
' That the whole course will be 
lined with spectators goes without 
^saying. I have, with some diffi- 
culty, prepared a list of trains and 
, trams to the different points on thi 
route, and-— — ■ 

[Our Correspondent has been too 
conscientious. The simplest v!ay is 
to drive or train to Henley, walking 



or rowing from there to the desired 
position. — Editor.] 

Time Table of Bace. 

The times at which the leading 
crew may be expected at the differ- 
ent points named 

[Seeing that, if the Daylight 
Saving Bill should pass before the 
Salamis Race is rowed, all these 
times loojtld become extremely mis- 
leading, we have decided to hold 
them oucr.^EDiTOE.] 

"Who '8 Who" of CrewB. 

Long Boat and Pony: Sensational Story, 

Canada. — The Canadian long boat 

r. as wc phould sny, " light ship "), 
is much fancied to win the race. The 
crew of the " long boat " have not 
been training with the Canadian run- 
ners at the Stadium, but have been 
■owing at Ileuley, where they have 
accomplished some sensational times, 
on several occasions arriving at the 
winning-post before their coach, who 
was upon a pony. 

Cambridoe. — The oldest of the 
competitors. Slightly on the wrong 
side of six hundred and seventy. 
Best suited by firm going and dry 
surface. Much fancied to win. 

LEANDEK.^The only Greek entry 
which has any chance of success. Its 
victory would bo extremely popular 
at Athens. Much fancied to win. 

Belgium. — With a high -springing 
action, this country, upon which the 
Belgians pin their faith, should be 
well up in the front. Much fancied 
to win. 



Salamia Smattering. 

A liertTiig won the last Salamis 

There is great diversity of opinion 
as to what is the best nourishment 
to take during the race. All agree 
upon the value of a wet sponge 
passed over the head and neck at 
intervals during the contest. Luckily, 
there is plenty of water obtainable for 
this purpose. 

The original Salamis course wat 
over salt water. At Henley tht 
water is fresh. To avoid any suspi- 
cion of unfairness the Committee hue 
explained the nature of the difference 
to the foreign competitors. 

Curiously enough, the last Salamis 
Race was won by a herring. This is 
the first recorded instance of such a 
thing happening. 

It ia considered unlikely that any 
of the competitors will mistake the 
route. A, A. M 



THE BATTLE OF AVOIRDUPOIS- 

[In the final of lie Olympic Tug-of-Wnr t!ie 
City Police pulled over ths IJverpool Police. 
The light-nei^t of the lormor team ia stated 
lo have Bcoled 14 slone,] 
When the foaming cea-god thunders 

On the mute marine parade; 
Whan the home-bound Vangimrd 
blunders 
And the kerb is badly frayed ; 
When the bull-whale seeks revenge in 

Battle for hie consort slain ; 
When one sees a donkey engine 

Drive a crane — ■ 
Things like these convey a notion 
To the human weakling's mind 
Of colossal power in motion. 

Bulk and majesty combined : 
Pulses in the heart are shaken 

By those mammoth powers at play. 
Much as by a tonic taken 

Thrice a day. 

But of all titanic tussles 

That can sound the soul's abyss, 

'as there ever match of muscles 

Worthy to be ranked with this? 

What were all the Hellene's hobbifs. 

What the pagan wrestler's scope. 
When compared with Briton 'i 
bobbies 
On a rope? ' 

Milo with his beefy dinners, 
Zeus -engendered Heracles, 
All the roil of classic winners 

Would not take the boots of these ; 
Evermore in moments Tdle 

I shall muse upon the scenes 
Where they stamped their fratricidal 

Small eighteens. 
And at eve, when Robert drowses 

Softly at his usual post, 
While the careless world carouses, 

r shall drain a silent toast 
To that deathless tourney proper, 
".'here, before a gaping throng, 
Copper made immortal copper 
" Pass along." 



LITERARY GOSSIP. 
["A New York publiaher has lately l;een 
seociing round the Araericnn Press a liriet 
bioRrapbical noiice of Mrs. ncKrnuT W«»d. 
in irliich it ia mentioned, among other Ihingn, 
that she is a groaddaughler ol 'the famana 
Dr. Ahkold, who wrote the 7'om 7froim stories.' " 
- II>ymin«(fr Ga^eUe. July 20.] 

The announcement that a new 
novel is shortly to be expected from 
the pen of Miss Marie Cohelli may 
serve as an excuse for reminding our 
readers that it was her gifted ancos- 
tor, Arcangelo Corelli, the famoiin 
musician, who composed the well- 
known opera entitled Mefistofele; or, 
The Sorrows of Satan. 



Mr. Fbake T. Bulles, whose 
novels and stories dealing with sea 



Jou 89, 190S.] 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



life have achieved so wide a popu- 
larity of recent years, is, we under- 
stand, a collateral descendant of the 
illustrious BlisB Anne Bullen, whose 
remarkable romance Tka Gruite of 
the Cachalot, first brought her to the 
notice of Kino Henex VIII. 



The late R. L, Stevenson, though 
he spelt his name differently, was, 
we are assured on tlie best American 
authority, a grandson of the famous 
engineer, Bobeht Stephenson, to 
whom Mr. EnpvARU Kiplinq dedi- 
cated his volume Menai Invention$. 



Although it ha^ been positively 
stated in some of the bc&t American 
papers that Sir William S. Qildert 
is distantly connected with Gilbert 
White of Sclbome, we have good 
authority for asserting that this in- 
teres ting allegation is unfounded, 
Uii the other hand, Mr. Fescy 
White, the first largo edition of 
whose new novel has been entirely 
exhausted, undoubtedly bears the 
surname of the gifted naturalist as 
well as that of Dlakco White the 
eminent poet, a fact which is 
itself strong presumptive evidence of 
hereditary genius. 



An extraordinarily interesting dis- 
covery has just been made by Mr. 
VoLNEY P. Slocum, the literary 
paragraphist of The Pittsburg Clarion. 
It is to the eSect that East Lynne 
. and many other novels were written 
' bj Mrs. Henkv Wood, the gifted 
vocalist and wife of the renowned 
conductor who presides over the 
Queen's Hall orchestra with such 
magisterial prestidigitation. The same 
writer has also placed it beyond a 
doubt that Mr. Frank B. Benson, 
the illustrious tragedian, is the author 
of Thrnugh a College Window, The 
Upton Letters, and the "Dodo" 
books. 



Mr. W. H. Hudson, the famous 
naturalist and author of The Purple 
hand, has written to the Athenaum 
to contradict the statement of the 
New York Bookie that at an earlier 
stage of his career be was known as 
Hudson the Railway King, 

WOLFFE'S CHANNEL 



" IFetfmintfcr Oaxettt " potter. 
Our geography is rusty, and we do 
not dearly remember where this 
obaanel is. But we are not sur- 
prised that the swimmers are begin- 
ning to try other channels for their 
energies, having been bo frequently 
beaten by the English Channel, 



'tui Oinur (irho hat just bougla tthooner-yaehl). " Look 'raB, MoPuErsoN, vo 

THAT FILLAR BEHOVED DEFOBE IIT WIFE COMES POWV. i^'SE 'LL VUT TO BIT I 
OF TUB HBLB." 

JfcP. "Weel, tb'll BAB ra yu a steamer o' bee, roB that's axe o' tbe m 



THE POSTMAN. 

Had it been an ordinary letter, the 
fellow would have just slipped it in- 
side the letter-box and said nothing 
about it. But, you see, it was not 
an ordinary letter. People who 
write ordinary letters do not write 
them to me, either because they 
think that I am too {Esthetic to 
tolerate the colour of a penny stamp, 
or because they cannot bring them- 
selves to make the necessary outlay, 
or because they do not know my 
address. I rarely, if ever, receive 
letters from people outside the Ser- 
vices ; in fact 1 may say that my only 
regular correspondent is the Army 
and Navy, whom I met over a deal 
in socks. One is perhaps a small 
number for a complete circle of 
friends, hut I venture to think that 
there is more in my one friend than 
in twenty of your everyday acquaint- 
ances. My friend is the sort of 
creature who knows a bit about 
everything ; and a friend who can 
jand does tell you all about the 



quality and price of all known things 
and draw pictures of most of them 
is a friend whose correspondence is 
worth having, even though he id only 
a Stores. 

Now, my letter-box is built 
especially to fit my correspondence. 
It will only admit tho ordinary -si zed 
letter, and the people who write the 
ordinary-sized letter do not write it 
(as I have said) to me. Therefore 
the Postman cannot put my letter 
into the box, but must give it to me 
personally. That he cannot do if ^ 
am not here; bo that, when I am 
away, my friend cannot write to me, 
a fact which saves him trouble and 
me disappointment. Henco tho four 
knocks on the door and the Postman 
waiting without. 

' ' Come inside, won 't you ? " I said 
to him. 

" Now that is really nice of you," 
said the dear old fellow (as I thought 
him then) with tears in his eyes. 
" I have called on 487 others this 
evening and not one of them has even 
answered the door," 
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The door should not ask queB- 
tions," I sflid in my jocular way, us I 
led him through into the Eitting-room. 
Once ensconced in our chaire before 
the fire whore tlio July log was 
blazing, " How do you like being 
a Postman?" I asked him, more to 
start the conversation than with a 
view of eliciting scandalous chit- 
chat. 

" Oh, so-so," he answered. " How 
do you like not being a Postman? " 
and from that wc passed oh to such 
other topics as n Postman and a non- 
Postman would naturally discuBR 
together. "If you were to guess, " 
he said, " how many letters were 
delivered in a year. ..." 

" I should," 1 interrupted, " guess 
wrong. ' ' 

" But delivering a letter," he con- 
tinued, " ia not the simple job you 
suppose it to be. Ours is a 
difficult and responsible position, 
which requires a ^reat deal of tact- 
ful discretion. Take this block of 
flats, for instance. The minute my 
rat-tat. ..." 

" I beg your pardon." 

" I beg yours," iio said. 

" Let each keejJ . his own," I 
suggested, " and comiider the mutuui 
transaction as complete." 

" The minute," lie pursued, "there 
is heard the double knock, which no 
other than a Postman can give and 
than which a Postman can give no 
other, everyone in tlio building ex- 
pects a letter. ' There 's Banks,' you 
say to yourself ; * he 's a decent sort 
of follow, let 'a give him one. Then 
there 's Cleaveu— -lie 's got as much 
as is good for him already; and 1 
gave Miss Saunders one yesterday. 
Eraser means well; give him a post- 
card. HEBBLETirwAiTE docsHt; give 
him a bill.' And so on." 

"Why, then," 1 said a little 
crossly perhaps, " do you nearly 
always leave me out? " 

" Well, you see, old man," he said 
apologetically, " if I give you a letter 
in the momiug, you go back to bed 
and stay there reading it when you 
ought to be getting up, and. If 1 
give you one in the evening, you stay 
up reading it when you ought to be 
going to bed. .\s you arc always out 
for the afternoon delivery, what is 
man to do? " 

" Have a cigarette," 1 said, " and 
take it that you are forgiven." 

"Thanks," he answered, putting 
bis band in his bag; " have a letter." 

I blessed him for the kindly 
thought and.ganed cnsually st the 
half-penny stamp. " -\h," 1 said, 
" from the Army. Do vou know 
him?" 



" Army? " he said. " Let me see. 
Dof^sn't he live with the Navy down 
Victoria way? Oh, yes, I know him 
fairly well; I call on him about five 
times a day." 

" Excuse me opening it? " I asked 
in my best manner. 

" I would excuse you willingly," 
he replied, " did the letter not 
happen to be open already." 

" For once, old Thing," 1 laughed, 
" you are wrong. For this time only 
by some curious chance they have 
licked the flap." 

'■ Indeed? " he said curtly, examin- 
ing the envelope, which was obviously 
closed. "Then you owe me a penny. " 

I was too much hurt to argue with 
him, so paid him the penny with 
frigid politeness, telling him at the 
same time what 1 thought of this 
petty extortion. He saw I was up- 
set and tried to pass the whole thing 
off as a joke, but it became plain 
that it was no joke when he refused 
to give me my penny back. There 
wore words, and the upshot of it all 
was that I told him that I should not 
in future be at home , when he 
knocked. He answercfl with passion 
that he should never Jtriock again if 
he could possibly avoid doing so, and 
giivc me back (as became a gentle- 
man and a Postman) as much of my 
cigarette as he had not smoked. 

Since that eventful evening he has 
always brought old Stores' letters 
when 1 have been out and has forced 
them under the door. 1 hate to 
think what would happen if someone 
wore to address to me a good-sized 

AMUSEMENt. 

Fur the tenth time 1 laid aside 
the volume by Mrs. Hk.vrv Wood. 
Under other conditions I might have 
managed it ; but this afternoon it was 
impossible. The rain grew worse 
as the glass rose higher. For the 
tenth tiine I endeavoured to find 
something new in The Daily Tvlc 
graph : I even read the advertise- 
ments. I walked round the pictures 
again, and again read the funeral 
card that was stuck in the mirror: 
Sahaii .\nn Thl-rsbv, aged 59. A 
very easy age at which to die, 1 
thought it. It was a nonder that 
she had lived so long. Her end was 
pence, anyway. 

The rain was worse than ever, and 
the glass higher than ever. An old 
man was crossing the road under an 
umbrella, which so dripped that he 
was wetter in one part of hia back 
than he would have been all over had 



ha carried a walking-stick. What was 
I to do? The train did not go for 
two hours yet; and a time comes 
when old Taflers and old Sketches, 
celebrating plays long since dead, are 
less entertaming than nothing. Why 
had 1 not Mr. Gladstone's gift of 
going to sleep at any moment ? One 
should cultivate it. 

I wondered if Hayes had insured 
himself against this weather, and, if 
not. how he was taking his luck. I 
opened a cupboard in the hope of 
finding another book, but it con- 
tained only a pack of cards and some 
bagatelle balls. I looked out of the 
window again. The sk-y grew light«r 

ith that lightness which, while on 
some days it means a clearing up, on 
days like this means worse rain. 
The gramophone in the bar began to 
sing. I turned again to Mrs. Henry 
Wood. 

.\t this moment the door was 
knocked and the sorvant-girl came 
in can-ying a book. " Please, sir," 
she said, " Mrs. Winter sends you 
the Visitors' Book with her compli- 
ments, and hopes you may be 
anmsed by it." 

.\mused! Delightful word. 1 had 
thought never to be amused again. 
I took the book. 

Have you ever examined the 
Visitors' Book of a country inn, 
either for amusement or with the 
cold eye of criticism? It is appal- 
ling. That is the only word I can 
think of, and I use it deliberately. 
.\ppalling. The beasts of the field be- 
come intellectual beside the facetiouu 
commentators and even serious com- 
mentators of these volumes, which, 
it must be remembered, exist in their 
thousands in this country alone. 

" Dr. and Mrs. Silvester much 
enjoyed their stay at the White Hart, 
which they prolonged by two dajs 
owing to the beautiful weather." 

" Lord DoRKiNQ and the Earl of 
Peckiiam can speak to the freshness 
of the White Hart eggs. No elec- 
tion brand here. Now we shan't be 
long." 

" Mr. LiPscoMiiE and the members 
of the lioydale Botanical Society 
made a Harf-y meal." 

" The Roydole Botanical Society 
understand chestnuts anyway! 

E. Thomas." 

" ' The Ten Boozers ' arrived 
from Pulverhampton in time for 
lunch, and very soon made the joint 
look silly, especially His Nibs." 

" Mr. and Mrs. Bland have just 
concluded their fifth annual visit. 
Everything perfect as usual." 
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" Allv Slopes, Bill Bailev, an 
Wee Macgbeoor wish long life an 
happiness to Host Winter and Mn 

WiNTEB." 

" Mrs, and Miss VAConAN, of Th 
Cedars, Balhatn, have much eDJoyc 
their sta;. Everything at the Whil 
Hart is a treat." 

" Everything is A 1 at the Whil 
Hart. Ask Emmie and Vi if the 
like raspberry jam. Not much, 
don't fink. 

The Softest of the Family." 

" It is a great pity that pcopi 
use this book for the purpose c 
airing their would-be wit. The prac 
tice is in danger of causing others t 
think too lightly of Mrs. Winter' 
excellent fare and unremitting kind 
iiess. H. Anstruiher-Staples." 

" 'Arf time, cockeyl 
B. Marjoribanks-Cholhondelev." 

"Mrs. Winter served us a first 
class tea at very reasonable coat a 
very short notice. In fact, I migh 
say it was summarily served. Wi 
mean to come again. 

David JonsJSON." 

And so on, for hundreds of pages 
I read and read, and it got wettei 
and wetter as the glass rose. Wbi 
I amused? I don't know. But th( 
time went, and at least I was nol 
edified. But what a world! 



A GUILBERTIAN SITUATION. 
[Madamo Yveitk Gdilbebt. writing in th 
Weilmimttr GaxetU of Jnly 21, Btrongly advo 
calea the divided skirt, and conciiideB ; " Fron 
the day on wbich iromen will becomo capablt 
of tuing their teet and thoir fista, eqnalitr wil 
bo gained. . , . Udies, cnltiTato musde, loi 
by mDBcle only will jou conquer."] 
' Ladies who, athirst fop progress. 
Strive your fellow slaves to free. 
Let the Amazonian ogress 
Ever your exemplar be. 
Futile is the fret and bustle 
Of the valiant Suffragette 
Unaccompanied by muscle," 

Cries the prophetess Yvbtte. 
Followers of Peter Keaev, 

That portentous publicist. 
On the need of being cheery 

Must ferociously insist. 
But the cult of mental hustle 

For the Feminist is vain ; 

She must cultivate her muscle 

More severely than her brain. 

Man at present is the stronger. 

But his reign cannot endure. 

Woman, trained a little longer, 

Will the upper hand secure. 
And in many a hard-fought tussle. 
Coostablee, though stout and tall. 



y Google 
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B^attd Reseller {after feel'mj Ma isat/ many timaa roand). " LocxEd in I I..DaK£D u 



THIS CONCERNS YOU! 

{In llic manner of the .Veir Joimialiem.) 

Are you reading " The Cow with 
the Crumpled Horn? " An odd title 
—some might call it a catch-half- 
penny title — but it is the name of 
the most remarkable romance that 
has been given to the readers of any 
journal during the past week; a 
romance, and yet not so much a 
romftnce as a story of real, live, 
struggling, palpitntiiig people — people 
you know, people you meet every 
day of j'our life, people you can't 
avoid meeting. There is, for 

example, IHngleij Bamcs, the great 
financier, who controls the money 
markets of the world, and who is 
about to 

Bngineer a War 
between San Marino and Sweden in 
order to raise Spitzbergen railway 
stock half a point. There is Cedric 
Poopington, the joung and ardent 

Ebilanthropist and reformer, who 
lads the middle-class millions of 
London in their wild rush into Essex 
annex small holdiugs — one of the 
most sou I -stirring, gasp-compelling. 



and yet wholly lifelike episodes in I 
modern fiction. Tlien there is that 
boautiful eiiigliia, the Cimntese of 
Carpeniaria, the 

Bicheat, Herriest Widow 
in Europe, a puritan, with tlie wiles 
of a Messalina, half saint, half 
siren, wholly woman. Best of all, per- 
haps, you will hke to meet Pcrdita 
Popliiiis, the penniless governess, 
whose beauty becomes the object of 
a cult in Paris, Vienna, Petersburg, 
and Penge, and whoso n>otto is yet 
■' All for love, and a little bit for 
myself." Just ordinary, actual 
people — weak, well-meanhtg, aspir- 
ing, siuning, palpitating people, who 
lunch at the Carlritz and wear dia- 
mond tiaras like ourselves. 

"APalp in every Pir" 
is the verdict of a bishop who was 
privileged to peruse the proof sheets. 
Begin it to-day ; you won't be able to 
finish it for months and months. 



Expert Advice. 

" White Has the OMt to leave. Cian-tord 
bowling him nith a bail ihat be had much . 
belter have left alone."— E if" ihij Seici. | 



A GOODWOOD MEETING. 
Do you forget that Goodwood Day 

And all the vows \ve vowed, 
As WD together strolled away 

Far from the madding crowd '.' 
How wistfully you shook your head 

As, when our fingers met 
In one last lingering clasp, I said. 

" Will you forget'' " 
Do you forget the dream you had 

About a number up. 
That haunted you, and made you 
mad 

To plunge upon the Cup? 
And though I swore dreams ahvavs 
lied, 

And watlicd you not to bet. 
" A pony on for me," you cried, 

" And don't forget! " 

I put that pony ou tor you. 

Though much against my will; 
The dream, of course, did not come 
true. 

And I am wondering still 
If you regard the vows you made 

As lightly as your debt ; 
For I begin to be afraid 

You do forget. 
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ESSENCE or PARLIAMENT. 

ElTBicreD FBOU TOE Dl&BT OF ToDT.lLP. 

House of Lords, Monday, Jvly 
20i/i. — One of the nights when tlie 
shabbiness of red leather benches 
lamented by Viscount Eidley is hid- 
den by crowded assemblage. At 
last the frozen-out gardeners of the 
legislative field, the coroneted uu- 
oniployed, have worlt to do. Old 
Age Pensions Bill, rend a first time 
the other day in presence, and with 
consent of, five Peers, comes up for 
second reading. Wolvkuhampton, 
youngest of Viscounts, making 
maiden speech in moving the stage, 
dexterously dragged in a tribute to 
Don Jos^, " the Onlic Begetter " of 
the scheme. 

This meant to bo awkward for 
noble lords opposite who 
denounce measure us inl- 
q u i t i o u s in conception, 
ruinous to prosperity of the 
country, dangerous to ex- 
istence of Empire, inas- 
much as its drain upon 
public purse will necessi- 
tate reduction of amount 
appropriated to Imperiul 
Defence. Fundamental 
principle of politics that 
circumstances alter cases. 
What 's one man's nourish- 
ing meat at a certain epocii 
is deadly poison at another. 
Thus in another place, in 
debate on application of 
guillotine rules to Licens- 
ing Bill, we had PRIKCE 
Aktuur crushing Prkmieu 
with (quotation of imcom- 
promismg denunciation of 
the practice, delivered by 
him on former occasion ; 
AsQUiTH retorting by reading from 
same record passage in which Prince 
Arthur extolled the guillotine as a 
beneficial, indispensable factor in 
legislation. 

A pretty comedy, amusing at first, 
apt to pall by reason of constant 
repetition through revolving years. 
By-and-by, characters exchanged, we 
shall have Prime Minister Prince 
Arthur having rigged up the guillo- 
tine, reading extracts from Asquith'b 
speech of last Friday in support of 
bis case ; Leader of the Opposition 
H. H. AsQuiTH responding with 
quotation of Pbikcb Arthur's wither- 
ing denunciation of the practice. If 
plot and play a little state, the grave 
air of conviction on part of principal 
performers never varies. 

Whilst noble lords, excelling each 
other in denunciation of Old Age 
Pensions Bill, redressed the balance 



by voting for the second reading, 
Harold Cox in the Commons poses 
Government with awkward question. 
Cites case of Mr. Jamds Walker, 
age fifty-five, recently charged with 
bigamy at Huddersfield Police Court, 
it being alleged that he had gone 
through form of marriage with eleven 

" Will he," queried Cox (on 
behalf of his hou. friend Box, tempor- 
arily absoni), " be entitled, on attain- 
ing the age of seventy, to an Old Age 
Pension? If not, under what pro- 
vision of the Bill will he be excluded 
from the reward intended for veterans 
of industry? " 

CllANCELIXJR Of THE EXCHEQUER, 

discreetly taking refuge behind fact 
that the case is sub judice, declined 
to discuss it, neverihelesa. there it 



" YfUNOEST OF VlBCOlIKTS." 

(Lord \Yo!vcrhampton.) 



stands. Type ot iniiumeruble diffi- 
culties that will attend working of 
proposed Act. 

Business done. — Young Wemvss' 
motion designed to shelve Old Age 
Pensions Bui finding only 16 sup- 
porters in House of 139 Members, Bill 
read a second time without division. 

House of Commons, Tuesday. — 
What a month ago seemed to be the 
impossible has been accomplished. 
To-night Clause 1 of Licensing Bill, 
perhaps the most important of the 
lot, got through Committee. 

" It was the riding that did it," 
remarked the late Mr. Palmer, ot 
Kugeley, commenting on the verdict 
of wilful murder and the consequent 
sentence of death. 

" It was the guillotine that did 
it," the Premier might have ob- 
served as ho folded up his paper and 
left Treasury Bench, 



Gratitude has no place in politics. 
Otherwise he would have halted on 
his way out to shake Prik'je" Arthur 
warmly by the hand. It was he, 
whilst Leader of the House, 
who introduced this thrice-blessed 
machinery, failing which all legisla- 
tion would to-day be impossible. 

At half-past ten the blade fell, 
cutting through a thicket of redu 
dant amendments. On divisi' 
taken in crowded House, Clause 1 
was added to the Bill by 348 votes 
against 140. 

AsQUiTH has introduced new 
tactics in generalship. Formerly— 
notably in the giant days of Mr. G., 
who, with more than fourscore 
years on his back, carried Home 
Rule Bill of '93 through Committee 
single-handed— Minister in charge of 
important measure p 
Eontflly conducted it. One 
of the Law Officers, perad- 
venture an Under-Secre- 
tary, was told off in 
attendance ; but in the 
main it was a one-man job. 
AsQUiTH has got together 
a finely selected team, 
ready at a sign to step in 
and reply to sucoessive 
points. It includes Ad- 
miral McKenna, Herbert 
Samuel, who, starting well, 
is daily improving, and 
Lulu. Among the younger 
men, this an incomparable 
trio of debating power. 

On opposite Bench 
Prince Arthur in constant 
attendance. Has passed 
a Liconding Bill himself: 
knows all its ins and 
outs. Watchful, wary, 
dexterous, ho fights with his back to 
the wall all through the summer 
night. Walter Loncj, Bon\b Law, 
and Son Austen chip in from time 
to time. Practically on the Opposi- 
tion side it is a one-man fight. 

At the outset Son Avsten got a 
rather nasty tumble. With right- 
eous indignation denounced what he 
described as proposal of the Bill to 
reduce to the unit licences in country 
villages. Herbert Samtel said the 
Bill contained no such proposal. 
Across the Table he quietly handed 
a copy, indicating the lines deahng 
with the case. 

Through awkward pause . Son 
.Austen studied the text. No doubt 
about it ; someone had blundered. 
Would ho admit his error, apologise 
and resume his scat? Not be. He 
turned upon the Inkant Samuel and 
hotlv complained of interruption- 
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" Afteb Yon WITH the Guillotike ! " 

Cil'ucn BAj-T (to Cir'uen Asq-th). " My dear comrade, duty coinpelB mo to hold jou up 
iiecrntion as aD inhumaa monster, but between ourselvca it absolutely makeB my mouth nai 
hear the dear old thing come Bcrunchiug down ! You 're a perfect martel at it, my boy ! " 



Opposition, taking the cue, loudiy 
cheered. 

" We only ask," said Premier, 
interposing, "that the right hon. gen- 
tleman should rend our Bill before 
he criticlBeB it." 

Hero Minister! a lists broke in with 
strident cheer. 

Son Austen had gained his point. 
Amid the angry scene his blunder 
was overlooked. But only tempor- 
arily. The House, to certain extent a 
business assembly, thinks that, after 
all, there is something in the 
Premier's insistence on essential pre- 
liminary to discussing a Bill. 

Buaineae done. — Clause 1 of Licens- 
ing Bill passed through Committee. 
Remainder shelved till Autumn 
Sittings. 

Friday. — Some men are never 
satisfied. Members to-day enjoy 
privileges and comforts unknown to 
predecessors of so short a time back 



aa twenty years. Li'LU, most popu- 
lar of First Commissioners, has 
marked his short reign by viiriouB 
improvements. As for the Kitchen 
Committee, under Chairmanship of 
Jacobv, it has wrought wonders. 
Think of the shilUiig dinner: Soup, 
fish, choice of two entrees, joint, 
game in season, tarts galore, rich 
choice of cheese, and bread at discre- 
tion. 

True, the quails are small. Sake, 
turning the thing over to-night in 
quest of scraps of desh, says he 
understands how in ancient Palestine 
two sparrows were sold for a far- 
thing. But what would you? There 
are limits to the possibilities of a 
shilling, even in Jacoby's dexterous 
hand. 

Now, here comes Harwood w 
ing a verandah built over a portion 
of the Terrace, so that in wet 
weather Members may meditate on 



the spectacle of the storm -swept 
Thames. 

"Wo like," he said, " fo enjoy 
fresh air, even when it is raining." 

This a novel view of the busi- 
ness lor which Members are sent to 
Westminster — to sit on the Terrace 
and enjoy fresh air, wot or shine. 

"I may remind my hon. friend," 
retorted Lulu with grave sarcasm, 
■ that there is abundant supply of 
excellent fresh air within this 
Chamber." 

Btiahicsa dotic. — Report stage of 
Irish Univei-sities Bill. 



A TRIAL TRIP. 

When quite young I made a model 
firc-escftpc, an ambulance, a torpedo 
destroyer, a Thames dredger, an 
electric tram, a toy lathe, and a 
half-plate camera, 

" Why don't you make a micro- 
scope?" said JoRKiNS one evening 
as we were giving the dredger a 
run across the dining-room carpet. 

"Done!" 1 replied. "I wil'. T 
will make it in chapters." 
Chapter L 
Tho Eye Piece. 

The Eye Piece is, as everyone 
knows, situate in a pleasant resi- 
dential locality at the extreme north 
of the instrument. When examining 
a caterpillar's collar stud oraspider's 
spinning jenny, it will be the first 
thing that strikes one's eye. Hence, 
I suppose, its name. Mine con- 
sisted of two lenses, which I picked 
up dirt cheap at a second-hand book- 
stall. 

The object of the Eye Piece is to 
prevent children from falling down 
the tube of the microscope and so 
injuring the objective. 

Chapter II. 
The Tube. 

Unlike most other tubes, the Tube 
of the microscope has no interme- 
diate stations. I christened one end 
of mine Shepherd's Bush, and the 
other Bank. When a dandelion's 
foreleg got in at the Shepherd's 
Bush end it travelled right through 
(growing larger and larger), until the 
man at the Eye Piece called out 
" Bankl" Then it got out. 

CUAPTER HI. 

The Mechanical Stage. 
The Mechanical Stage is that part 
of the microscope specially devoted 
to dramatic productions. It is here 
we place our troupe of highly -trained 
rhieopods, our comedy trio of cheese- 
mites. It is worked on the Two- 
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House system. As Foon as one tum 
has fiiiiahed, a tnist of the milltd 
head brings on another, and number 
one wait3 in the nings for .tha 
Second House. 

CnAPTEB IV. 

Having described my microscope 
in detail, I will now give a short 
account of her speed trials. They 
took place one Sunday evening. 1 
was the commo<lore, Jorkins the 
stoker, and Symtson watched for the 
Admiralty. Having broken a bottle 
of dry ginger ale over her bows, 
Sympson said we might proceed to 
test her engines. 

Grand Fi.nal Episode. 
The Drop QJ ^VateT. 

Selection by the orchestra — A Life 
o» ibe Ocean Wave. 

The first object to be examined 
was a drop of pond water. Jorkins 
had gathered it, and assured us that 
it teemed with microscopic life. 
•' Then hard-a-port, " I shouted, and 
we dropped it on the mechanical 
stage. 

"What do you see?" 1 asked 
Syupson, who was at the Eye Piece. 



" Nothing," replied Svmpson. 

" Put her two points to wind- 
ward," I called out to Jorkins, who 
had now taken off his coat. 

What do you see now? " I 
asked. 

" Water," replied Sympson. 

'■ Good! Anything oIkc? " 

'■ No— yes — It 's a thing with a 
fat body and a — a mouth and a fail." 

"That's a porpoise," I said. 
" Hanl-a-port. " 

" Now there 's a long thing wii.h 
any number of legs." 

" Southend pier," I said. " We 
shall be in choppy water in a 
minute." 

" Don't," cried Simpson. " Now 
there's a— ugh " 

" A ground swell," explained Job- 
kins. 

And Sympson, who is a martyr to 
mal-de-mer, went below. 

"Jorkins I Up in the conning' 
tower," I gave the order. 

" Ay, ay, skipper," cried JorkinS; 
who was now covered with grease 
and perspiration. 

" Light on the port bow," he sud- 
denly called out. 



"What does she look like?" 

" A rakish -looking craft with a 
big head and ninety-seven legs." 

"Margate jetty," I said. "Run 
her close in and reconnoitre." 

Suddenly we ran aground. 

" Full speed aster-r-ni," I shouted, 
and I rushed to the steering-gear. 

Our drop of water had evaporated. 
TuE End. 



A Simple Arithmetical Problem. 

Mr. TiLAK, the Indian Nationahsl 
leader who published seditious arti' 
cles in his newspaper Kesari, made 
an address to the jury lasting six 
days. He was fined £66, and sen. 
tonced to six years' transportation. 
Even an innocent man might have 
received that sentence in the 
cum stances. 



Z^ near end 7«t bo &r. 

"St^uiins from Suadgate, near Calais, J. 
Wolfte will to-inotTOvr inalie another sttampt 
to Btrim acroBS the Channel." — Daily Hail. 
Unhappily even this encouragement 
did not bring him success. But it 
was a nice thought, all tb« same. 
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PROVERBIAL NEGLECT. 
Dear Mb. Punch, — I have a real 
grievance. It occurred to me last 
Sundaj' week, and I have been try- 
ing to write about it ever Bioce, 

but Well, the fact is they have 

been putting rape In my seed -pot 
lately and I simply have no time tor 
anything. To-day they — 



thought of. Supposing you just miss 
a railway accident through staying 
(or an extra glaSB of gingerade? 
Neither " Taking a horse to the 
water," nor "A stitch in time" 
quite fits the case, does it? So that 
you see you do want one or two 
more — really good ones. 
/( 's no good leaving the cage door 



so here goes. 

1 had just been un- 
covered and had hopped 
from the ring, where I 
sleep, down to the perch, 
where I live. Before 
springing on to my seed- 
pot 1 glanced out of the 
dining-room window. A 
robin was looking for his 
breakfast in the laurua- 
tinus. " Poor thingi " 
I said, and cracked, 
ninety-three rape seeds; 
then, " Fancy having to 
turn out on a rotten 
morning like this." Next 
1 started on the water- 
cress. Simultaneously 
the robin discovered a 
longworm. "Heavenal" 
I cried. " This must 
The Early Bird." Full 
of excitement I rushed 
to the edge of the cage 
to catch another glimpse. 
But the robin had retired 
with his petit dejeuner. 

The world seemed very 
empty, and 1 remained 
quite still for several 
seconds — thinking — 
thinking. At the end of 
that time 1 found I had 
a grievance. Bo have 
the other canaries, if 
they only knew it. 

Dear Mr. Punch, why 
don't they put lia into 
proverbs ? There are thou- 
sands and thousands of 
canaries (besides linnets 
and bullfinches and other 
cage-birds) in these 
islands alone — and not 
one proverb among the 
lot of us. Not one. Look how many 
the other birds have — the bird 
in the bush—the bird that wouldn't 
be caught with chaft, and lots of 
others. Even a wretched stray cat is 
better oft than we are. And as for 
dogs, bears and tortoises — why, I am 
perfectly sick of hearing about them. 

Of course, you say you don't want 
any more proverbs. Don't you, 
though? Things are always happen- 
ing that the proverb-makers never 
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A DIFFICULT CHOICE. 



A green canary should not bathe. 
That is another one. I don't know 
exactly when you ought to say it, but 
if your canary is green, that helps the 
point. 

Paint its cage yellow and your 
canary will disappear. This suggests 
a scientific problem that should keep 
canary -owners awake for many a 
night and incidentally 
benefit the colour- artist. 
The hand that gives 
the groundsel gets the 
song. This should cover 
a, bare patch or two in 
Ufe's daily round, though 
I am afraid it is a bit 
like " Virtue is its own 
Reward." Still most 
people would rather talk 
about canaries than 
virtue. Always cater for 
the masses. 

A blind canary will eat 
lead shot. Do not take 
a blind canary to the 
thfatre. Both of those 
may be funny, but not, 
in my poor opinion, in 
very good taste. 

In conclusion I should 
like to tell you of one I 
thought of in my bath 
yesterday. It is short, 
yet go full of meaning. 
It seems to bring before 
us, in a few simple 
words, all those grand 
mysteries of Life and 
Death. It runs as fol- 
lows:—^ stuffed canary 
does not sing. 

What do you think of 
that? 

Dear Mr. Punch, I 
should feel very grateful 
if you would publish 
this letter. People ought 
to know what a lot of 
good - wearing proverbs 
we oouid supply them. 
I am, yours truly, 

Peter 
(" London Fancy 



P,S.- 



open after the canary is dead. I 
thought of that the other morning. 
It sounds nice, and might come in 
well when a cheque is returned dis- 
honoured. 

A canary that is not fed to-day 
To-morrow trill have floum avay. 
That is poetry. A mistress might use it 
now and then during spring cleaning 
to urge on an unwilling maid. Or 
the maid herself might quote it when 
giving notice. 



-There are heaps 
of others. 



r balloon, 
E renin J 



Referring to the naw w. 
"Dirigible No. 2," Thi 
Neivs says: 

" It creates on t)ie mind of thp apertalnr the 
impression of o coloaaal (lennon sausage." 
We have heard of " footprints on the 
sands of time." but this seems to be 
quite a new impression, and we 
tremble to think of the mental state 
of London after the new balloon has 
made a trial trip over the metropolis. 
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r. Punch, alwoys 
nlcQso and assist, has collected a 
few suggestions in response to the 
Postmaster-General's pathetic plea 
for a scheme that shall benefit his 
lues as successfully as did the 
Limerick Craze: — 
Charge a shilling for permission 
i view Mons. Walklkv at work in 
his room. Imr£ Kiralfv. 

Establish penny postage to Lap- 
land. J. Henniker Heaton. 

Persuade Mr. Aloehnon Ashton 
to begin writing letters again. 

Editor, P.M.O. 
Purchase the proceeds of the 
Buckingham Palace waste - paper 
basket every day and soil them to 
tuft-hunters and flunkeys at an 
exorbitant figure. Diooenes. 

Establish penny pc-stage to Spitz- 
bergen. J. Henniker Heaton. 

Induce some rich paper to libel the 
Postmaster -General — by saying, for 
example, that his e^tpress messengers 
exceed the speed limit — and then 
claim heavy damages. 

W. H. Lever. 
Make it |>ogsiblo for other persons 



besides gloomy and cynical Post 
Office clerks to sell stamps. 

Common Sense. 

Invest the capital of the Post 
Office Savings Bank in the Coliseum. 
Oswald Stoll. 

Open high-priced reading-rooms for 
the perusal of other people's Poste 
Bcstante letters. Paul Pry. 

Establish penny postage 
Minorca. J. Henniker Heatok. 

Charge an entrance fee for the 
spection of the bumps (candles, one 
snilling each) of the wonderful clerks 
who find out the puzzle addresses 
and send an account of this triumph 
to the papers. Bostock. 

Establish penny postage to Ticrra 
del Fuego. J. Henniker Heaton. 

Move into the country and let me 
have St. Martin 's-Ie-Grand for a 
restaurant. Joe Lyons. 

Establish penny postage to Strom- 
boli. J. Hennikrr Heaton. 

Go through the registered letters. 
Wormwood Scrubbs. 



latSH KiiT *T Vi'KiMiKStEK."— The Slaniiard. 
The standard's attempt at local 
colour is excellent, but nothing is 
-id as to who kilt them. 



The Brutal Engluh. 
From a German picture -postcard : 

"363. ENousons KmEcssciiireE. 
Ko. 10. II. M. B. ' Loocostcr.' Armoured 
miser, D,8U0 ta." 



" One BBiv the bond that n-a* raised 
f.-dl limply bj ils owner's side." 

Mancheetrr G'juirdian. 
But what about the voice that war 
going to pat the winner on the back ? 



" The 6mii ot the ^OOroelrea flal race - whii h 
is a UiQe less Ihaa three yards short of a 
quBrter of a milo - was the principal event . . . 
Another tape had been stretched about a yard 
further on to give the winner a chance of 
breaking the quarter-mile record."- DailtjUail. 
Wiiy not another tape 100 yards 
further on for the half-mile record? 



he Yorkshire Evening Post makes 
mention of an accident to a man 
hom it deEcribes as a " cotton 
singer, ' ' and in this connection we 
may say that we once knew a man 
whom we should unhesitatingly 
describe as a " rotten singer." 



From an advertisement in The 
Staffordshire Sentittel: — 

" Sereril smart Isda watileJ . . . Itda 
mmt be rMpectabls or Dseleea." 
It seems a terrible alternative. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Bij Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerkt.) 

Love's Shadow (Grant Kichards), by Ada Leverson, ' 
iti a most refreshing sketch, and I only wish that a few 
more woman-writers had her joyous sense of huinour. 
The story is not much in itself, and its construction is 
rather desultory; the author, indeed, seems to have 
written a new chapter just whenever a fresh idea came 
into her charming head. But her dialogue is a pure 
dehght. Of the heroine, who describes herself as a 
" bachelor girl," we are to!d that she had not enough 
of the Bohemian quality to warrant that description. ; 
"she was too plastic, too finished." I am sure Mrs, 
Levekson has no more notion what this contradictory 
sentence means than I have: but I easily forgive her 
for the sake of the courage which she shows in letting 
the girl make her own running along the course of true 
love. The fun that is made out uf Bruce Ottley, of the 
Foreign Office, is perhaps a little exaggerated and cer- 
tainly tends to grow discursive. But his patient "wife, 
who sees through 
his foibles but for- 
bears to take advan- 
tage of her insight, 
is a noble e.fample 
of restrained humour 
on the part both of 
the lady and her 
creator. By the 
way, how is it that 
Lord Selscy, who 
cuts out Cecil 
Reeve, his nephew 
and heir, in the 
affections of the 
widow Eugenia, is 
only twenty years 
older than that 
nephew? Cccil'a 
father {Lord Selsey'n 
younger brother) 
must have married 
at a very precocious age. 

But this is mere captiousnese. Mrs Leverson'8 
book marks a great advance upon her previous work, 
and I hope she will not miss the appreciation which she 
has thoroughly earned. 



one unlucky day, he went to see Pauline in a French 
play. He guessed from her performance that she had 
sacrificed herself to save him and please mamma; hod 
his head cracked with a decanter, of all vulgar weapons, 
by an admirer of the lady; was jilted by Evangeline, 
and, after all, accepted by his other love, only to learn 
that she had received her death-sentence from the 
doctors. As a rule I enjoy the novels of Mr. \V, E. 
NoRRlS, but this one I find a trifle heavy, in spite of 
the comic interludes of a terrible old lady' with an ear- 
trumpet who had an inconvenient habit of thinking 
aloud. There is good work in. Pauline, but as a whole 
it seems to me to fall a little short of the high standard 
which we generally expect from Mr. Noeris. 



When young Nevilc Arnott fell in love with Pauline 
(Constable), a lady with a past, there was a good deal 
of fluftering in the Arnott dovecote, and the wise 
mother-bird promptly winged her way to Switzerland, 
there to talk to the siren, as woman to woman. 
Pauline's husband was a bad lot, and she had divorced 
him. .\lso she was an actress, and some years older 
than Ncvile, who was engaged to a nice little bread-and- 
butter miss at home. Mrs. Arnott put it to Pauline 
that for all these reasons she was no fit mate for the 
pride of the Amotts, and Pauline, far from contradicting 
her, oHered to make her young lover beUeve that she 
really was as black as she had been painted. 
The conventional youth (Eton and Oxford) obediently 
and blindly walked into the trap. He returned 
to his Evangeline, won a by-election for the 
Unionists, compared with which Pudsey was a 
moral victory tor the Liberal Party, and was on iho 
point of settling down as a prosy married M.J', — when, 



Mr. Louis J. Vance's story, The Blaclc Bag (Grant 
RiCHASDs), begins, as aii good romances should, in a 
London hotel ; but it is not long before the villain is 
sneaking out by a back door to avoid the police, and the 
hero and heroine are driving to Bloomsburyina hansom. 
On page 60 they two are, with the exception of the body 
of an unknown man, alone in an empty house; and if 
there is one thipg 
more romantic than 
a London hotel and a 
hansom cab it is an 
empty house. But 
Philip's happiness, 
for ne is by this 
time in love with 
Dorothy, is short- 
lived, for by page 
107 the boat was— 
this is official — 
gathering impetus 
as it momentarily 
diminished in the 
night's illusory per- 
spective; the boat, 
that is, which was 
conveying the villain 
and the girl aboard 
the brigantine. 
Philip was at the 
I wharf to see them oft, not being aware that the 
other man really was the villain; and Dorothy went 
quite willingly, under the mistaken impression that 
he was her father. However, Philip finds out hip 
error and gives chase. Up till now he has not 
even tapped his hip-pocket significantly, far less shot 
anybody; but at Antwerp he boards the brigantine, 
collects all the revolvers (I am never happy until the 
hero has all the revolvers) and makes off with the 
Black Bag and Dorothy. It is then the villain's turn to 
give chase — his effort is even more exciting. Mr. Vance 
knows exactly how to do this sort of story, and I recom- 
mend him enthusiastically to all who are not fnmilinr 
with his methods. I forgive him for making his licro 
seeing that the latter talks English and has 
iventures in Europe. It Philip had got the bulge 
club-footed snipe in Fifth Avenue, it would have 




been another matter. 



" The 01(1 Tjimp at T/^rd's agnin brichtl; bums. Ha lustre hns Ijpen 
momentarily hidden bj the slireiis nml palches that pcrcolaleci [lie rind 
o[ secrecy diat those who were siriving to run the Triaii^ulor Tesls 
[ endeavoured to set up."- The Ub,crrer. 

The writer must get his left leg Bcross more for this 
stroke. 
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As several Articles eutitled " The 
Ideal Public House " have appeared 

on the subject o£ Lord Laminoton's 
Bill, we are requested to atate, Jn 
order to prevent Jalee hopes faom 
being raised, that the Bill does not 
propose to make it compulsory for 
every publican to supply custometB 
with free drinks. 

It is suggested that the Crystal 
Palace ahall be turned into a 
MuBuuni. We should have thought 
it would take up too much room in 
any Museum. 

- %* 

In the opinion of a Stuttgart pro- 
fessor, music is the best agent for 
making the hair grow. We think, 
howror, that the Professor has 
jumped to a hasty and wrong con- 
plusion. Much of the music one 



"Oh t 



hears nowadays makes one's hair 
stand on end, and this gives a 
deceptive appealrance of growth. 

Miss Maud Allan, who is con- 
tributing the story of her life to The 
Weekly Dispatch, was once, it ap- 
peara, kidnapped by Red Indians. 
Their costume seems to have made a 
lasting impression on her. 

"Yes," said the manager of the 
latest exponent of the Almoat- 
Altogether Dance, " of the Press 
notices I received there was only 
one unfavourable." " And what was 
the tenour of it? " " Why, it said 
that there was nothing in the per- 
formance to which anyone could take 
exception." 



Solicitors, it Is now stated, are to 
be wigged aa well as gowned, "an 
eminent finn of wig-makers " being 
on the point of producing a headgear 
which, it is mysteriously announced, 
will bo easily distinguished from the 
hall-mark of the barrister. While 
we have no wish to give away the 
secret, we would mention that a 
rumour is current, and is causing 
some concern in Chancery Lane, to 
the effect that the solicitor's wig will 
he red instead of grey. 



Answer to a Lady Correspoa- 
dent : — We believe that the best way 
to pack your hats is to obtain from 
the local ironmonger a large round 
tin bath for each of them. 
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THE MAN THAT STOLE THE DfAMONDS. 

[To Mr. BtJPEiiT GoiSNEBa. Commanfler of t1io I/indon DiTigion Naval 
Volunteer Reserve (H.M.S. Uuzzard, moored off tli8 approach la 
Mr. Punclia OlficeBl. Mr, Ulusnesb is rajwrteH to hnve been the 



llcPEBT, 1 *m told you 've never done 
A decent day's work 'neath the sun, 
Never perspired in any one 

0£ life's laborioiia furrows; 
But I am certain {see Who 's Who f) 
This allegation isn't true 
Which (they allege) was flung at you 

By Mr. Bertie Bubeowb. 

That bulwark of the public weal 

Says " Man must work, or beg, or steal. 

To earn the matter for a meal 

To stuff his Little Mary at;" 
And, since you always shirked a job 
And shunned to beg the casual bob. 
One course remained, says he, — to rob 

A toiling proletariat. 

Yet I have read that, long before 
Your Buzzard flanked the Temple shore 
And you became the Commodore 

Of civil tars that manned her. 
You figured in the Eton eight, 
And helped to lift the Ladies' Plate, 
And twice secured, at welter weight, 

The DiamondB for Leander. 
From time to time, when I observe 
Your waistcoat's more than ample curve, 
I 've thought what courage, what a nerve 

Hanc agitavit molem; 
And now I hear our Herbert swear 
You never turned an honest hair, 
Or won the Diamonds on the square. 

But simply went and stole 'em. 
Bear up, my Eupert ; never mind. 
Though men like Herb arc gravel-blind 
To labour of .the larger kind, 

The work that 's not lor wages ; 
Your efforts on the L.C.C, 
Nobly performed without a fee. 
Shall stimulate our heirs and be 

The envy of the ages- 



OUR SUMMER NUMBER STORY. 

At the base of the cliff lie sat sketching. Behind hii 
Iha granite wall rose forbiddingly — up, up, and ngain 
up, and yet up again. The tide swirled ominously round 
the rocks — like a tiger licking his lips before his lunch. 

Yet ho noticed it not, for a vision of ethereal beauty 
had swum before his ken. He knew her at once for the 
Summer Number Girl, for she had liquid violet cyca, 
and she wore no shoes, stockings, slceveB, or neckwear. 
However, a Directoire hat made up for these deficiencies. 

A pink freckle on her lissom neck set his veins dancini; 
with liquid fire. Where the sun had kissed why should 
not he ? 

A tiny scream — instinct with graceful abaniion — rent 
the air. She had slipped on the rocks ! To his dying 
day he will remember that sickening scrunch as she sat 
down suddenly on a colony of periwinkles. 

She was thirty yards away, but in a single hound he 



was by her side. She had fainted — her ankle had given 
way. A horrible indecision made a moment waver out 
into an eternity before his eyes. Ought he to chafe her 
ankle or her wrist? In the end he decided that the 
latter would be more genteel. 

Her eyelids opened like two April flow'rets, revealing 
eyes of liquid violet, then closed modestly like two timid 
oysters, " Thank you," she murmured, and the uncon- 
ventional camaraderie of her words sent a thrill of exalta- 
tion to his brain. 

Not at all!" be replied with almost passionato 
intensity. 

" I must have slipped," murmured the 'V^isron. Even 
in his intoxicating rapture he could not help noticing that 
she never " said " but merely " murmured." 

" Not at bUI " he repeated; then he could have bitten 
his tongue ofi at the audacity of the remark. Suppose 
she were to resent it? 

But his indiscretion was quickly banished from 
thought. 

"The tide!" she panted. "It's rising! We're 
cut oft I " 

It was BO. The tide was swirling menacingly around 
them. One wanton wavelet touched her toe. She 
blushed and drew it under her skirts. 

In an Instant he had slipped off bis scarlet cummer- 
bund, tied it into a lasso, and cast it up at the merciless 
granite wall behind them. Twenty feet above a tiny 
projection glinted in the sunlight. The noose caught — 
held — tightened. To clasp her in both arms and to 
swarm up the cummerbund with the other was the work 
of a moment. 

They were on a ledge some two inches wide, looking 
out wild-eyed upon a waste of waters. On the i&r 
horizon a tramp steamer flirted a puS of smoke mock- 
ingly towards them. And still the tide rose. . . . 

Again he cast up his cummerbund another thirty feet, 
and drew her into temporary safety in a crack of the 
cliff that just afforded a hold for one foot. And still the 
tide rose. . . . 

" It looks jolly awkward," he breathed, feeling that 
he was voicing an eternal truth. 

"Yes, isn't it?" she murmured; and her words 
seemed to him an ample reward for irons of purgatory. 

Fifty feet above them a single root of samphire tau' 
talised him with its offer of safety. Alone, he might 
have leapt and caught it, hut with her in his arms he 
felt that the risk was unthinkable. 

They must perish together unless . . . unless V . 
An avenue of safety Buddenly flashed upon his mind 
It was horribly prosaic, but for her sake he felt that no 
sacrifice could be too great. It must be done. 

" Why not take the lift up the cliff? " ho whispered 
hoarsely. 

"It will cost us twopence," she murmured; "and 

I 've lost my purse." 
" May I pay for you . . . nlwnys? " He was gazing 

passionately into the depths of her liquid violet eyes. 
They loomed up before him like the coloured bottles in 

II chemist's window. 
She lowered her eyelids, down, down, down. They 

reminded him of the blinds closing down o'er the 
chemist's shop. Then she trembled delieiously. 

He hung on her words in an agony of apprehension. 

" You will be my hero . . . always," she murmured 

" Then I can never he your husband?" he demanded 
fiercely. 

" No ! " she answered sadly, " not if you and I are to 
keep our pride of place in the Summer Numbers! " 
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A DAY AFTER THE FAIR. 

GLAD TO SEE YOU, MADAU ; BUT 1 
LITTLE EARLIEB— WHILE THE OLYMPIC GAMES WERE OH. 



Mr. Punch (10 PEid). "GLAD TO SEE YOU, MADAU; BUT I WISH YOU COULD HjmSJJOUE II , 



y Google 
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A WANDERER IN WALES. 
Crossing o'er the EngliBh borders 
By my worthy doctor's orders, 
Well equipped with home-spun rai- 
ment, 
■Gold, to make immediate paymeot — 
Fully armed likewise with divers 
Weopons — fishing rods and drivers, 
Niblick, putter, cleek and baffj; 
Thus 1 went to call on Tafiy. 

Disappointments not a few 
Lent my trip a eombre hue. 
For I never saw Corelli 
At Llandudno or Pwllheli; 
Did not Ree Shaw take a header 
In the sight of all Llanbedr; 
Did not run against Mackinnon 
Woon, M.P., by Llyn or Ffynnon; 
Did not meet with Donald Tovby 
On the links of Aberdovey ; 
Failed to recognise Count Haykau 
In the environs of Blaenau; 
Or encounter Baron Wrahqel 
In the streets of Llanfihangel; 
Did not pluck the wild persimmon 
On the summit of Plynlimmon ; 
Did not hear the voice of " Mabon " 
On the platform of Ruabon; 
Never saw, worst blow of all, 
Bav£N-Hill at Raven Fall. 



Subject to these reservations 
Wales, throughout my divagations. 
Answered all my expectations. 
Ordered specially to " slack it," 
And avoid all needless racket. 
Soon 1 found that Cambria's railways 
Were the very best of snailways. 
Further, that this land of quiet 
Harmonised with varied diet. 
Thus I sampled fair Portmadoe's 
Admirable shrimps and haddocks, 
And appeased a mighty twist with 
Mutton pies at Aberystwith ; 
Lunched oR lamb and peas and 

lettuce 
At the hostelry of Bettws ; 
Mingled ham and eggs and shandy- 
Gaff beside the Mill of Pandy ; 
And partook of beer and trifle 
On the cairn that crowns Yr Eifl, 

For the rest my Welsh impressions 
Justified my prepossessions. 
Though the trippers' ways at Bar- 
mouth 
Much reminded mo of Yarmouth, 
Vocalists I heard at Bala 
Worthy of Milan's La Soala. 
Though the Merioneth "Terrier" 
Should be more to make us 
Still the walls of Harlech stand 
Frowning over mead and strand; 



Still the ancient songs that stirred 
Heroes to the fight are heard; 
Still the old enchantment clings 
To the ruined halls of kings; 
Still amid her hills and vales 
Throbs the unconquered heart of 
Wales. 

Tlic Church Times begins an 
article upon " Church Finance " 
boldly thus: 

" Thia is a large problem. Tliia is h difficult 
ivoblem. But it ia a iirobleiu tlie coiiHiileraliuii 
of which can bo deleired no longer. At every 
turn it DreBents itself, end then tlis lemjilBlion 
ia to IuIk plntitudea, to wish viguoJ; for reform 
while implying that relorm mnst w*il for tli« 
millewiiam, and sa lo pass on hastilj to uaotlier 

Unfortunately it ends (on the third 
column) in thia way : 

" Wo Lave no Hpace left vheiein even to 
indicate remediee. Posaibl; we ma; find u> 
occasion of retumlng to the subject" 
How well it understands I 



Echoas of tho Xarathoa S<ao«. 

He went to Sonth Afnca during theBoM 

' and there learnt to run." 

The Daily Vhronitle (on Mr. Hefferon). 
There must be a better way of putting 
this, if one could only think of it. 
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THE HOLIDAY GUIDE. 

" Wheeb are you going for yout 
holidays? " asked Beatrice, who 
always wants to know more than is 
good for a sister-iu-Iaw. 

" I don't know," I said sleepily. 

" Isn't it nearly time you began to 
think about itT" 

" My dear, I 've been thinking 
about it for weeks. Don't bo cross 
with me." 

" You haven't even decided when 
you 're going, have you? " 

"Oh, yes, I have." 

"When?" 

" As soon as 1 've decided where 
I 'm going. ... Is that for me or 
for Baby? If it's for me, it *a too 
small." 

Beatrice stitched in silence for a 
little while. Then she 
put down her work and 
began to talk seriously. 

" Why don't you go 
abroad ? ' ' 

"I can't go alone," I 
said; " I should probably 
got stolen. You wouldn't 
like it a bit if the post- 
man turned up one morn- 
ing with an ear of mine 
in a little bo>i, and you 
were asked tor ten thou- 
sand pounds for the rest 
of me, and twopence 
anyhow for the over- 
weight." 

" Don't be absurd." 

" I "U go if you '11 let 
me have John. You 
know, I always think 
they 'd eat Jons first. 
He is fatter than 1 am. 
I should point that out." 

" 1 'ra afraid you can't have John." 

" Oh, if you 'ro going to be selfish 
about it " 

" What county did you think ot, 
if you stay in England? " 

" I don't know, I like all the 
counties. This is so sudden." 

" Why not Cornwall? " 

" Yea, why not Cornwall? Only 
. . . Well, what I feci is that if 
I go to Cornwall I am sort of casting 
n slur upon all the other counties. 
. . . ' Casting the Slur ' — you know, 
that would have made rather a good 
field event at the Stadium. I sup- 
pose America " 

" Mary says Northamptonshire is 
lovely." 

"Now that really is nice of Mary," 
I said enthusiastically. " Northamp- 
tonshire has it. I shall qualify for 
the county. Hang Cornwall." 

"Really?" said Beatrice ex- 
citedly. 



" Yes. 1 leave It to you and 
Mary to find mo a nice place there," 

"I'll write to Mary to-night." 
She got up and moved towards the 
house, " I suppose you don't want 
to be too near a town ? ' ' 

' ' Not too near. But so long as 
it 's quite close to the sea, I don't 
really mind, I want," I went on 
dreamily, " to lie on the top of a 
cliff and smoke, and listen to the 
waves, and watch the rabbits play- 
ing on the sands below, 1 want " 

Beatiiice came back to my chair 
suddenly, 

"I should like to shake you," 
she said. 

" Wh:it 's the matter? " 

"Northamptonshire isn't near the 
sea, as you know quite well." 

" I knew we should find something 




" If you really want the sea and 
will be sensible, perhaps 1 might 
make a suggestion." 

"I wish you would. Then I'll 
tell you what I don't like about it." 

"AH right. Wait a minute." She 
disappeared into the house, and came 
out again with something in her 
hand. Drawing her deck chair next 
to mine she spread a map out on 
her knees. 

" A map," I cried, sitting up 
quickly. " How lovely, Ob, look, 
there 's the sea. What county is 
this?" 

" Dorset." 

" Cheers for Dorset. Is the sea 
really as blue as that? " 

"Bluer. Much bluer." 

" You seem very keen," I said sua- 
piciously. " Have you got shares in 
it? " 



" I was bom in Dorset." 

"You dear! Then I shall cer- 
tainly make a pilgrimage. Now, where 
shall I stay?" I looked longingly 
at the map. " What about Tumuli '.' 
That looks a jolly little place," 

■' Osmington," began Beatrice, 

" Oh, here 'e Tumuli again. That 

will make it very awkward. My 
letters will all go wrong. Two in the 
same county is absurd. Oh, look 
here, they 're all over the place. 

Why do you Oh, I see." 

" As I was saying ■" 

" I 've got it! Look there — ' Inn-' 
Right on the sea, too. Now, if we 
onfy knew the name of it we 'd write 
to the landlord. Or we might cut that 
bit out and paste it on the envelope, 
with ' The Landlord ' written just 
above." 

" John won't mind his 
map being spoilt," said 
Bkatbice, " Not a bit." 
" Then will you do it 
for me? I never know 
what to say to land- 

Beatrice folded up the 
map and looked at me. 

" It '8 you who wantsii 
me to decide," I pro- 
tested. " 1 was quite 
willing to go on thinking. 
Now you 're trying to 
back out of it." 

" Oh oh, very well. 

What are your particular 
requirements? " 

"That 's it exactly," 1 
said in admlraUon. 
" That 's the sort of word 
landlords love. I 'm no 



good at them at all." 

" Well? " said Beatrice, nibbling 
her pencil. 

" First, a big breakfast." 

" ' The food must be ample,' " 
said Beatrice to herself. 

" Is ' ample ' strong enough? " I 
asked doubtfully. 

" Quite." 

" Well, you might add ' particu- 
larly at the morning meal,' or some- 
thing like that. Don't let 'e spoil 
the whole holiday for a ha'porth of 
ink. ' ' 

" All right. What 's the next? " 

" Oh, well . . . Yes. ... I don't 
know that there .'a ... I said about 
the breakfast, did I? A big break 

fast, and no feather bed, and 

Weil, you might just ask if they can 
do porridge. That 's really all. Three 
weeks in August probably. . - Oh, I 
knew there was something I 'd for- 
gotten. ' F.S. What about plate and 
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linon ? ' You always say that when 
you go away. 1 don't know what it 
moans." 

" Oh, I think that will be all right. 
Well, I '11 send it oft to-night. 1 
daresay I can find a way of ad- 
dressing it without cutting up the 
map. It 'b close to Osmington. 
You 've quite decided on it? " 

" Quite," I said sleepily, and 
closed my eyes again. 

But I 'vo been thinking since that 
I 'm rather an aea. 1 believe " Inn " 
is a catch like " Tumuli," and that 
it will turn out to be the name of a 
town. It 'a hardly likely they 'd so 
and stick all the pubs into a small 
map hke that. If so, we shall look 
rather fools. 

In fact, I really think I shall have 
to go abroad after oil. You can hear 
quite well with one ear, I believe, 
and if you let your hair grow the dis- 
ftgurement is nothing to speak of. 
A. A. M. 



'■L,U>IES IN PARLIAMENT." 

{Eitrail from a Velxite on the Xationaliaation 
nf Laundrka.) 

Mrs. Mc'Sag [Gretna Green). . . . 
But there is worse behind it. K 
traitress to her sex is egging on those 
who would not otherwise dare to 
raise their heada against the righteous 
demands of an enlightened and all 
but unanimous sisterhood. {Heart 
hear!) Yes, we glory in the " 
terhood of women"! How the 
ChancelloreBs of the Exchequer can 
reconcile it with her conscience . . , 

Mr. Polkington (Prime Minister). 
I beg to rise to . . . 

Mrs. Polkinglon {Chancelloresa of 
the Exchequer). John, ait down. I 
will SCO to this myself. I am re- 
sponsible tor the nation's money. 
Mrs. McNao, you are no lady. 
(Loud Oppositiori cries of " Order! 
order! ") 

Mrs. McNag. As the right honour- 
able member has infringed the regu- 
tntions of the House by addressing 
mo by name, I feel at liberty to | ' 
her & piece of my mind. A woi 
who has the bad taste to wes 
mauve silk dress with passe menterie 
d'aspcrges and ruches of pate de foie 
grai is . . . 

Mrs. Polkington. At any rate, 
never wore a pink hat trimmed with 
escargots d'or and birds of paradise. 
(Uproor.) 

Mt$. McNag. You haven't the 
taste of an oyster. 

Mrs. Polkington {bursting into 

tears). Jonx, how car^ you sit there 

and hear me insulted by this female ? 

Mrs. McNag {alto in tears). Am I 



Atttdie. "WHiT DO YOC TBIM, ALU? 

Alan {alrtad y fair ly laell o ff for loya). 






to be colled a female to my face? 
{Loud cries of " Mrs. Speaker," 
" Withdraw," etc.) 

Mrs. Speaker. I think we are all 
agreed that the honourable member 
is nil female, and I hope that the 
Chancelloress of the Exchequer may, 
when less agitated, see her way to 
withdraw the oxpression. 

Mrs. Polkington. I am quite wil- 
ling to withdraw. The House will 
kindly bear in mind that I had great 
provocotion, and I moy add that my 
cook gave me notice o few hours 
ago, which hos greatly shaken my 
nerves. 

Mrs. Afc.Vaj, I accept the apology, 
and take back what I said about the 
mauve dress and the oyster. The 
Chancelloross has the taste of many, 
many oysters. 



Tub New Zealand post brings us 
the report of The Eltham Argus 
(" with which," we feci bound to 
odd, " is incorporated The Kuponga 
Mail ") on the second reading of the 
Prevention of Crimes Bill, as cabled 
from London on June M. 

" Mr. OlfldBtone." snys The Ktlham Argvi. 
"sUted Ihnt Iho Government would provide 
the machineij necessary for bringing every 
kind of good influence to benr on Pnrlinment. 
teach them trndes, ahoir them what (ooln lli^y 
had beeo, and equip tliem for a new Mnrt in 
life." 

We hove often suspected that some 
of the bittereat home truths uttered 
in the House of Commons r.re kept 
back from us by a corrupt London 
Press ; and we ore glad our New 
Zealand contemporary has had the 
courage to reveal a very sinister state 
of things. 
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THE THORN IN THE BUSH. 
{A Complaint from the Exhibition.) 
On city o£ the dazzling domes, 

And pleftsances by geiiies planted, 
Wherein the happy tourist roame 
And ought by rights to feel 
enchanted ; 

1 've done my beet 
To (eel that /.est 
Your guehiug little guide-book takes 
for granted. 

I know whore every trade is wooed, 
Where every cloistered walk or 
fflen is; 
I *ve nung upon a bridge and viewed 
(While counting my remaining 
pennies) 

Electric boats 
Pop out hke stoats, 
And murmured, "This is fairyland 
(or Venice)." 

Iq vain ! it was no earthly use. 

It seems the half-inspired creators. 
Whose airy intellects produce 
These palaces and hire the waiters. 
Have no regard 
For mo the bard 
Who oannot stand a tumult of spec- 
tators. ' 

Just as I seemed to have it hot 
(That glamour that the scribes 
reported),. 
Some visitor defaced the spot 
Where- only Fancy should have 
sported. 

The fine effect 
Was simply wrecked 
By amatory pairs who crooned and 
courted. 

But take away the selfish mob. 

Remove the mere erotic sillies. 
And I 'd have gladly paid a bob 
For porticoes like oarven lilies; 
So rare a shade 
They might have made 
For me to wander in alone with 
Phyllis ! 



SEASIDE RHAPSODIES. 
(To evit all tastes.) 
Northgate. — Brilliant sunshine to- 
day in the morning; the Mayor's 
" At Home " in the afternoon. Sea 
Home what choppy in parts, but 
smooth places still obtainable. Penny- 
in-the-siot machines are bring well 
patronised by visitors. Curiously 
enough, wretched weather is being 
experienced at Westbourne. 

WentboiiTne. — Sunshades are being 
used here to keep off the sun. 
Thousands of visitors watching the 
ti4o come in. Performance twice 



daily. Northgate seems to be unfor- 
tunate in its weather just now. It 
never rains there, they say — but it 
pours! 

Tcymouth. — Glorious sunshine, 
cool breezes, and a sea like glass. 
Beach black with babies. Heavy 
excursions expected to - day from 
Northgate and Westbourne, where 
the weather seems to have broken 
up for good. 

fiasfsca.— Delightful weather con- 
ditions as always. Sun, 4.30 a.m. to 
7.30 P.M. (Free). Band of the Boys' 
Brigade in the Terrace Gardens (6d.). 
The influenza victims who arrived 
yesterday from Northgate, West- 
bourne and Tey mouth are rapidly 
recovering. 

Highslaim. — 24 hours' bright sun- 
shine. Rainfall nil. Cool breezes 
from all quarters. Sea to suit cus- 
tomers. Daily Mail un breakfast- 
table, 5.30. The fund inaugurated 
by The Highsiairs Independent for 
the sufferers -at Northgate, West- 
bourne, Teymouth and Eastsea now 
totals several pounds. Umbrellas 
and mackintoshes are still required 
for their relief, and will be acknow- 
ledged in the columns of The Inde- 
pendent. 



THE ADVERTISEMENT; 
OR, A School fob Liars. 

"How to let the cottage for 
August?" I said. "Why, adver- 
tise, to be sure," 

"What a good idea!" aaid 
Eleanor. " How clover you are, 
uncle 1 ' ' 

" I could have told you that," 
said Humphry. 

"Yes," said Eleanor, "but you 
didn't. Cleverness consists chiefly 
in saying the right thing at the right 
time, doesn't it, uncle?" 

" Certainly," I replied. 

" A stupid man," Eleanor went 
on, rather incautiously, I thought, 
" who says the right thing at the 
right time is cleverer than a witty 
man who keeps silent." 
" Theoaseesactly," said Humphry. 

Eleanor, who never sees irony, 
beamed upon her husband. 

" Let us draw up the advertise- 
ment," I said hastily. " How many 
rooms ? ' ' 

" Let 's see," said Eleanor. 
" Four bedrooms, counting the attic, 
one sitting-room, one kitchen, larder, 
wood -shed, bicycle - house. - How 
many is that? " 

" Strictly speaking," said Hum- 
I'HttY, " it is six and an attic." 

" It would never do to say that," 
I said. 



" Must one give the exact num-, 
ber? " EtEANOR asked. 

" Certainly not," said Humphry — 
" not in a clever advertisement. It 
was for such difficulties that the 
word ' roomy ' was invented." 

" Or ' commodious,' " I added. 

" Yes, or commodious," he agreed. 
" The advertisement should begin : 
' To let, for the month of .August, 
roomy cottage ' — and so on." 

" Do you thhik it quite fair to call 
it roomy? " Elbakob asked. " You 
know iiow we hit our heads some- 

" Isn't it 'roomy'?" Humphry 

asked. 

" I don't know," Eleanor ad- 
mitted. " It depends on what you 
mean by ' roomy.' " 

" If," said Humphry, " by ' rainy ' 
you mean appertaining to rain, by 
' roomy ' you mean appertaining to 
u room. A house possessing only 
one room thus becomes ' roomy.' It 
is an excellent word." 

" Oh, Humphry," said Eleanor, 
quite convinced, " how clever you 



"Very good so far," said 
quickly. " Now, how do we go on 
Isn't it a drawback to have no batfi- 



on? 
latfi- / 



" Couldn't we just say ' bath 
asked Eleanor, who was very rapidly 
descending to the low moral level of 
the house-agent. " Something Hke 
this: ' itoomy cottagci with all need- 
ful ofMces, bicycle -house, bath, 
etc.'?" 

"Well," said Humphry. "I'm — 
blowed. And you have been calling 
uncle and me clever. We 're not in it," 

Eleanor shone with joy. 

" In this advertisement here," I 
said, reading from a paper, "they 
mention cricket and golf." 

" That 's all right," said Humphry. 
"We can add 'Cricket and golf.' 
What 's to prevent us? " 

" Only that there isn't any," said 
Eleanor. 

" There 's cricket in the village on 
Saturday afternoons, ' ' said Hum- 
phry. " Why not mention it? And 
one could putt on the lawn it one 
wanted to. I think as a matter of 
fact that the words ' cricket and golf ' 
ought to bo added to all advertise- 
ments just as a symmetrical ending, ' 

" Very well," said Eleanor. " But 
could we say ' good fishing,' too? " 

" No," said I, " you couldn't. 
You will get into enough trouble as 
it is. How far are you from the 
station? " 

"Two miles and a quarter," said 

HUMPHRV. 

" A very bad distance," I said. 
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ilagi^raU. "You Bi 
Complainant. " He ti 
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WBAT nAPPENED TJEH?" 



" One should never be over two 
miles in an advertisement." 

"Why say the distance?" Hum- 
phry asked. " Why not say merely 
' within easy distance of station '? " 

"Because you 're not," 1 replied. 

" But two miles and a quarter 
would be quite easy in a motor-car, ' ' 
Eleanor said. " You merely say 
' easy distance,' and every one has a 
motor nowadays." 

" Splendid ! " said IIumphry. 

"Jesuit! " said I. 

"Then it now reads," said Hum- 
phry, "'To let, for the month of 
August, roomy cottage in Kent, with 
ail needful offices, bicycle-shed, bath, 
etc. Golf, cricket. Within easy 
distance of station.' I don't think 
that 'b quite enough." 

"Here "s one here," I said, read- 
ing Bgaiu from the paper. " that 
Bare 'Fruit and vegetables.' " 

" Oh veB," Eleanor cried, "that 's 
very attractive. Of course, let them 
iiavB the fruit and vegetahles." 

"There won't he any," said Hum- 
phry. " There 's nothing hut parsley 
nnd herbs and apples. The apples 
aren't ripe till Octoher." 



" But some people," said Eleanor, 

"hke green apples. Won't you remem- 
ber how Mr. TllISTLETHWAlTE did? 
And parsley is a vegetable, isn't it? " 

'■ ^uito right," said Humphry. 

' Fruit and vegetables.' " 

" Is that oil?" I asked with some 
sarcasm. 

" Look ond see," said Humphry. 
"I said, 



iei\ Ei.EA- 



' I think 
Evory- 



" Well, here 
'■ that mentions a garage.' 
"The bicycle-house I " c 

NOK. 

"No," said Hcmpiirv. 
that would be deception. 
thing else has been all tair and 
square; but to call the bicycle-shed 
a garage is a little bit too strong. 
No, uncb, you must not tempt us. 
No garage." 

"Tempt youl" I rrplicd. "I 
like that! " 

" Well, uncle, wo should not have 
thought of it but for you," said 
Eleanor, who is as fickle as April. 
■■ It was tempting, in a wav, wasn't 
it?" 

" Very well," said I, laying down 
the paper, " I have done with it. 1 
wash mv hands of the whole aftnir. " 



"But what about the rent?" 
Humphry cried. " Wemuatfis that.'' 
Rent moderate,' " I said shortly, 
I was tired of it. 

"Oh, uncle," Eleaxor exclaimed. 
" Why moderate? How can we ^ 
to Holland on it if it 's only 
moderate? " 

" Well, we must say moderate, 
anyway," said HuMPimv. "Once 
tliey have nibbled we fan fix 
amount. Thoy won't nibble at all 
if we don't say moderntr. That 's 
the point, as uncle says." 

" I said nothing of the kind," 1 
replied hotly. " What I said was 

I was tired of the whole d 

whole thing." 

" Oh, uncle. "said Eleanor, "don't 
be unkind. You are so useful. We 
could do nothing without you." 

Hereupon Eleanor sat down and 
copied out the advertisement just 8 
ib had been compiled, save for tiio 
mention of a garage, and it went off 
to the papers that very night. 

Jolly for the poor beggars that bite. 
Sure to hare a large family. ■ But 
what awful liars of nephews ■ and 
nieces an uncle can have '. 
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rftnAffSfcinMr, "Twi bhillim" to . 
Sporting Cabby. "WELL— I'M QOIN' 
Tlu NcSI:ianer. "HEiDB? Weel, i 



CA' CANNY! 

TO Holbobh! Kit, hat. Bd 



THE USB OF THE WHISTLE. 

The dance over, 1 placed myself 
delicately in & taxicab and ordered 
the fellow to drive me to my eligible 
residence. Upon arrival I alighted 
(aa who would not have done?), and 
as I paid the fare to the taxicabman 
I could not help notioing that a dis- 
cussion was pending between us. As 
I always oome o& worst in discus- 
sions, whatever the topic, I stepped 
up to my front-door with alacrity 
and admitted myself cordially and 
without hesitation into my front ball. 
I left the cabman deliberately wind- 
ing his engine, as one that desired 
to give a man every chance of relent- 
ing and returning to increase the 
bonus. 

Just inside the hall I mot a man 
whom, upon cross-examination, I 
discovered to be a burglar. In his 
professional enthusiasm ' he had 
abandoned liis weapons of defence, 
and I noticed with horror that he 
too seemed to be gathering himself 
ogether for a discussion — moral, 
robably, and socialistic. So I re- 



sorted to a subterfuge. " After all," 
I said, " the legal element in the 
matter is not altogether negligible. 
Let us procure an Expert." 'lliere- 
upon, retreating to the doorstop, I 
blew once, and, reminding myself 
with pleasure of the report of the 
PoUce Commission, I blew again 
upon that whistle, without which no 
householder (be ho casuist or not) 
is complete. " Let us have three 
Experts," I said, and blew once 
again. 

There was a short, sharp silence. 
The Dialectician of the Doormat re- 
garded me curiously from his side of 
the lintel. I maintained my posi- 
tion on the step, mute of malice 
and trusting that my experts would 
not tarry in their coming. I felt 
now loss inclined than ever to oarry 
tbrougb single-handed an ailment 
which showed every sign of being a 
violent one. At moments liiie these 
one's senses are alive to the smaller 
details. My eye feasted itself upon 
the burglar's neckwear, and dis- 
covered in his scarf a shade of green 
hitherto unsuspected. My nose de- 
tected, sensible through a widely- 



distributed atmosphere of alcohol, tho 
aroma' of my own whisky, and lastly 
my ear listened attentively to the 
sound of a rapidly approaching motor. 

With a feeling that warmed the 
cockles of my heart and loosened the 
stiSness of my facial muscles, 1 heard 
the oar pull, up at my doorstep. 
Much as I have always admired the 
Police, I hardly expected them to 
oome to my assistance in an electric 
brougham. I turned round to greet 
them, and the burglar, not to be 
outdone in politeness and the better 
to watch the proceedings, stepped 
past mo on to the pavement. 

It was no electric brougham that 
met our anxious gaze. It was not 
even a private automobile. It was' 
merely an empty taxioab. It woe, 
in fact, the taxicab. " Thank you," 
eaid the burglar, with genuine grati- 
tude, "thank you a tm)usand times 
for this most generous thought"; 
and to the taxicabman, as he packed 
himself and his congested bag into 
the loalhaomo machine, "White- 
chapel, please, William." 

Thus the two controversialistg 
passed gut of' my life. 



THE PHILANTHBOPIC HIGHWATMAl^^oosle 
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BiQiroKiHB Ldlv, AaoDiTTi, i. 

House of Lords, Monday, 27th 
July. — " The Government come to 
the House o( Lorde and tbrust Bills 
down youi Lordships' throats one 
after another." 

Thus Campebdowk, on proposal to 
take second reading of Irish Uni- 
versities Bill. Phrase a little am- 
biguous. Striving to realize the 
picturs suggested, one is not sure 
whether it ia the Bills that, one after 
another, are thrust down throat of 
noble Ix)r(la, or whether, one after 
another, noble Lords are taken in 
hand and have Bills administered to 
them. 

A small matter; does not afiect 
forcefuiness of the fancy. The case 
is certainly hard. Month after 
month the Lords have had no 
work to do. Now Ministers plump 
down upon them measures by the 



SDCCESSFDL COEYPHfiES OF THE SEASON. 
a AoosriH* Biuqxt 

bushel. They will be required to 
crowd into this single week their 
consideration of multiform labours 
which the Commons have spread 
ever months. By way of aggravation, 
the important Bill set down for 
second reading to-day has not been 
circulated. Peers are invited to pass 
a critical stage of a Bill they have 
never seen, whose provisions are a 
matter of hearsay. 

True, it has been before the other 
House and the country for months. 
Newspapers full of reports of debates 
in Commons, with leading articles 
thereupon. By going into Commons' 
Lobby any Peer might obtain copy 
of the Bill at the Vote office. That 
a low utilitarian way of looking at 
things. In accordance with ancient 
tradition and etiquette, the Lords 
know nothing of any legislative pro- 



roKwian witb some ookfidencb it tbb fall or tub ocnuir. 

posal until it has been presented to 
notice through their own channels. 

In theory they knew no more about 
the much-debated Bill than if discus- 
sion actually carried on across the 
way had gone forward in Saturn. 

"These matters must be understood 
before full realisation of the enormity 
of the Government's fresh attempt 
can flood the shocked mind. With 
a Liberal Government in office, 
Camperdown's life is full of anxiety. 
Has arrogated to himself the char- 
acter and position of watchdog at 
the door, on the look-out for fresh 
attacks by an iniquitous Government 
on a blameless Assembly. Small 
wonder if in e^citement following 
on discovery of fresh outrage there 
is something ambiguous in his 
bark. 

Biisinesa done. — Irish Universities 
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Bill read a second time without divi- 
iion. 

Tuesday. — Halsbury In what he 
would describe as " a sort of " 
lole. Eleven Tears ago, when he 
3at on 'Woolsack, the Government 
af which he waa chiet ornament 
Drought in an Education Bill. 
Loyally impressed with largeness of 
majority by which it was carried 
through other House, majority in the 
Extrds decided to adopt it without 
amendment. A small but raucous 
Opposition submitted certain amend- 
ments. These touched money mat- 
tors exclusively in the purview of 
the Commons. To meddle with 
them was to assail the ancient privi- 
lege of that House. 

Thus Lord Chancellor Halsburv 
ruled, in statesman- like speech that 
broke down the Opposition and car- 
ried the Bill intact. 

Unfortunately his speech was re- 
ported. Is found to-day in unim- 
peachable pages of Hansard. Another 
Party is in Power. Another Money 
Bill re9:;he8 the Txirds. .Amend- 
ments are moved fiom FiT-nt Oppo- 
sition Bench of character kindred to 
those denounced from Woolsack 
when, in 1897, Prince- Aethur's 
Education Bill came up from the 
Commons. 

Of course, wily Ministers to-day 
quote Halsbuby's judgment, extoll- 
ing its lofty view, its unassailable 
constitutional principles. 

What is to be done? Should the 
cx-LoRD Chancellor stay away, kept 
to his room by sudden indisposition? 
or should he boldly show up. declare 
that what he had said he had said; 
and that neither wild horses noi 
motor-cars should drag him off the 
lofty plane of constitutional law lie 
mounted at an earlier time in other 
circumstancsE? 

Halsbcri did neither. Ignoring 
references to his historic dictum, he 
declared it " time for the House of 
I^rdn to assert their rights, and to 
Khnw whom it might concern that 
there is in the land one Institution 
that will insist upon the privilege of 
free discussion uncontrolled by the 
-Ministry of the day." 

Buret of applause followed. 
Amendments similar lo those form- 
ally denounced by Ix)Rr» Chancellor 
ns affecting privileges of Commons 
rnrried by overwhelming majoriti 
Bill hurried through Committee. 
Home on stroke of midnight. 

Business done. Commons vote 
trifle over 45 millions completing 
supply for financial year. 

Saturday. — Both Houses adjourn 
for Autumn Kecess, 



THE WOOrW OT. 

(Beritg tJie true hitlory of « romanee «ftii& 
hat }u*t been enaeted at a H'otMoum in 
Badti aghamtltiTe^ 

Padpeb Jih was a gay old soul ; 

Sixty summers had bared his poll ; 

Sixty winters had snowed on him. 

And bent his back and bowed each 
limb ; 
But his heart was gay 
As the month of May 

And light as the pocket of Faupeb 

Close to the "House" and across 
the road 

Stood a neat Uttle, sweet little, trim 
abode. 
Comfy, cosy, 
Green and rosy. 

Owned by a widow who sat and 
sewed. 

Green were the leeks in that garden 
fair. 

Green the cabbages blooming there ; 

And Jiu had been given to under- 
stand 

That this nice httlc lot was on free- 
hold land. 

Once and twice and tlirico a day 

I'he wandering orbs of Jim would 
stray 
To that ultra-respectable 
Highly delectable 

Haven of refuge across the way. 

Once and twice and thrice, maybe. 
Those wandering orbs would smile to 

sde 
Somebody sitting there. 
Possibly knitting there, 
Possibly sipping a cup of tea. 
Whenever this spectacle caught his 

eye 
Jim the Pauper was hearj to sigh ; 
For he loved that elderly widow and 
He did not object to the freehold 

land. 
Now and then his heart stood still, 
And down his marrow there passed a 

thrill. 
As ho fancied he caught an answering 

»igh 

And the " Come hither " look in the 

widow's eye. 

Jim's white locks liegsn to curl; 
He warbled a bong to his grey-haired 

girt. 
Hut who — oh, who .-oiild hope lo wo- 
In a pauper's jacket and trousers, too 
Show me the swain could achieve 

success 
Clad in a hideous workhouse dress ! 
Jim knows well that the female heart 
Loves not a Uttle the tailor's art, 
So he takes his courage in both 

hands 



And before the Guardians, lo, he 

stands. 

Swiftly the case is explained by Jiu : 
The widow has certainly smiled on 

him. 
But though she favours bis suit she 

loathes 
(As what woman wouldn't?) bts 

pauper clothes. 
Could the Board but see their way 
To purchase a courting-suit for J., 
It was but a trifle they had to spend. 
And the rates would certainly gain iu 

the end. 

So urged the swain, and not in vain : 
The Guardians saw that hi^ case was 

plain. 
And resolved item. con. that Jim be 

dressed 

In a blue satin tie and a fancy vest. 
Black coat, brown shoes, and a pair 

of spats 
And the dermet cri in billycock hats. 

What need of more? What pen is 

equal 
To teUing the rapturous joy of tbo 

sequel ? 
Arrayed like this who could resist 

The widow fell plump on his neck 

and kissed him. 
Jim is now lord of that ladv and 



Here llw |>1«Deure-»««king pubfic delight in 
tbe lieallh-girJDg sroma of tlie marine ozone. 
and n ligpi:^ time ran be spent amid tbe awish 
al the never-reatiag nares. Bathing is freelf 
indu'fied in without the restrictions of conven- 
tionaUty," 

This appears in a local paper under 
the heading " Newbiggin's Charms." 
We do not quite know what the 
second sentence means, and find the 
writer more intelligible when he re- 
marks that 

" The pernols did not Und the sands salnbrious 
to their finances and nith thenobilii;, pecolii 
to the Arab, tliey strnck their t«oti, and 
i!ciiar1ed silently in the night," 
We assume that these were talking 
perriots — alwoys a risky investment 

We learn from The Evenit\g fiews 
that the SulTragettefl have been 
leaching some school-children the 
following martial song for a parade : 

Anqiilth. Gladstone, 

Cabinet Mioiaters all ; 

Fifty thonsand Suflrsgettea 

Determined lo have their mj. 

All uf them doing their leTel beat 

To bring about Votes for Wman ; 

So gire your vote for a iToann'a sake, 

And keep the liberal out. 
Clearly a protest against the " man' 
made laws " of metre and rhyme. 
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SECOND SiQHT. 



L ILL HAVE OOT Ons E 



DISCUKBIONS. 
Ik a Railway Carriage. 
The first-class oarriflges happened to bo few in number 
and somewhat crowded, so the two ladies, after zig- 
zagging feverishly up and down the platform for a 
minute or two, decided at the last moment to enter a 
smoldng compartment occupied bj' three men. The 
three men all moved at once in order to transfer their 
hata aad newspapers from the vacant seats, and tho 
two ladies plunged into a vortex of collisions mitigated 
by excuses. Both ladies were flustered but triumphant. 
One was young and fair, and conveyed a general im- 
pression of being dressed in grey and having little eilk 
bags banging from her wrists. The other was ample, 
and her dominating note was tight black silk. She was 
more medieval than her companion, and there were 
SUggastions of a Yorkshire terrier being concealed about 
her person, stray canine gleams, as it were, of a black 
snout and wisps of hair lovingly addressed as " Tiger " 
and promptly thrust back into obscurity. Finally we 
all sealed ourselves— I ought to have mentioned that I 
was one of the three men invaded — and the ladies began 
to talk to one another. 



" Was it a bangle? " said the elder. 
" Well, not quite a bangle, you know. You might 
call it a bracelet. There was a pearl with some dia- 



monds, ^and the clasp was Where 's my dressing- 
bag? I 'm sure I saw it on the platform. The porter 

must have Oh, thank you. 1 didn't see it on the 

rack. I never knew such a bag for getting lost." 

" But what did be sayV " insisted her companion. 

"Oh, he. I forget what he said. Something silly, 
of course. There 's Tiger again. You mustn't let 
that dog show so much. They 'II bo wanting a ticket 
for him. They 're too absurd about dogs on this line. 
Where 'a my—" She broke off in great agitation, 
tapped herself all over, opened various little bags, and 
found her watch peacefully ticking in its plaoe on her 
breagt. " Fancy finding it there," she said. " I 
thought I 'd left it on the toilet table." 

" Watches," said her friend, " are more nuisance 
than they 're worth." 



After this the conversation dropped to a whisper for 
a few moments. When it rose again the subject had 
been changed. " Of course," said the grey lady, " she 
tried to catch Aloy. Men are such perfect foolfl. She 's 
four years older than he is, and " — she touched her 
head—" not a hair of it her own." 

" Bald? " asked the atoiit lady. 

■' Quite bald in front. I went into her room once 
when she was dressing, and caught her putting it on. , 
Poor old Alqy. He isn't fit to go about without a 
keeper. Go back, Tiger, naughty dog."- 
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Tiger having been re-intemad, the conversation con- 
tinued : — 

" Did he loBe hie temper? " said the etout lady. 

"Well, you know what men are. He said, 'Mer- 
ingues again,' and I eaid ' Yes, meringues.' Then he 
Boid, ' I oan't bear meringues. I 'to often told you so ; ' 
and he took one oil hie plate and threw it into the 
fireplace. It was there at breakfast next morning. I 
told the housemaid not lo touch it." 

'■ Is it there still? " 

" No. The cat must have eaten it.'* 



At this moment the train began to slacken speed. 

Soon it stopped, and 

porters were heard shout- 
ing that all tickets were 
to be ready, please. 

" Where 's my ticket?" 
said the grey lady. 

" I 've got mine," said 
her friend. 

" You 've got mine, 
too." 

" No, I haven't." 

" Well, then, where 
can I have put it? " 

To this there came no 
anewor, and the ticket- 
collector entered the car- 
riage. Three men and 
one stout lady handed 
over their tickets at once, 
while the lady of the mer- 
ingues went hunting for 
hers. Two silk bags were 
drawn blank twice, and 
their miscellaneous con- 
tents emptied over a seat. 
There was a handkerchief 
rolled up into a ball ; 
there were two scent- 
bottles, some gold safety- 
pins, a pair of gloves, a 
veil, a purse containing 
an assortment of small 
change, two postcards, a 
fountain pen, a gold 
locket and a card-case — 
but no ticket. Then we 
all joined in. I took up 
the cushions one after 
another, and two stock- 
brokers risked apoplexy in 
searching under the seats. 
At last the ticket was 
found on the window-sill. " It 'a the wrong half," sa'd 
the collector; " and there 's the dog — a shilling. FJve- 
and-six altogether. Thank you, mum. Yes, you can 
write to the Superintendent," and he banged the door. 

" It 's a very rude line," said the stout lady. 



Neuj Curate. " We had * good ki: 

Mrt. li. "Ym, IBB BBVEBEN08, 
GOES OUT TO EKJOT TBBtRSELTESi 
lO-NIOBT." 



Olttplwm'a Contribatiou to ths World'* Tbouffbt. 
" ' The forthiag is too email to be useful.' writes a Clapbam resident. 
'Why not aboli^ it nnd aubatitute For it a three-la rthiag piece? A 
fnrthing change rould then be more readily given." — Daily Mirror. 
We have worked this out very carefully with a mechani- 
cal calculator, but can make nothing of it. If any other 
residents in Clapham have ideas about anything we hope 
thej will be satisfied to exchange tbem with each other. 



ANOTHER MENACE FROM THE UCENSINC BILL 

" The same as usual, I suppose, sir? " said Mr. 
Leach, dropping both hands into the pocket of his apron. 
I respect Leach. He is a little bald man, who years 
ago invented a never-failing hair restorer. That is clear 
proof of an unselfish nature. And more than that, he is 
an artist who can boldly dare the most extensive under- 
takings in hirsute expression. He can engineer a fuz-buz 
that shall guarantee a perfect mastery of all that is 
most intricate in Chopin. He can arrange the flowing 
locks of melodrama in a manner to make you weep. 
Ho knows to « nicety how to trim just at the turn of the 

wave, and give assurance 

of unostentatious literary 
merit with a promise of 
polished gems of style 
hanging on a slender 
thread of interest. He 
can train a long wisp 
from a left -side parting 
to form a sort of bower 
over a barren skull, and 
mingle with the foliage 
on the other side. No- 
thing can move it — short 
of poetic frenzy or taking 
off the hat in a high 
wind. Tor these reasons, 
with unwavering confi- 
dence I have these many 
years entrusted to Leach 
the superintendence of 
my head. 

" Quito the ssme as 
usual, Leach. You know 
exactly what I like," 
said I, taking my seat in 
the sacrificial chair. 

" Exactly," repeated 
Mr. Leach, with a bow 
that included the scissors 
and comb. Then, as he 
deferentially adjusted my 
head to get at the poll, he 
sighed deeply. 

There is a cleanness of 
attack about Leach's 
snip - snipping, together 
wirti the assurance of 
great power in reserve. 
These give a sense of 
security and Induce re- 
pose. It is usual with 
many people tmder these 
soothing influences to close the eyes. Then as one's 
thoughts wander the voice of the barber undergoes trans- 
formation and becomes a running brook. Only now and 
then a phrase stands out from the flow of words — but 
fraught with a strange power of hypnotic suggestion. 
The hopeless melancholy of Leach, the profundity of his 
sigh, gave the impression of a great imprisoned soul 
struggling under the limitations of human life. 
" Cheer up. Leach. Cheer up," I murmured. 
T<EACH shook his head. " 'Ave you perused the per- 
ticlars of the new Licensing Bill? " he inquired. 
" Not carefully." 

" It is clear to see you 'aven't put your money in a 
brewery, sir." 



FTEH ALL, MbA. MUOQINB." 
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" Never." 

"I '8ve." 

Tor 8 minute, but no longer, there was sileoce. Then 
l.EAcn became argumentative. 

"There's many haspec's to this subjec', sir. I've 
got a!I my 'alfpence — out of the shop " — snip, snip — " in 
brewerj shares. But say you 've laid up yours in a 
Ijcttor place, that 's not to soy you 've got no hinterest 
in that Bill. I hestimate myself that one out of two 'as 
a hinterest in that Bill. Look at malt, I say. Who 
grows barley? Where 's your farmers and your labourers 
then? Look at droy-'orsesl Ix>ok at barmaids 1 Then 
there 'a 'opa — look at 'ops— an' traffic— all your railway 
shares. Look 'ere, sir, I wish I 'ad the Prime Minister 
in this chair. I 'd cut 'is 'air ! 

" Now take the question of publicans, and look at 'cm 
in another light. Why should publicans be chose out to 
be hinterfered with? Publicans must have clean sheets. 
You and me, sir, xvo 'avc no need to 'avo clean sheets. 
Who knows about jou and mc— that is, if they don't 
'appen to know? Now, say you '\c. been in trouisle, sir, 
and in the 'ands of the law. Can you become a publican '.' 
Not at all. You can he or remain in the perfeasional 
classes, but to 'old a licensed 'ouso is out of reach. Or 
take myself, sir. Suppose it was only five shillings and 
costs or seven days in my case. Could I become a publi- 
can? No. I could cut 'airs. I may move in the best 
society, and no reference made. But 'ave my name on ( 
signboard, I can't. Therefore, looking at it with the heyi 
of reason, I say, publicans are the pick of the commercial 
basket. The haristocracy of the trading community. 
They are bound to be — 'oving clean sheets, as they 'ave, 
And I only wish I 'ad 'Im 'cre — I 'd cut 'is 'air 1 



" Or take the subjec' of Temperance. Can you make 
a, man temperate by Hact of Parliament? You can't. 
If I can't get it open, shan't I get it sly? Of course I 
shall. It 's the wrong way about, sir. Put on a penalty, 
ses I, so heavy as you like tor a breach of the law, but 
leave a man free. Legislation is not Nature, sir. Let 
Nature put on the penalty. Now, say, hko this, sir. 
You stop out a bit late of a night — no 'arm — but you fall 
in with a few friends, we 'II say. You come to me in 
the morning. ' Leach, 1 'ave a 'ead on me,' soys you. 
'Then I s'pose you've earned it,' says I. 'Well, 
perhaps I 'ave,' laughs you. Then I turn to and 
shampoo you so fresh as a daisy. There 's nothing like 
a shampoo, wet or dry, for a 'eadache. So there you 
'ave it all. The whole scheme complete in a nutshell. 
The 'armless wrong — the penalty— the remedy. Would 
I set aside the penalty what warns? Not me. No 
only hact the ministering hangel. And I just wish I 'ad 
'im in this chair, 1 'd— — - 

" 'Ow 's that, sir? " 

1 opened my eyes. A hand-glass, deflly held, 
,-cvealed 

" Good graciouo, tnanl What have you done? You 've 
made me look Uka a ticketof-lcave man. You 've ruined 
my appearance for a month." 

Orestes making oblation at his father's tomb did not 
undergo bo close a crop. Leach saw it and wept. 

" "Tis a clear case of mistaken — mistaken hidentity," 
ho stammered. " I was carried away, sir. I never mixed 
'eads before — never. But I thought I was cutting the 
Prime Minister's." 

Surely no sane man can support a measure i 
conacquenocB eo unforeseen. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Glerka.) 
If Mr. R. C. Leqmann has any Buperiore among rowing- 
coaches, they must be very few; and it there are better 
maeterB of lucid diction, they can't be very many. Any- 
how, I know of no other living connoisseur, in either 
kind, who so well combines the twofold qualificationB 
which go to make the excellence of The Complete Oars- 
man (Methuen). Students of the art of rowing, will 
have no need in future to take preliminary risks in a 
boat ; they can acquire perfect oaismmtship in their arm- 
chairs with the help of Mr, Lehmann's printed instruc- 
tions and photographs. As the poet sang : 

What RoDiB doesn't know of rowing 

CauDot be vely well worth knowing. 
And he was right, though it is true that the said Rddib 
had previously got him elected into the Leander Club. 

Jlr. ].,BHMANN traces back the iiistory of English 
rowing styles to Kino Arthur's day; bufr without 



the course of a violent quarrel between a brutal husband 
and a friend whom he fancies to be in love with his 
wife, the husband tumblea down a back-stair and cracks 
hia skull. The horror of this tragedy so plays on the 
mind of the survivor that, though he and the widow 
make no bones about setting up house together, they 
agree to dispense with the customary formalities. Be- 
sides her pseudo-husband, the lady has a wicked lover and 
a devout lover. The wicked one — who has the makings 
of a poisoner — falls into the pit that he had digged for 
another, and is asphyxiated. Whereupon the devout 
gentleman, who had been running a waiting race, cornea 
with a rush at the finish (I have just returned from the 
Stadium), and carries oft the lady to the bosom of 
Mother-Church with the full consent of the third party. 
It is not always true that all 's well that ends well, 
and, though the book has its points, it is rather sombre 



pedantry. Indeed, there 
his simple declaration: 
Bcll'8 Life." But the 
book is not for specialists 
alone. The chapters on 
" Famous Crews and 
Memorable Races " arc 
as thrilling as any tale of 
heroic adventure. And a 
fine spirit of sportsman- 
ship runs through tlje 
volume, as befits the 
work of an ardent ama- 
teur. He is all for the 
Game, as distinct from 
personal achievement. 
.\nd, indeed, in rowing, 
more than in all other 
games, the first neces- 
sity is combination, the 
sacrifice of individualism 
to uniformity of style, 

and this perhaps largely explains why profession ah sm cumbered by a slight thread of fiction. 
is confined almost entirely to the one-man business of 
sculUng. 

Mr. Lehmann's book has made a timely appearance; 
and I could wish that at least one passage in it bad been 
laid to heart by a certain section (who shall be nameless) 
at the Olympic Stadium, where it was much more 
needed than it is ever likely to be among the good 
sportsmen who meet at Henley ; — ■" The real thing, 
after all is said and done, is the game itself — that and 
the spirit in which it is played. Compared to that, 
victory or defeat in any particular race is a trifle." 
Mr. Lbhmann has good right to say this, for the rowing 
world recognises the fine cosmopolitan work he has done 
for the advancement of the game that he loves the best. 



j4rti«I (irho Jiat heen bothered by rusl'ifi 
morning). " Mr cwoD CEIAOW, I ibsube tod t 

WITH HOBE AnVUTTAQE FBOM A LITTLE DISTAKCI 



Criticism of a culinary dish is sometimes offered in 
the formula that it is neither fish, flesh, nor good 
red herring. The Japanese Spy (Geant Biohabds) is 
neither a record of travel, a political disquisition, nor 
a good work of fiction. 
Mr, Lancrlot Lawtos, 
attempt'iig to oombiao 
the three methods of 
treatment, has produc-Ml 
a book of prodigioua 
length, and of a duLi;sa 
which is relieved only b,j- 
marvel as to whither we 
are going now, and wbo 'e | 
who in the muddh^d 
action. The best pari,? 
are those devoted to de- 
scription of social life in 
Japan. In this Mr. 
Lawton is literally at 
home, and he would have 
been more Buoceseful had 
he been content to write 
a chatty narrative unen- 



When I first heard someone talking about The Last 
Shore (Chapman and Hall) I thougnt for a moment 
that G.6.S, had been at it again. But when I got the 
book I found that, though its title (as pronounced in 
the best circles) recalled the name of our only dramatist, 
the hand that wrote it was the hand of Mr. Vixcent 
Brown. The latest Shaw and The Last Shore are, 
however, alike in this, that they both deal with certain 
aspects of the married state. Or rather, to be precise, 
Mr. Brown's book is about the unmarried state. In 



Begs of Hardendale, by Theodora Wilson Wilson 
(Hutcbinsok), is a strong novel, well written and 
interesting. Miss Wilson doesn't allow her story to 
maunder into byways or to drivel into obscurity. She 
keeps a firm grip on it, and makes it obey her. Her 
characters are real flesh and blood, not wraiths dimly 
seen through a mist of impressionism. Children, of 
course, have been changed at birth in other stories 
before this, but Miss Wilson gives a freshness to the 
plot, and the reader excuses it for the sake of the 
mother who passionately desired a boy and whose life 
is saved by the substitution. All comes reasonably right 
in the end; but I can't help thinking that Mr. Harden 
might have been allowed to live out his six months of life 
instead of being prematurely killed by a dog. 



We understand that the next volume of the " Men of 
the Hour " series will be entitled, Dorando and Sievier; 
or, The Two Winning Posts. 



" Board in coant/y collage nenr gold \inka." ^Daily Mail. 
" Cottage, near bone collar-stud ** is what we hav* 
always been on the look out for. 
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Mr. Haldane, we are informed, 

intends to persevere with his Terri- 
torial Army scheme in spite ol the 
resolution passed at the Peace Con- 
gress against toy soldiers. 

Soldiers serving at Aldershot whose 
term ol service will expire shortly 
have been invited to join a class of 
instruction in motor-car driving. See- 
ing that the men have abeady been 
trained to kill, the idea seems an 
admirable one. 



" We hope," says The Ai 
of New York, " that Canada will 
keep on growing, and keep on getting 
richer, for one of these days sho is 
going to be a port of this great 
oountry, and fly the AmoricoD fl^-" 
This is groat on- 
oouragemont, and 
Canada, we hear, hqs 
decided to keep on 
pegging away. 

C A R P E N TEB, tHs 

American who fouled 
Lieutenant H A L s • 
WELL at the Stadium 
and was disquahfied 
for that reason, is to 
receive a consolation 
cup from his New 
York admirers. We 
had an idea all along 
that Carpenter's 
aotion was nob incor- 
rect under Tammany 
rules. 



the tiger hunt in the same perform- 
ance leads a dog's life. 

" The true explanation of sleepi- 
ness in church," says the Revue 
Scieniifique, of Paris, "is that tho 
auditor unconsciously hypnotises him- 
self by concentrating his gaze for a 
long time on a single object." The 
parsons always declared that it was 
not tho sermon. 

V 

A Swedish woman who had been 
asleep for thirty-two years woke up 
last week. It is thought that one of 
Messrs, Pickfobd's motor- vans did it. 

Several medals which had been 
won by Mr. £dward DonsoK, J, P., 
a former champion amateur Ught- 
weight boxer, have been stolen by 
burglars. It may not generally be 



death among musical artists is being 
strenuously repudiated, and a mass 
meeting of musicians who have not 
died from this cause is, we bear, to 
be held in Trafalgar Square at an 
early date. 

• * 

According to an American news- 
paper, a ten-year-old Chicago child 
named Doris Smith can repeat the 
whole of " The Merchant of Venice " 
by heart. This is surely a dangerous 
weapon to place in the bands of so 
young a person. 






«<-"' 
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According to the 
Constantinople cor- 
rospondont of Die Zeit there has 
been another abortive ponspiracy to 
kill the SuLTAM. Over a hundred 
officers were to attend at the Selam- 
lik, and, at a preconcerted signal, 
to fire at the Sultan's carriage, 
" when it was believed that at least 
two or three of tho bullets would 
take effect." If this estimate of 
Turkish marksmanship be a correct 
one, it would appear that the pro- 
posed Anny reforms will not come a 
moment too soon. 

" Has the Sultan been assas- 
sinated V " asks a sensational paper. 
Scarcely ever, we believe. 

With reference to the charge of 
cruelty to elephants iu the Indian 
village at the Kxhibition, we would 
mcntl-in that it is an open secret 
that the tiger which takes part in 



PAINFUL DREAM OF AN UNDECIDED TOURIST. 



known that such medals are of great 
use Ui housebreakers. They wear 
them when engaged in business in 
order to persuade fractious house- 
holders that a struggle would be 
hopelessly one-sided. 

The announcement that a new 
Great Ant-eater has reached the Zoo 
has caused something like a panic 
among its favourite food, and thou- 
sands of ants are leaving the country 
every day. 

Miss Maud Allan regards as 
absurd the excuse given by Mr. 
F. E. Smith, K.C, last week that 
be could naC appear in certain pro- 
ceedings because his clothes had 
perished in a fire. 

Tho statement in the Begistrar- 
Geaeral's Blue- Book that alcoholism 
is one of the most potent causes of 



" It is said Uiat there ate a qaarler of a 
millioa golfera in tlie UQiled Kingdom end a 
•taUatician hM calcakled tli«t oa the baaia 
of each one traTelling a honilred tnilea a ;ear 
bj train in tbe pnreoit of hie game, they thus 
cdlecUvel^ make a joDmej of t«eiit;-fl*e 
million milea once a year."— Atenin^ Neva. 

What calculators 
these statistic fel- 
lows are 1 100 x 1 
= 25. Not many of 
us could have worked 
that out at the first 
shot, not in millions, 
at any rate. We are 
glad, by the way, 
that the golfers don't 
travel 25,000,000 
miles more than once 
a year. To do it 
five or six times 
would leave them so 
little leisure for the 
game itself. 

The correspondent 
of The Neio York 
World at the recent 
review on the Plains 
of Abraham speaks 

of " two squadrons of North-Western 

mounted police, the pride of Canada. 

They sat their saddles like mino- 

tours." 
The type seems to have come on 

a good bit since the old Cretan days. 

The Boston Herald gives a pro- 
spectus of the big game shooting that 
is to be placed at Mr. Roosevelt's 
disposition by a Mr. McMillan of 
Mombasa : 

" Anion^ the large quadrupeds that abound 
in this vicinity are elephant, rhinoceroe. lebra. 
antelope . . . egrets, liona, tigers and wolvea," 
We shall look to see one of these 
four-footed egrets in "Princess 
Alick's " hat when next she makes a 
royal progress through our Metropolis. 

Puff-Puff. 

"Uine. Uelba id nota prima donna content 

to let the steam of operatic endearonr petia by 

miheeded."— Fran a reritw of >A« ititmlia 

KOton in " Tht Peoplf.- 
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A LAWLESS PEACE. 

The hour incites to jocund soDg ; 

From tent and cabin, hut aud cave. 
Issues the happy, caroless tbroog 

To wallow in the teeming wave ; 
The sands are black with boisterous folk : 

The infant sports with spade and bucket; 
And Liza on her-Jissom moke 

To 'Abbv's "Chase me! " answers " Chuck iti ' 

Nor are the spirit's needs forgot; 

A coloured minstrelsy supplies. 
With music made to touch the spot. 

Laughter and tears and amorous sighs; 
There is the Pierrot, wan with paint. 

The Nigger, burnished like o scarabee. 
To cause the ladies' hearts to faint 

With songs of youth and love and Arabj. 

Similar draughts of bliss inflate 

The Briton's waistcoat where he flogs 
Some harmless pool from ten to eight 

Or paints the moorland over dogs ; 
He has an air of ale-and-cakes 

Whether with infinite fatigue he 
Surmounts the Matterhom or takes 

His axe by railway up the Ilighi. 

What is the source of all thia joy 

" In widest commonalty spread "? 
(Had I been iu the Mail's employ, 

" Far-flung " is what I must have said). 
1b it perchance the change of scone 

Allowed by intermitted labours 
That makes us wear so glad a mien 

And even almost love our neighbours? 

'Tis that; but there 's a deeper cause ; — 

Full in our thankful hearts we feel 
How sweet the legislative pause. 

How potent for the pubUc weal ; 
No further need to fume and chafe 

Now while the House is hushed and sleeping. 
And England's health once more is safe 

In Permanent Officials' keeping. O. S. 



OUR DRAMATIC COMPETITION. 

Ever ready to encourage dramatic talent, Mr. Punch 
has been offering a prize consisting of a Daylight-Saving 
Watch that contains a skip-and-jump movement as re- 
quired under the coming Act — for the best handling of 
a dramatic theme. The problem set was. as follows: — 
She rich, He poor — in love with one another — but the 
money stands ia the way of their getting married. 
Solution required. 

After profound deliberation the judges have awarded 
the palm to Mr. AuTni/'R Wing Pingro for his effort 
entitled 

THE FAMILY SKELETON. 

[The scene is a drawing-TOOtn in the Midland toien of 

Dumpborough. A family council is being held to 

settle the question of marrying Her. In order that 

the audience may knoiv how matters stand, the 

family history is being relailed to a Census gatherer. 

Uncle Edward William (handing the Census Man a 

paper, and jerking his thuntb at the various members of 

the family as he runs over the tiems). That 's me, and 

that 'h my brother John Hesrv, and that 's my sister 



Eliza Ann, and there 's our aunt Charlotte Johanna, 
and over there 's our niece Isabel, my ward. 

The Census Man (making a note). Spinster. 

Vncle Ed. (with a chuckle}. She won't h& for long I 
When she comes of age next year she 'II have ten 
thousand pun to her name. [Exit the Census Man. 

And now to decide 'oo 's to be the lucky man. Jaues 
TiOHAN, I think; he's got a tidy little soap-boiling 
business, and he 'd know how to put the money out to 
advantage. 

Isabel. A smug hypocrite! 

Aunt Eliza. Ho, ho! Hoity-toity! I don't know 
what girls are coming to nowadays! Why, he 's Grand 
Master of the Order of Ancient Buffaloes. 

Isabel (calmly). I will not marry him. Mr. Wav- 
HAKK is the man I love. 

Uncle Ed. (horrified). WavmarkI A fellow earning 
three pun a week at doctoring, and not even collecting 
'he family 's not going to stand a miesalliance like 
that ! I suppose he 's been hanging round you trying to 
get a look in at the money? 

Isabel. Mr. Wayuark has not done me the honour 
of asking me to marry him. It is this wretched money 
that is standing between us. I wish it had never been 
left to me ! 

Great-Aunt Charlotte {from a bacje corner of the 
room). It never was. 

[General consternation.] 

Un0le Ed. Oh, come now. Aunt, a joke 's all very 
well — I like a little joke myself at times — but this is 
too strong ! 

Great-Auni Charlotte. It never was! All these 
years I 've held my tongue, but now 1 'U speak out. 
Your father was never properly married, Isabel. 

Aunt Eliza (sentcntiously). Then the money ought 
rightfully, to come to us! I never did think it proper 
for a young girl to have all that left to her. 

Great-Aunt Charlotte (to Aunt Eliza). But that 's 
not all. Your father, too, committed bigamy when be 
married your mother. I found his first marriage lines 
in between the leaves of our Shalspeare only yesterday. 

Uncle John. What a cunning place to hide them in! 
Then where does the money go to? 

Isabel. The lawyers must advertise and find out. 
We must right the wrong. 

Uncle Ed. Oh, come, Isabel, we mustn't do that! 
Think of the sc?andal 1 Where 'd my business go to it 
this got about Dunipborough ? We must 'ush it up. 
Of course your ten thousand pun will have to be divided 
up equally amongst us. And perhaps (genermisly) 
we '11 give you a couple of hundred between ua. Look 
here, Isabel, you say nothing about this, and you can 
marry young Wavmark if you want to. And I tell you 
what, I 'II get him a situation as Medical Officer of 
'Eatth to the town. There 's plenty of pickings in that 
post. Give us a kiss, lass, and settle it I 
Curtain. 

Highly commended was the attempt sent in by Mi 
George Bernahr Shaw : — 

SHAMPOO AND OTHER SHAMS. 
[The scene is a private room in a high-class hairdressing 
establishment in Bond Street. She, Lady Ninon 
Portcullis, is being shampooed by Him, a hair- 
dresser's assistant, and a vety Shavian young man. 

He. Professionally speaking, your hair is abominable. 

She. Candour is cheap! 

He (utMbaahed). But I love every strand of it. It is 
curious how love overrides the professional judgment. 
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THE SALT-WATER CURE. 



Sn»» OF Pmu. "GO ON IS, ABDUL-JUST FOR THE LOOK OF THE THlNa. YOUrtaK. AlVMJ? 
COME OUT IF YOU DON T LIKE IT." ij tizec oy V.iOOy iL 

Sicn HLmor Ennore. "YE.S, I KNOW. BUT OSE GF.TS SO WET!" 
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" Not, Maitt Jasb, i 



OCT oy IDE 1 



She. I am wondering why I let you talk to mo like 
this. 

He (drying her hair). Why shouldn't I? I am your 
equal in birth — my great-grandfather was a Itegency 
buck. I am more than your equal in education — I have 
been to a Polytechnic. I am far cleverer than you— 1 
can build up n dozen styles of coifEure and you can't 
'puild up one fit to be seen in. Moreover, I have a vote 
,nd you haven't! 

She. Would you think me very old-fashioned if I 
referred to my rank and my income ? 

He. It would pain me — I should hate to suspect you 
of being conventional. It is true that you have rank 
and money, but I shouldn't refuse to marry you on that 
account. Aa a SociaUst I have too much pride and 
courage to let a mere matter of that sort part us. 

She. People might say that you were marrying mo 
for my money ! 

He. People might say that you were marrying mo 
for my brainst But let us test the opinion of "people." 
(Thromng open a window.) I will call up the first 
" man in the street " that passes. . . . Hit Hi I ! 
Come up ! 

She. Oh, he mustn't find me like this. (She knots 

r hair roughly into position and throws off the towel 
from her shovlders.) 

A Policeman {entering hastily). What's the matter? 
Murder? 

He {calmly). Woree than that — marriage. As the 
'man in the street" we want your opinion. This 
lady and I are in love; she is rich and of high social 
standing; I am poor but brainy; ought I to brave public 



opinion by marrying her? Would it be likely to ruin 
my prospects? 

The Policeman. Well, I'm blowedl ! ! 

He. Come— your opinion, constable I 

The Policeman (slowly recovering). Ib either of you 
married already? 

He. No. 

The Policeman. And you aren't lunatics? 

He. We three are the only sane people in Bond Street. 

The Policeman (judicially). Well, the Law 'b got 
nothing to say against it. If you two people really 
love one another . , . 

He. Ah, the true British sentiment. It smacks of 
roast beef and o black coat on Sundays. My last 
scruple has vanished, Ninon I I will marry you. You 
cannot fight against me. 

She (resignedly). I suppose one can't help the in- 
evitable happening; that is always a comfort if things 
go wrong. But remember, I shall keep the purse! 

He (going over to her and whispering). Meanwhile, 
would you mind tipping the constable hnlf-a-crown for 
™«? Curtain. 

[ExerciBM sent in hj Hr. Somerbet Madohah and Another to follow 



The Editor of The Fishing Gazette, writing on " Sea 
Angling" in The Daily Mail, recommends, as the best 
"fly" for bass, "a silvery little bit of soleskin made 
like a whitebait." Of course you have to catch your 
sole first, and we have found that the beat worm for this 
is the wing-liver of a sea-anemone made like a minnow. 
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THE SPEECH. 

"I HAVE finished my speech," 
said Mr. Bbook-Wvllie as he entered 
the dining-room. "I wish you'd 
ItBten to it. Only no nonsense, 
mind. ' ' 

" All right," said Jack. " Go 
ahead I ' ' 

" ' It is with mingled feelings,' " 
Mr. Bbook-Wyllie began, " ' that I 
rise to my ieet to reply to the far 
too kind and flattering remarks about 

" But, father," said Agnes, "you 
haven't heard them yet." 

" No, of course not," said her 
futher; "but that's quite a safe 
opening. They, 're sure to come. 
Hastie's speech is certain to be 
fairly greasy. How could it be 
otherwise? " 

"Of cours«," said Jack. "Go 
on, father." 

" ' . . , the too kind aud flatter- 
ing remarks about me,' " Mr. Brook- 
Wyllie continued, " ' which have 
fallen from the Ups of my old friend 
Mr.HASTiE.our worshipful mayor,'" 

" Oh, father," said Behyl, " do 
you really mean to say ' fallen from 
the lips'? It 's so horribly stilted." 

" Well, my dear," said Mr. Bbook- 
Wyllie, " it 's a regular form of 
words. How would you put it?" 

" I should say, ' which have been 
uttered,' or something simple and 
direct like that," said Beryl. 

" 1 don't mind that," said Agnes. 
" What I object to is calling that 
impossible Mr. Hastie your old 
friend. You know you 've always 
barred him," 

" My dear, have I? He 's a very 
good fellow at heart." 

"Yes," said Jack, "they always 
are — at heart — that breed." 

"My dear children," said Mr. 
Brook - Wyllie, " you are very 
young. When you are my age you 
will know that you must not be so 
critical. I intend to call Hastie my 
old friend whatever happens. Be- 
sides, for all practical purposes he 
is." 

" He did all he could to help in 
your defeat at the last election," 
said Jack, 

" Well, that was a matter of poli- 
tical conviction, I can't punish him 
for that." 

" Political gTflndmotber ! " said Jack. 

" Anyway," said Aones, " you 
needn't go out of your way to butter 
him up." 

"Well," said her father, "sup- 
pose for a minute that I said 
exactly what I felt, how do you think 
it would come out? Whet kind of 



a figure should I — should we all — 
cut? I now resume," he added, 
clearing his throat. " ' Since public 

speaking is not my forte ' By 

the way, Agnes, is it ' forte,' or 
' fort-e ' ? I notice people say 
' pianofort-e ' a good deal." 

" I should say ' forte ' — one syllable 
— if I were you," said Aosps. 

" '. . . Since public speaking is 
not my forte, I propose to say only 
a very few words ' " 

"Hear I Hear I" said Jack. 

" ' It has been a very great 
pleasure to me to hand over to the 
Corporation this piece of land.' " 

" Oh, father," cried Bervl, " how 
can you say so? It wasn't apleasure. 
You had to do it to keep Bed- 
lands." 

" Weil, my dear, it was a very 
great pleasure to us all to keep 
Bedlands, so the phrase is all right. 
By handing over the land we had 
pleasure." 

" Yea," said Agnes dubiously, " I 
suppose that 's true." 

" ■ And I hope,' " Mr. Broor- 
WvLLiE continued, " ' that it will 
serve a useful and (may I add?) 
deUghtful purpose iii its new career 
as a Bilmdngtbn lung,' That 's 
rather good, I think." 

"What's good?" said Beryl 
coldly. 

" Whyj the word 'lung.' Mean- 
ing an open space." 

"Why not say 'open space, ' then ? ' ' 

" My dear child, how could I? 
Look at the tameness of it — ' as a 
Bilmington open space.' " 

" Quite as good as ' lung,' " said 
Beryl, " and more decent." 

" Decent ! " gasped the orator, 

" Yes, decent. 1 consider the em- 
ployment in rhetoric of the internal 
organs of the human body a serious 
blot." 

" Human! " cried Jack, " Well, 
I like that. Why, pigs have lungs." 

" One does not think of a pig s 
lungs,'' said Beryl. " Pig's trotters, 
I grant you, and pig's liver; but 
never pig's lungs." 

"Beryl," said her father, "you 
are very young. When you come to 
my age you will realise that .there 
are many occasions when an epi- 
grammatic term is more effective 
than a plain and commonplace one." 

" You will also leam," Jack 
added, "that the lung is never in- 
decent." 

"Don't l>e coarse," said Beryl. 

" ' A few words,' " Mr. Brook- 
WvLLiE went on, " ' may not be 
inopportune ' " 

" ' Out of place,' " suggeeted ^«n. 

'• ' . . inopportune, ' Mr. Brook- 



Wyllie continued, "' concerning 
the history of the aforesaid plot.' " 

"Oh, father," cned Agnes, "not 
' aforesaid plot.' That 's like a law- 
yer's document." 

" But how the dickens,!' said her 
father, " is one to refer to it? I 
can't say ' lung ' again." 

"No, certainly not," said Beryi,. 

" This part has given me more 
trouble than all the rest of the thing 
put together," said Mr. Brook- 
Wyllie. " How on earth those 
writing fellows manage it, I can't 

" Say ' this piece of ground,' or 
' the piece of ground In question,' 
father," said Bkuyl. 

"Very well, 'Piece of ground.' 
' It came into the possession of my 
ancestor Sir Humphry Brook during 
the Commonwealth, being a grant 
to him by Oliver Cromwell for 
services rendered in the Parliamen- 
tary cause." " 

" Better go slow with that," said 
Jack. " Old Lady Catt will be 
present, and she 'b a Jacobite and 
all the rest of it. Sends a wreath 
to Whitehall every year, don't you 
know. ' ' 

"Oh, please don't offend Lady 
Catt," said Agnes. " At least, not 
till, the Pageant Is over. She offered 
to put us up all the week, and that 
will save all kinds of trouble." 

"But it is the only interesting 
part of my' speech," said her father. 

" Never mind, dad, cut it out," 
said Agkbs. " It 's much better to 
speak badly than well. People think 
more of you. They 're suspicious of 
fluent speakers. Just say you are 
very much honoured and so on, and 
sit down." 

" I dcm't think I ought to," said 
Mr. Brook-Wyllie. " I 've taken 
a lot of trouble over this speech, and 
it will be expected of me. People 
will go away disappointed if I don't 
deliver it, and that won't be fair. 
One must be fair and kind." 

" True kindness," said Beryl, 
" is not to make speeches at all." 

" Oh, come, my dear," said her 
father, " it 's not so bad as that. 
Think what we should have missed : 
Demosthenes and Cicero and Cato 
and — and — Bukkb aud Gladstone." 

"Yes," said Jack, "and Bhook- 
Wvllie. Go on, father, and don't 
listen to them. Only I would skip 
Oliver Cromwell if I were you." 

"Very well," said Mr. Brook- 
Wyllie. " Then 1 'II go back to the 
study and cut out Oliver Crom- 
well; but I 'm sure it will disappoint 
them horribly. If you young people 
were only a little older, you 'd know,' 
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AIRS OF AN EXILE. 

The Holiday Prospect. 
Shall I travel to far Honolulu, 

Bleat Island of mountain aod palm, 
Though numbered with those as a rule who 

Prefer that the sea should he calm? 
Shall I bound on its breast as a sailor, 

Inhaling the luscious ozone. 
In a nautical suit that my tailor 

Evolved from ideas of his own? . 

They tell me Aloha is delightful, 

When sung by Hawaiian quart<ett>es ; 
That the largest hotels are all quite full 

Of the smartest and wealthiest sets ; . 
That the surf ond the rides through the passes 

Are line, and the starlit lagoons, 
Where you float with a crew of picked basses 

To warble appropriate tunes. 

Shall I hie to Yosemite's gorges, 

Where Sequoia gigantica * stands, -\-: 
Reminiscent of juvenile orgies' ' 

On clarets of picturesque brands? 
They tell me that everyone goes there 

To fish, or take photos, or climb ; 
That one always meets, people one knows there 

That the scenery 's simply sublime. 

Yes, I fee! it 's my duty to scan yon 

Sierras, but then there are things 
At Lake Tahoe, Palm Beach, The Grand Canyon, 

Encenada and Arrowhead Springs, 
That they tei! me are just as .enthralling. 

And each one unique of its kind. 
Good heavens! the number 's appalling! ^ 

I wish I could make up my mind. 

Time was when I viewed the Atlantic |^ 

With a vastly inflated regard ; 
When Bamsgate still charmed a romantic 

And grossly ill-recompensed bard; 
When a trip to Southend on the T/irosfie, 

Of heaven seemed more than a glimpse, 
As one gaily washed down with a wassail 

Of stout a sixpenn'orth of shrimps. 

Selection in those days was easy. 

One packed a few trifles away. 
Then bought a cheap ticket to breezy 

St, Leonards or balmy Heme Bay ; 
Where, extended at ease on the jetty, 

One gazed on the life-giving sea, 
Till the cores of existence seemed petty. 

And the one thing that mattered was tea. 

But alas 1 for the sense of elation 

A respite from servitude lends; 
I shall never enjoy a vacation 

As I did those delightful week-ends; 
When we 'd left the Swan Pier and were slipping 

Post Greenwich, agog for the sights 
And the sounds and the smells of the shipping. 

And the fairway a-twinkle with hghts. 

Though I traverse the globe in expresses. 
And the state-rooms of Iiners-<fc-Euxc ; 

• The Calitomian " Big Tree." 



Though for months at a time my address is 
The ends of the earth, care of Cook's; 

Though I sample hotels without measure. 
And scatter largesse like a lord, 

I shall never extract the same pleasure 
Those holidays used to affoni. Alqol. 



DISCURSIONS. 

Brandy in Basotoland. 



A White Paper recently presented to Potliament con- 
tains a report of the proceedings of the Basutoland 
National Council, which met at Maseru in January and 
February of the present year under the Presidency of 
Mr, H. C. Sloley, the Resident Commissioner, and 
discussed matters of great moment. For instance, on 
Monday, February 3rd, " the Council considered Law 
No. 9, which dealt with the question of ' turning the 
door of the house ' from one chief to another." The 
following interesting discussion then took place: — 
Matsabisa : Who is to blame when a man turns the 

door of his house — the man himself, or the chief 

who receives him? 
Tsoloanb;" Both, 
Patso : The matter is almost as great & source of danger 

to the country as brandy. 
Philip : If men turn from one chief to another and it 

is found that these chiefs have done nothing towards 

having the matter cleared up, then the chiefs should 

be punished. 
Qamako : It is a very difficult matter for chiefs to deal 

with. 
Sekake : Who amongst us is said to be breaking this 

law ? ■ Let him be named. ■ 
Nking: The men who are at fault in this matter are 

the petty chiefs. They ore always turning to 

greoter chiefs. 
Reverend N. Mpiti recommended plainer speaking. 
James Matete: I consider the matter of turning the 

door to be o very important one. 



Here, however, the matter ended. The Reverend N. 
Mi'ITi's recommendation of plainer speaking was not 
foltowed up, and we are left guessing. I suppose 
" turning the door of the house " must be something 
like "crossing the floor of the House" with us. In 
Basutoland Mr, Winston Churchill would be snid to 
hove turned the door of the house from Mr. Balfour 
to Sir Henry Campbell-Bannehman. On the other 
hand. Major Renton, M-P-, and a number of Haggerston 
electors have just turned it in the opposite direction. 
In Basutoland they would be blamed for this tergiver- 
satory proceeding. 



Later on the Council discussed witchcraft, and it is 
stated that " the opinion of the Council appeared to be 
that legislation on the subject would be unadvisable, as 
certain forms of witchcraft were certainly practised by 
universal custom ; but it was denied that the practice of 
' litaola,' or bone-throwing, involved the mention of indi- 
viduals' names." I am glad of that; though I,am bound 
to say that to throw bones, so to speak, in vacuo, would 
appear to be an aimless and uninteresting pursuit. 
When our'bwn ancestors used to make little figures of 
wax and stick pins into them, they were never foolish 
enough to make what I moy call general figures. They 
mode tbem in the particular likeness of a favourite 
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Potter. "Akt make os it, SmT" 
'H.M.S. Thtodebeb.' " 



enemy, and always hoped for fatal results from the 
pin -sticking. 

1 pass on, however, to the tremendous question of 
brandy, which the Council debated on Saturday and 
Monday, February Ist and 3rd. We, too, have had our 
Licensing debates; but, unlike the Houee of CommonSi 
the Basuto chiefs appeared to be all of one mind in 
the matter. A few extracts from the Basutoland 
Hansard will show the nature of the discussion: — 
Paramount Chief : With regard to brandy, I drink 

myself; but when 1 see its effects on others I C; 

see that it is a bad thing. 
JosiAS: There is no use in chiefs saying they should 

put a stop to brandy -smuggling unless they bind 

themselves to stop drinking brandy. 
Reverend C. M. Seiieta: One of the greatest evils of 

brandy-drinking is that chiefs cannot hear cases 

owing to being drunk. We shall soon ask that those 

wlio are drimken should not have the right of 

hearing cases. 
Various chiefs havirig spoken in the same strain, the 
Council closed with prayer. 



This was on Saturday, and the subject came up again 
on Monday, when Makhaola opened the proceedings: — 
Makhaola : I do not know what good these men, who 
even come into the Council after drinking, are as 
advisers. I do not drink myself, and can always 
attend to the messages of the Assistant Commis- 
sioner. 
This remark was evidently regarded by the Paramount 



Chief aa being of the nature of a personal attack on 
himself. He at once retorted with some dignity : — 
Paramount Chief : No one has ever found me incapable 

of doing business through drunkenness, but I 

occasionally suffer from headache. 
Had this remark been uttered in the House of Com- 
mons it would certainly have been punctuated by " Loud 
laughter and cheers." In the Basuto Council, however, 
it passed without any comment whatever. It must be 
admitted that in thus pleading guilty to the minor count 
of headaches the Paramount Chief gave himself away. 



Finally the Resident Commissioner wound up the 
debate with an excellent speech, in which he promised 
to do what he could to help the Basutos in this matter. 
He told them they must choose between national 
prosperity and drink, and also declared that he would 
" talk over this matter with the Paramount Chief before 
he leaves Maseru." I hope there will be no more bead- 
aches, and in the meantime I commend the whole of 
this debate to the notice of those who propose to speak 
in our own Licensing debates in the autumn. 



The Liverpool Echo, describing some prehistoric 
remains lately discovered, states that " the femur bones 
of some of the skeletons exceeded in length by several 
inches the same bones in the arms of the biggest 
workmen." 

We thought there must be something wrong about the 
construction of some of our workmen. No wonder we 
have so many unemployed. 
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CAUTION. 



Hodg: "Oh, bl „ -..„ ,. 

Poiilmiatrcg». " Yes. but bb c. 
Hml'je. "Well, they 'he the j 
PosfmUfrfw. "YEa, rnrr tod mi 
IMge. •■ Must 1 ? Well. I 'l 



Tboae Indomitable Engines. 

Every member o£ hia " ((he Prince ot 
Wales'^) "anite took a short turn at Bloking. 
'B8 a very severe and emiueDtly satisfoclory 
of th^ IndotnilabWi turbine en^nea." 

Uoni'iiig Paa. 



Companiona of the Bath. 

Test End, Stoke. — Superior Apartmeata 
Vacant, bath ; friends could join. 



The Vir«t-ClaM Cricketer's Ideal. 

" The efforts of Jolinson were so ably seconded 
bv the other members of the eleven that at no 
time did tliere appear the Hliehtest prospect 
of a deGoite result being arrived at." 

Mominij Pott. 

" Woman {strong), country preferred, wanted 
for breaking eggs."— SErn'mton. 
After this let us hear no more about 
as the weaker sex. 



A PARTIAL PORTRAIT. 
Ma. Harold Cox, M.P. 
Somewhat schoolmasterlike in mien. 
Yet sinnpler in his speech than 
scholars, 
Undevlatingly serene, 

Artistic in his ties and coHsra — 
Such is the style of Harold Cox, 
The man who gives his Party shocks. 

Aloof, alone, yet undismayed. 
When any Party move is mooted 

That will not tally with Free Trade, 
Cox preaches Cud den undiluted, 

Regarding as a base defection 

Lloyd-Geokge's dallyings with Pro- 
tection. 

A thorough master of detail, 
A perfect demon at statistics, 

He never yet was known to fail 
In castigating cranks or mystics; 

And when an ignoramus chatters. 

Cox tears his fustian into tatters. 

When AsQUiTH seeks in rounded 
phrase 

To palliate some rash surrender 
To Labour's menace, or essays 

The role of Poverty's defender. 
Cox bids him talk to the marines, 
And gives the polished Premier beans. 

Yet though his sentiments are strong 
And though his irony is searing. 

Such virtues to his speech belong 
He never fails to gain a hearing; 

Nor does he strive to be effective 

By lapsing into crude invective. 

Expert at diagnosing fools 

Who grope in intellectual twilight 
Or seek to sit upon two stools. 

He radiates unceasing dry light 
Upon the sophistry that snares 
The minds of muddled doctrinaires. 

Free from the tremors that assail 
The vacillating opportunist, 

Where Folly flounders like a whale 
He smites it like a good harpoonist, 

Delighting specially in digs 

At all humanitarian prigs. 

The efforts of the candid friend 
Excited Canning's execration. 

But Harold Cox contrives to lend 
The part a certain elevation ; 

For here at least the wounds are felt 

To be in faithful earnest dealt. 

Most Members treat with more re- 
spect 
Their Party's whip, their Party's 
banner ; 
Few have a keener intellect, 

A more alert debating manner ; 
.\nd few would be more badly missed 
Than Cox, the Individualist. 
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AN OLD BIRD. 

Fmi am (M>. A«Knii). "SEEMS TO CARRY A LOT OF SHOT! I THOUGHT WE BOTH HIT HIM." 
Sewsd GCN (Mb. WiTOTOS CmRrHiu.). '■ I KNOW I DID." BiHD. "HA! HA!" l^xU. 
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SlioMiiifj Tenant {refrttlt'tnij hia memory by reading agent's adcertiaenient}. " ' Limit, ooouaB 3O0 bhace.' " 

Kreper. Wid that bb fob tiib i.B<iaE; OR fob the tub. Sia?" 

Tenant. " YUB, OF codbse." (Confinuea.) "'Sijkos, Tin. Tuia is i usii)oe ofpohtdhiti ot BEOCBua bohe tbofbibs qoitb oct o: 

B DOaUON, AS WB UHDEBaTAND NO BTAQB HAVE BEEM SHOT OB TBIS E3TATS DDHINO TUB LIST FITS TEAB8.' IS THAI BIGHT?" 

Keeper. "Oo, ay, n'lJ. be hax ob sevek ibab bihob tbj; labt siau wab beeh os the OHnsD." 



STRAINED RELATIONS. 

bcKNE — The Terrace at the Stadium Restaurant in the 

Franco-Britiak Exhibition. Time — About 8.5 p.m. 

Af rs. Spetliguc (a portly overheated matron with 
glittering grey eyee — to her husband, as they ttand in the 
entrance -icaij). Well, Theobald, considering that I 've 
been kept standing outside for half-an-hour in & long 
qiietic, for all the world as if the place were a soup- 
kitulien, the least you can do now they have let us in is 
to fi nd a tahle to Bit down at I 

Mr. Spcttiguc (o u'izcned little man letth an air of 
lonrcd deprcseion). If we wait here, they '11 give us one 
presently. 

'Irs. 8. You never get anything in this world, Theo- 
hai.d, it you wait for people to come and ofier it you. I 

e a table over there which will do well enough. Quick 

iw — before anyone else geta it! 

Mr, S. (as they arrive at a table laid for four). I don't 



know if you 're aware of it, DciJORAn, but this table hae 
a card with " Reserved " on it. 

Mrs. S. {seating herself, tearing the card into pieces, 
and throwing it under the tahle). It hasn't got it now, 
anyhow. If people reserve places, they should come i: 
tirne to take them. But you 've no idea of standing up 
for yourself, Theobald — you leave we to do everything. 
It was I who insisted on those poople taking their places 
at the end of the line just now when they were trying to 
pu^h in before us. 

Mr. S. One of them said he 'd engaged a table for 
four, my dear. 

Mrs. S. Very likely he did — hut it doesn't follow that 
he was teUing the truth, does it? (Two youny mcr 
straw hats enter with their respective fiancees.) They 'vc 
just come in— don't look round. Those two hussies with 
them are no better than they should be, / 'II be bound I 

Reggie (the leader of the party). Now we 're all right I 
I chose a table close to the parapet. Hullo! I say. 
You remember the old tabby who wouldn't let me get 
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near tbe comtnisaionaire chap at the door? Well, she 
and her husband have nipped in first and calmly takea 
our table. However, I '11 soon have 'em out of that. 
{Approaching Mr. SpETTiorE) Sorry to disturb you. Sir, 
but as a matter of fact this table is reserved (or us — 
you will notic» it is laid for four. 

Mrs. S. Theobald, tell this young man that it is 
nothing to ue if it was laid for forty. We got here first— 
and we intend to stay here. 

Reggie (io his friend). This is a bit too thick. I '11 
see if I oau find the manager. {Returna later with the 
manager.) 

The Manager (to Mr. S.).- Excuse me, but ze gentle- 
man have engage zis table. I give you anozer, very 
nice, inside there — for two persons. 

Mrs. S. Tliank you — my husband' and I are very 
comfortable where we are, we shall certainly not move — 
unless you choose to drag us away by main force. 

Manager (with a shrug, to Keooie). 1 am sorry — but 
viz such types, vat can I do? And to-ntght zere Is so 
much crowd. I have ho more any tables for four at 
present. If you like to sit here alt ze same, 1 tell them 
to bring two more chairs. (Reooie conaulta hia party— 
they decide to accept this arrangement; thechairs are 
broiigki, Rbooir being on Mr. Spettigue's right, facing 
Mrs. S.) 

ilfr. S. I should not have thought this table large 
enough to seat so many as six, should you, Deborah ? 

Mrs. S. Certainly not, Theobald — but if people trill 
thrust themselves in tike this, I suppose we must put up 
with the consequences. 1 always say the worst about 
coming to a place of this sort is the company one is 
brought in contact with ! 

Brqoie (gloomily, to himself). We 're in for a rotten 
time, if I can't manage to shunt Debobah and Theo- 
bald! How would it be if I I '11 try it, anyhow. 

{Alovd to Mr. S.) Come, now, haven't you kept this up 
al)out long enough. Uncle Theobald? 

Mrs. 8. (brisiUng). " Uncle Theobald," indeed 
Theobald, don't tell me that young man is any relation 
of yovrst 

Mr. 8. Of course not, Deborah. (To Reoqie) I 
don't know what you 're talking about. Sir, and 1 've no 
Irish to know, 

Reggie (affectionately). I wouldn't go on with it any 
longer, Uncle. Really, I wouldn't. I can't bear to see 
you and Auntie there — two of the dearest, merriest old 
souls who ever breathed — (Mrs. S. glares at this descrip- 
tion, while her hiisband regards him with a scowl of 
KitHpicion) — you are — you frnotr you are — I can't see you 
letting my friends here misunderstand you for a minute 
more than is necessary. If you won't tell them, I must! 

Mr. 8. Ihopclessly mystified). Tell them— tell them 
what ? / 've nothing to tell your friends. Sir ! 

Reggie. Then you leave it to me. Uncle? All right. 
(To his party) It was tike this. My dear uncle and 
aunt found out we were dining here to-night, and so 
Aunt Deborah — who never covld resist a spree — sug- 
gested giving you alt a pleasant surprise by joining the 
party. (General surprise and heirilderment.) 

Mrs. 8. (to the party). Don't believe a word he says! 
It 's an absolute falsehood I 

Reggie. I 'm wrong. No, it was Uncle suggested 
that. And then, Aunt Deborah, you said, what fun it 
would be if you and Uncle got in first and pretended to 
be a cantankerous old couple who couldn't play the game 
for toffee. And jolly well you 've done it, too, I will say I 
Anyone would have been taken in who didn't know what 
ripping good sorts you really were. But you mustn't let 



your love of practical joking carry you too far, you knoir. 
Now own up, and be your own cheery selves I 
(Delighted applause from hia party, who by this time 

have grasped the siiiiation.) 

Mrs. S. (crimson with rage). Don't take the slightest 
notice of that young jackanapes, Theobald, or of those 
giggling minses either. They are only trying to make 
us ridiculous 1 It is high time you thought about order- 
ing some food. (Taking the carte from a woi(er) I shall 
1 consommee — and you had better have the same. 
And curried mutton and rice to follow. 

Reggie (tenderly). Do, Aunt Deborah, do. But^ 
you "11 have some fish first? Do try a little fish ! To 
please met 

Mrs. 8. (furiously). Are. wc ordering this dinner, or 
are youi 

Reggie. Oh, I thought / was to be host — but, of 

urse, if you insist (To the party) Just like my 

dear Aunt and Uncle — always so hospitable 1 (Leaning 
over Mr. S.) If I might suggest, Uncle, I wouldn't have 
braised lobster — safe to bring on youp gout — and isn't 
curried mutton just a Uttle beating this weather? For 
Aunt, I mean. Do you mind if we have some chicken 
mayonnaise' Bad Neapolitan ices instead? 

Mrs. S. Have whatever you please. It 's nobbing to 
us! 

Reggie. Awfully good of you. Aunt ! (To the others, 
in a stage whisper) Simply rolling, both of 'em 1 

Mrs. 8. Stop, waiter — you 're sure you quite under- 
stand what you "re to bring us? 

Waiter (rapidly). Consommee, braise lobstare, curri 
mutton, mayonnaise, rasberri tart, Napolitau ices for 
seex — alright. (He rushes off before Mrs. S. hog time to 
protest.) 

Reggie. You do understand ordering a little dinner. 
Uncle ! Are you looking for the wine list? (Handing it) 
Lager wilt do us quite well — you and Aunt Deborah, I 
know, never drink anything but champagne — that ain't a 
bad wine — but a tittle on the dry side, for Auntie's taste. 
A glass or two of champagne will buck you up like any- 
thing. Aunt. And you 're coming with us on the Spiral 
Railway and the Flip-Flap, aren't you? I remember 
how you enjoyed yourself at JEarl's Court last year. Hoa; 
many times was it you went doft-n the Helter- Skelter 
Lighthouse? Fifteen — or was it twenty? 

Mrs. 8. (rising wrafhfullu). If you prefer to endure 
the impertinences of a pack of impudent young idiots, 
Theobald, remain by all means. But don't expect mr 
to put up with them — for I will not ! 

Reggie (rising). Aunt, I implore you. If you must 
deprive us of your genial presence — at least — at least 
leave us Uncle Theobald I 

His Party. Yes, yes — do let Uncle Theobald stay ! 

Mr. 8. (rising). I am coming, Deborah — I have long 
felt that this is no place for us. 

Reggie. I won't say good-bye. Perhaps, dear Aunt 
and Uncle, when time and curried m«tton have brought 
you to a gentler mood, we may all meet and forget this 
unhappy family feud— on the Hip-Flnp, 
(They edge their ivay past him, and retreat in aome 
disorder.) 

Reggie (pensively, as he takes Mr. S.'s chair). 01 
course, I don't A-noM,-— but 1 've a sort of feeling that 
Auntie and Uncle will nevtr sit at my table again. 

==^== ^- *■ 

Drastic Kethod*. 

" 's 81 looting Powder forcuUiDs Infants Quids per pocket 16 

annnB."^Fn»n an Indian pricf Utt of Palrnt MedirSnea. 
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THE "CONQUEST" OF THE AIR. 

(SuEVIHa HOW OHAOErnLLT THE IIR ACENOnLEDOES 1TB DEFEAT.) 



From ft co-operative store in the 
North of England : 

RiBiiTa I IfocRMNa 

FkEMI WiEttHB 

Djiilt. I To Obdeb. 



" Runic in vefjetariRii famity for Cbrislitm, 
lo Ukn niotber's duties ; wnshiug and eilra 
c'.raniiig gi ven . " — Seotnna a . 
We Kcomtnend for the puipose a 
new book by Mr. H. C. Woods, 



which should supplj' all requiBitc in- 
structions for " extra cleaning." It 
IB entitled Washed by Four Seas. 



" To-dnj's Forecaut — E«Bterl;, licbt bnezes, 
diieflf from the west or north-nesL — 

fiiitnt .'<fham Gaietle. 
If we DfiuHt have East winds we 
should always choose for them to 
blow from the West, or even North- 
West. 



liry gr( 






" Wakteo, perfectly quiet, light, 
floor room . ■ - ■ Rat nud vormin 

The Daily Suuttman, CaleiUla. 
We certainly think that there should 
be no petty extra charge for these 
trivial luxuries. 



" West Kirby, Saperior Ai>nrtmei.t«, willi 
or without roomB." — Livtrpool Edia. 
When taking aparttnents we always 
insist that rooms should be thrown in. 
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ON THE BEACH. 

UuRiEL, aged 14, and Mise Crawlet, 
her govemegi, aged ? are loaning 
to Mrs. JaCKBON, o pZump, over- 
dresMd lady, on the parade.] 

Muriel (ahTilly). Here we are, 
mumsy t iliea Chawlbv "a got you 
» chair! Isn't it jolly here? And 
)h, mumsy, may I batne? 

MUa Crawley. Muriel, 

you must not shout like 
that : it goes right through 
my head, besides being un- 
ladylike. 

Mrs. Jac.lcson {approach- 
ing and lowering herself 
heavily inlo the beachchair, 
which benda but docs not 
break). Bathe, girlie? how 
can you ? Where are 
the machines ? 

Muriel. Oh, there are 
no machines here. Tents, 
mumsy — much jollier. 
Aren't they, Miss Craw- 

Mts. Jackson. And how 
io you get down to the a 
pray ? 

Muriel. Oh, that 'b 1 
best part of it. I'ou have 
to run tight across 
beach, mumsy. It's 
lovely. 

Afrs. Jaclcaon. What! 
Through all those people, 
and dozens of them from 
our own neighbourhood. 
never heaiS of such 
thing. Miss CitAWLEy, I 
wonder you should have 
encouraged the idea. 

Miaa Crawley. I a 
you, dear Mrs. Jackson, I 
did not. It was most 
repugnant to me. 

Muriel. Oh but, mumsy, 
really it 's all right. Every- 
ucjuj uoes it. 

Mrs. Jackson. Not cv< 
body. No lady would i a 
as far as I am concerned, 
no lady's child shall either. 

Misa Crawley: I felt con- 
vinced that would be your i ^'^'^, , 



Crawlev — do look at this old fatty 
waddling down now with the little 
girl. Isn't she a aauaage ? 

Mies Crawley. Muriel, how often 
am I to forbid you to use that ex- 
pression ? 

Mrs. Jackson. Really, Miss Craw- 
ley, 1 think there is stmie excuse 
this time. What a shocking exhibi- 
tion! Disgraceful creature! Where 



MELODRAMA IN AUGUST. 



depart and prcaenthj rMurn, 
^Ii'RiKL in a wild state of ex- 
citement and a scanty bathing- 
Mrs. Jackson. Stop, child. Where- 
abouts are you going to bathe? 

Muriel. Oh, by those little rocks, 
mumsy. It looks lovely there. 

Mrs. Jackson. Do nothing of the 
sort. Go straight over there whero 
Mrs. Leader -KiPToN or.d 
Joan are. You know Joan. 
don 't yon ? 

Muriel. Only just to 
say " Hallo " to. 

Miss Crawley (sternly). 
Not in my hearing, 
Muriel. 

Mrs. Jackson. Well, 
you know her a little. Go 
and talk to her now, ami 
play with her, and come 
out of the water when Ibcy 
do, and speak to nic as \ou 
go by. 

[Muriel rune down to the 
water, giving an oc- 
casional pirouette of 
joy as ahe goes. 
Mrs. Jackson. I am so 
pleased for her to im- 
prove that acquaintance. 1 
Come and sit down, Miss | 
Crawley. Er — perhaps 
you would like o chair " 
Miss Crawley. Oh, no, 
dear Mrs. Jaceson. I can 
quite well sit on the sand. 
Mrs. Jackson. Come 
over on this side of me, 
then you don't block my 
view. Sit on those stoiiea 
— no, they're not t,amp; 
anyhow, sea-water won't 
give you cold. [Miss 
Crawley obeys irith n 
pained amilc.] Now we 're 
nice and comfortable. Dear 
little Joan Leadbr-Eipton. 
See, my girhe is talking to 
her. I really must say 
a word or two to Mrs. 
Leader - RiPfON as they 
come back to their tents. 



Oh, look at that - 



dec is 

person going down to bathe 

How truly dreadful. 

Mrs. Jackson (adjusting lorgnettes). 
Shocking creature. Who can she be? 

Why, I do believe Yes, it is — 

Mrs. Lowe, the draper's wife at 
home. I wonder she isn't ashamed. 
But there 's no telling what these 
underbred people will do nowadays. 

Mtiricl. Well, I think she looks 
very pretty. It 's such a sweet 
costume. But oh, mumsy — Miss 



"'•j.I don't think she quite 
''^> knows me at home ; but 

at the seaside we all seem 

is the beach inspector? It ought not one big family, do we not? How 
to be allowed. happy they look in the water. I 

Aftss Crawley. Oh but, dear Mrs. quite envy them. Miss Crawley; 
Jackson, do you see who it is? Mrs. don't you? 

Leader-Eipton and Joan Leader- flfiss Crawley. Quite, dear Mrs. 
RiPTON, of Croft Manor. Jackson; but unfortunately sea-bath- 

Mrs. Jackson (half rising in ex- ing does not agree with me. It 
citement). It isl Miss Crawley, upsets my liver, and stops my 
engage a tent for Muuikl at once, culation. 
and help her to undress, or they will Mrs. Jackson. Perhaps it 's just as 
be out of the water before she is in it. well. People are more likely to 
[Muriel and Miss Crawley hurriedly make friends with a child when she 
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VilUige SohoolmiMreta, "As F 

t oraKH BOTH BID?" 



T WANTED EKOCaB T 



is alone. Where is my girlie now? 
I bGlieve dear Mrs. Leadee-Kipton 
is teachiag her to swim. How very 
sweet of her ! 

Miss Crawley. I cannot distin- 
guish one from the other, the sun 
is so bright on the water. No, surely 
this is Mdribl coming out by herself. 

Mrs. Jackson. So it is. Foolish 
child. I told her not to come out 
till thoy did. She is getting very 
headstrong. Miss Crawlev. You 
really must be more careful with her. 
[Muriel runt up, wet and wUimper- 
ing. 

MuTiel. Oh, mumsy, I was nearly 
drowned. I got ahnoat out of my 
depth, and she pulled me back again. 

Mrs. Jackson. Oh, how can I ever 
thank her? Miss Crawley, she has 
saved my child's life. Noble woman! 
I must go down to her at once and 
thank her from a mother's heart. 

Miss Crairley. Would it not be 
better to call this afternoon, and 
then you could leave cards? 

Mrs. Jackson. It would ; Mr. Jack- 
son shall come with me. Perhaps 
we can get it in the papers. 



Muriel. No, mumsy. Mrs. Leader- 
Rii'TON wouldn't take any notice of 
me. 1 said " Hallo " to Joan, and 
she said " Hallo " to me, and then 
her mother called her away at once. 
And I tried to let them see how 
many strokes 1 could take, and I 
got too far out, and it was Mrs. 
I^owE who pulled me back. 

Mrs. Jackson. What, the draper's 
vulgar little wife? Pushing crea- 
ture! I call that quite a piece of 
impertinence; don't you, Miss Craw- 

LKV? 

Miss Crawley. I do, indeed. But 
she is always trying to scrape up an 
acquaintance with her class superiors. 

Mrs. Jackson. 1 hope you did not 
speak to her, you careless child. 

Muriel. I believe I said "Help!" 

Mr». Jackson. Well, she need not 
consider that an equivalent to an 
introduction. Please understand, 
Miss Crawlf.y, if Muriel sees her in 
the street she Is not to bow. 

Miss Crawley. Certainly, Mrs. 
Jackson. 

Mrs. Jackson. You should never 
have gone near her in the water at 



all. You placed yourself in a very 
awkward position. Miss Crawley, 
you must bathe with Muriel to- 
morrow, and keep her netir the right 

Miss Crawley. I am afraid it will 
upset me, Mrs. Jackson, and the 
tents are a very long way from the 
water. 

Mrs. Jackson. Nonsense; you 'II 
soon get used to that. I cannot 
have my child running these risks. 
Besides, you may be useful to 
Mrs. Lf.ader-Kipton, who has not 
brought her governess or maid, I 
believe. 

Muriel. But I don't think I want 
to bathe any more, mumsy. 

MrH. Jackson. Of course you must 
bathe, you foolish child. But go and 
dry her now, Miss Ceawley; the 
child 's wet through. Be careful 
with her hair. And to-morrow you 
can offer to dry Joan's hair, too — 
it will restore your circulation after 
your dip. 

Miss Crawley. Very well, dear Mrs. 
Jackson. [Lewds the shivering 
Muriel sadly back to her tent. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Whes 1 take up a noveland read right at the beginning 
"Through the open window the clear, sad cry of some 
night-flying water-fowl reached her. The elfin ring in 
it quieted her tuiBultuoiis thoughts," I naturally 
assume that the note of romance, like the widgeon's (or 
whatever it was), is going to be pitched fairly high. But 
in Love and the Poor Suitor (Kutchinson), the only 
unusual feature that Mr. Pebcv White haa provided is 
the lady's name, Sonia (short for Autonia), and, barring 
the fact that her husband is a struggling artist and 
that the book ends, in Rome, there Is really no justifica- 
tion for this heroic piece of nomenclature. The 
appalling poverty of life in a Hammersmith flat is -the 
theme on which the plot turns, and there is a shadowy 
teriium quid in the person of Lionel Muagrave, a rich 
dilettante and critic, 



in me the frame of mind for ever connected with Oliver 
Twist's mood at meal time. As a story it is brightly 
told, the interest maintained to the last page. Lady 
Napier has a keen eye for character, and can draw it 
with a few light touches. She knows many women, 
but with the exception of her heroine, Betty Fitshvgh, 
a charming girl, sho is not fortunate in her findings. 
Some of the portrait -paintings of woman^scheming, 
aelfish, dishonest, at beat frivolous — ^look dangerously 
like sketches from life made in circles of more or less 
intimacy. If Lady Napiek does not love all women, 
she is at least alive to the beauties of landscape. Also 
she likes dogs. One of the best-drawn characters in a 
elever book is her four-legged confidant and companion 
" Johnnie." 



felt the slightest in- 
terest in him I felt 
bound to imitate her 
example. Treated as 
a mild comedy, the 
story would go well 
enough, but Mr. 
White evidently con- 
ceives it to be a full- 
blooded drama, and 
there I do not fol- 
low him. If Mr. 
Musgravo had been 
a little more enter- 
prising and Sonia a 
little less placid, 
or if there had been 
any chance of her 
husband's really 
starving, I might 
have been stirred ; 
but, as a matter of 
fact, poor suitor 
though he was, he 
stuck to his last, I 
should say his '.-^lllUll- 
palette, with a diligence that w 
be not a little dull. 



Ertrcia fron 
at a bibcuit a 



Guidebook. — "The Bteamera poxa ho close 
LI eaailf be toseed aahore from the deck." 

HiVEEB, WHOSE 



J praiseworthy as to 



Looe the Harvester aims to bring, 

In Mr, Pemberton's well-known way. 
The times when George the Sohetoin'G was king 

i Which of the four I can't quite say) 
nto the light of the present day. 

The volume (Methubn) is nicely packed 
With various sports of the good old brand, 

Who crack their bottles and whips, and act 
After the manner ordained and planned 
For swains who sigh for a lady's hand. 

There are villains, also, who mostly hail 
From London City (abode of crime!) 

Who weave foul plots, but finally fail 
As always happened in that sublime 
King George the Something-or-Otheh's time. 



I have not before read Lady Napier of Maodala as 
a novelist. A Stormy Morning (Johk Murray) induces 



-In The Cliff End (Grakt Richards) Mr. E. C. Booth 
has been more generous than discreet. His pen is so 
fluent that he has allowed his showers of metaphor and 

simile to become n 

deluge, and I regret 
this the more be- 
cause be says many 
things which are 
well worth saying. 
In method he re- 
minds me often of 
Mr. DE Morgan ; he 
is as leisurely, and 
shows as humorous a 
sympathy for all 
sorts of c u r i o u .<i 
people, but he just 
lacks the charm 
which makes Mr. de 
Morgan's discursive- 
ness pardonable. 
You do not mind 
how long Mr. de 
Morgan goes on, but 
with Mr. Booth you 
are concerned to 
know when he is 
going to stop. The 
scene of The Cliff 
End is laid in a York- 
shire village, and Mr. 
Booth has the touch which makes his characters like- 
able even when they are ridiculous. His gallery of 
minor portraits is full of admirable work, and if the 
hero and heroine — Wynne, a composer who was visiting 
the village, and Pant, a post-girl who spent her leisure 
in wanting to be a sister to her numerous swains — are 
a little commonplace, The Cliff End is, after all, a book 
which depends more upon its setting and its subsidiary 
characters than upon its main theme. Aa a novelist 
Mr. Booth has an equipment almost too ready to hand, 
and he has only to spare himself — and not, in golfing 
language, to press — if he is to fulfil the promise he has 
already shown. 



3 tlie laland of Uavec 



A Galalutd among tbe Piuaiea. 

" Pereinn Cat, jonng, pure." — Adtt. in " Linrpool Etho." 



" Then ibe Arcliblithop of Canterbury anil ike Biahoie ABsiBtaut were 
condiiined to seala without tbe gates of the choir, and cloae to the 
pulpit, where they remsbed during (he Bermon."^!V'Mtinin»(er OazeUe. 

Verv decent of them ! 
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FIRST AID TO EDITORS. 

The silly season being with us, 
and promiBing to be unuBuolty pro- 
ductive of the epistolary ase, Mr. 
Punch offers the directors of the 
([reat London dailies a choice of 
further succulent topics for their 
readers to munch upon: — 

Should children be told all? 

Is honesty the best policy ? 

Does one ever really 
know the time ? 

What is life? 

Are we dead when we 
die? 

Shall wo let India go? 

Are holidays dan- 
gerous ? 

Is marriage a success ? 

Should sauce for the 
goose be sauce for the 
gander? 

Is there really any- 
thing of any import- 
ance? 

Are things what they 
seem? 

Ought we to bathe in 
water ? 

Is fbod deleterious ? 

Can one leara by 
experience ? 

Should newspapers 



CHARIVARI A. 

Several newspapers 
gave details of the long 
private conversation 
which took place be^ 
tween the Kaiser and 
his guest in the library 
at Fried riohsbof Castle, 
and it has been sug- 
gested that, with a view 
to preventing corre- 
spondents from secret- 
ing themselves under 
sofas, etc., such rooms 
shall in future 



on the Victoria, and Lord Charles' 
Beresfokd on the Albert. 

From Marienbad comes the news 
that Dr. Ott found Kikg Edward 
in excellent health, but he undertook 
to cure His Majksty. 

"England and America should 
march together," flays a contempo- 



Cabby (to detofatitK yoalh). CjiS, Sia? (Poum.) Ok w 



! recently died 



Within a week a white seal has 
turned black at the Zoo. This gives 
one some idea of the density of our 
dreadful London atmosphere. 

The new Kent Control ol Dogs 
Order, 1908, provides that no dog shall 
be allowed out between the hours of 
sunset and sunrise with- 
out being under proper 
restraint. Those who 
are in favour of a 
Quieter London are 
agitating for a similar 
order in regard to cats 
in the metropolis. 

The epidemic of fires 
in country houses is, we 
hear, giving great satis- 
faction to the drapery 
trade. More attention 
than ever is now givon 
by gentlemen ae well 
as ladies to the selec- 
tion of dainty night- 



An Italian nobleman, 
who is a widower for 
the seventh time, has. 
The ExprcsB informs us, 
erected a castle with 
seven towers at Biarritz 
in memory of his seven 
wives. It would be inter- 
esting to know whether 
the architect's design 
allows for the erection 
of further towers. 
* * 

A report of the Board 
of Agriculture shows 
that the North Sea fish 
are gradually vanishing. 
It is thought that the 
silly creatures have been 
frightened by rumours 
of a coming war. 



searched by a vacuum cleaner immo- rary. Bunning together was cer- 
diately before an interview. tainly not a great success. 



Meanwhile it is good to know that 
the Royal visit has gone far to 
improve the relations between the 
two countries. Indeed it is said that, 
to accentuate this fact, the Kaiser 
intends to christen his next Dread- 
nought " Kdnig Edward VII." 

A Continental contemporary, in 
reporting the review of the Channel 
Fleet by the Kino in the Yictoria and 
Albert mentions that Hia Majesty 
afterwards received Sir JoUN FiSHBR 



In the course of three weeks no 
fewer than 80,000 persons have 
signed the "Gold Book" at the 
White City and received in exchange 
a certificate stating that they have 
visited the Exhibition. This, we 
under:itand, exempts them from 
further visits. 

Brighton, for all its reputation as a 
health-giving town, evidently docs 
not suit everyone. A Sussex rector, 
writing to The Daily Mail, states that 



Sir Ian Hamilton, in his report on 
the battle in which the Territorials 
took part, states that he had been 
advised to let a Regular Royal 
Engineer officer assist in building the 
bridge over the Avon, but he turned 
a deaf ear to the suRgestion, he being 
resolved that the Territorials should 
" sink or swim on their own merits." 
Apparently, however, the Territorials 
did neither : they walked across the 
bridge, 

Mr. Wilbur Wbiqut has now had 
an accident. He has broken hie 
record. 
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OUR DRAMATIC COMPETITION. 

[It will be recalled that tte problem set was as follows:— She rich, 
He poor— in love wiUi one another— bnt the money stands in the way 
ol tbeii' getting married. Solution required.] 

Ma. Somerset Maugham's innumerable succeBses on 
the London boards should console him to some extent 
for having gained only third place in our competition 
with the following oxerciBe : — 

THE DETRIMENTAL. 
[The Bcrne is tkn usual Mayfair drawing-Toom. She, 
the usual Society debutante, is leaning back amongst 
the usual sofa cushions. He, the usual Society 
young mart, t's leaning the usual elbow on the 
usual mantelpiece and throwing off the usual smart 
sayings. 

He (moodily). I "m going off to the Colonics — the 
refuge of the deservedly destitute. 

She. Ah, no, you are worthy of better things than 
that! 

He. If we all got what wc were worth on this earth 
there would be no need for an under-world hereafter. 

She. Won't you change your mind and stay? . . . 
(Hesitatingly and loivering her eyes.) For my sake? 

He. Men are not allowed to change their minds — 
except polittctans and millionaires. I 'm only a pauper. 

She. The peerage? 

He. Fifteen lives stand between me and the Earl- 
dom, and most of them arc hale and hearty. That 's 
why your mother is usually out when I call. 

She (banging a cushion). Money is hateful. 

He (hicMng the fender). Lack of it is still more 
hateful. 
[4 footman enters with the usual urgent letter for him. 

He (taking the letter). Excuse me- (Opens it, reads, 
and then lets it flutter to the ground.) Two uncles and 
four cousins gone — a yachting accident. 

She (eagerly). Then you are rich now? 

He. Only in my iove for you. Nine lives still stand 
between me and a banker's smile. 

Newsboy (shouting off stage). Spesh-hul! Orrrrhbl 
Dsssahhiistr I Spesh-hul ! 

[He goes to vindow and buys a copy of the paper, opens 
it, reads, and then lets it flutter to the ground. 

She (tensely). What is it? 

He. Two more uncles, one cousin, one second-cousin, 
one half-cousin, three nephews, and one half-nephew — 
tho liner went down in mid-ocean. . . . That leaves me 
high and dry as the heir. 

Her Mother (entering with a telegram). Have you 
heard the news? The old Earl . . . 

He (taking the telegram, reading, and then letting it 
flutter to the ground). A boating accident. . . So there 's 
gold in sea-water after afl. 

She (whispering to her Mother). He succeeds to the 
title. 

Her Mother. My dear boy, you have my very 
deepent condolences. I hope (archly) you will manage 
to spare a little more time to call on us in tho future ! 
You have always been a most welcome guest here ! 

He. Thank you. (Sotto voce) Sapphiral 
(Curtain.) 

" Honourable mention " is also accorded to a 
dramatist who writes under the pseudonym of "X." 
(Will he kindly send his name and address ?) 

THE BOOSTER. 
[The scene is a farmyard in the Isle of Man. A milk- 



maid is pumping real water from a real pump into 
a real milk-pail. A flock of real sheep passes across 
the stage. Exit the milkman, stumbling over a 
real hayfork. She, the farmer's daughter, enters, 
carolling blithely, with a dish of real peas to sheU. 
He enters in farm -labourer's dress, and surveys her 
melo-soulfully for some moments. 
He (removing his hat elaborately). Good morning, 

Miss GWYNIFBED. 

She. Good morning, Quii.liam. 

He. Can I help you with your task? 

She (doubtfully). Oughtn't you to be turning out tho 
pig-sty ? 

He. I ought to be, but I cannot bear to be turning 
out pig-styes when I might be near you. 

She (aside). How noble he isl (Aloud) If my father 
were to ... ! 

He (heroically). Let him! I would face even his 
wrath for your soke. For I love you, Gwvnifred, I 
love you with the inmost fibres of my heart ! Name the 
deed of daring to be done for your sake, and it shall 
be done. 

She (bursting into tears). If only I dared . . . ! 

He. Dared what? 

She. If only I dared to eacritice my position I To 
become the wife of a poor labourer! . . . But, yes. I 
will, I will marry you, whatever the world may say! 
(Throwing herself into his arms.) 

He (recoiling). Never! Never shall it be said that I 
let you sacrifice yourself for me ! If there is any sacri- 
fice to be made it is for me to make it 1 I will give you 
up, and go away to seek my fortune. 

She (clinging to him). No, you shall not, QuilliahI 
If you love me truly, you will not be so selfish as to 
wound me by sacrificing yourself. It would break my heart. 

He. In this world, dearest, the call of duty comes 
first. My duty is sacrifice, and I shall go through with 
it to the bitter end ! 'Tis better thot we should part. 

She. Then 1 shall cast myself down from yonder cliff. 

He (burying his forehead in his hands). What a 
terrible situation ! Is there no solution to it ? No 
way OTit ? 

A Postman (appearing at the gate). Is Master 
QuiLLiAM QuATKiNa sbout the house? 

He (rising majrsticaVy). I am Qi'illiam Quatkixs. 
Speak out and fear not I 

The Postman. Then I have a document for jou. 
(Holding out an open document with a conspicuous red 
seal.) You have been elected Turncock to the House 
of Keys and Booster-General of the Isle of Blan. 

She (ecstatically). Oh, Qi;illiam, all my life I have 
longed to be a Booster's wife ! How splendid for you ! 

He (to the Postman). Convey to them my acceptance 
of the posts. [Exit Postman. 

She. Nothing shall ever, ever part us now! 
(She falh into his arms.) 
1st Curtain. 

[Her Father raises his hands in blessing from the 
doorway.] 2nd Curtain. 

[The neighbours rush in through the gate and shale 
hands with them.} Srd Curtain. 

[A flack of real sheep troap on to the stage.} 
4th Curtain. 

[A herd of real cows enters and mingles tcith the 
joyons gathering.] Final Curtain. 

[The stage is clear again but for the happy pair. He 
kneels down and kisses her hand. Real church bells 
ring out a merry peal.] 

Absolutely final Curtain. 
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"DEAR" OLD ENGLAND. 



Ekoush Horn, PHomnoK. "I CAN'T UNDERSTAND TT! I DO ALL I CAN. I CHARGK DOUBLE 
FOR EVERYTinNa, AND GIVE THEM NOTHINO TO DISTRACT THEIR MINDS. AND YET TOEV 
WILL GO TO THOSE CHEAP PL.\CES ABROAD !" 
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COUNTRY V. CLUn. 
Dbab Jack, if rumour speaks aright 
And you 've put off your annual flight 

To iDvernesB until September, 
And haven't gone to the Isle of Wight — 
Come out of Ivondon's fumes and reeks, 

clubman of the pallid cheeks, 
Desert Pall Mall and Piccadilly. 

And stay with us for a couple of weeks. 

We can offer you Httle except repose ; 

But beyond the paddock & trout -stream flows. 

And in the lane that borders the garden 
No scent of petrol affronts the noee. 
Our style of living is not tip-top. 
But you 're neither epicure nor fop. 

And you shall have the prophet's chamber 
As long as ever you care to stop. 

1 own that most of the reasons I give 
To tempt you hither are negative. 

But it is a boon that no fat stockbrokers 
Within our six-mile radius live. 
The boys are home from Rugby. Hi:Gn 
Already la quite as tall as you; 

Jack goes to Oxford in October, 
With hopes of winning a football blue. 



Maud's skirts are lengthened — she calls them 

" trains "; 
Her hair, the moat rebellious of manes. 

Is now put up, and she gives good promise 
Of passable looks as well as brains. 
If you hanker after a life of ease. 
We '11 sling you a hammock under the trees, 

Where little is hoard from mom till even 
Except the drowsy murmur of bees. 

If games allure, our friend the Dean, 
Next-door, has a capital bowling green; 

Or Maud will take you on at tennis. 
And give you probably half fifteen. 
There 's cricket, too, in the village; Cobb, 
My coachman, trundles a curly lob; 

Your godson Jack 's a lusty smiter. 
And / don't always get out for a " blob." 

Well, come if you can, and let it be soon, 
For, though the landscape Is best in June, 

You 're not too late to see the glory 
Of ripe wheat under an August moon; 
To witness, unaided by costly mummery 
Or wigs, or any sort of flummery. 

The finest pageant that England offers — 
The country arrayed in a gorb still summery. 
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THE CHASE OF THE GROUSE. 

[You may hnTe read a lot of bright infwiii- 
ative arUclea on this subject dnring tlie -firnl 
few ilays, but this in brighter aiid more inform^ 
ative than any o( them.] 

A CLEVER cynic onee obeerved — 
^N.B.— He didn't; but tiiia makes a 
good start for any article) — that the 
only rBBBons for Scotland's existence 
were that it provided a home for 
Mr. Carnegie, seats for Liberal 
Cabinet Ministers, and forests for the 
grouse. 

What a picture King's Oross 
Station presents a day or two before 
tho Glorious Twelfth. (N.B.— The 
Great Northern station, not the 
Metropolitan. Many people wishing 
to witness the northern exodus, as 
it is called, have spent hours at the 
latter, to their great disappointment.) 
Fox-hunting is over, flat-racing has 
net begun, and peers and Cabinet 
Ministers, sovereigns and suffragettes, 
bishops and baronets, surge wildly 
up and down the platforma — all eager 
for the blood of the grouse. 

Vou may see (or you may not) 
Lady Warwick with her> famous 
brace of blood -hounds, which ni^ll 
goon be on the scent of the bird, 
or Mr. WissTON Cihihchiu, with his 
petted dachshund which has- played 
havoc with many a grouse warren. 

On these occasions the lot of the 
hiMnble porter is to be envied. No 
more content with the customary 
two-pence, he demands gold for 
merely cramming one of England's 
nobles into an already crowded 
guard's-van. Often a porter gathers 
in between two and three hundred 
pounds during this busy week, end 
railway directors have been known 
to assume the porter's uniform in 
order that they might share in the 
golden haryest. 

Soon all (with the exception of the 
porters) are whirling northward eager 
to hear once more the sweet song 
of " Scotland's nightingale." Quaint 
it ia that the favourite exclamation 
of the grouse, as of the Scot, is 
" Cheap 1 Cheap! Cheap!" Un- 
happily the grouse is a delicate bird,, 
especially when hatched out by the 
domestic fowl or duck. That fearful 
disease " the gapes " often decimates 
the feathered inhabitants of the 
grouse -forest. This year the famous 
forests around Dundee, Stirling, and 
Montrose will be ruined by this 
disease. Experienced keepers alleg<^ 
that the outbreak of " the gapes " 
coincided with the series of Scotch 
by-elections. 

Fabulous prices are paid for the 
choicest grouse forests. Mr. Bailue- 



McNab's famous Fochabers estate 
of four hundred acres always com- 
mands a rent of ten thousand pounds 
for the season. The Mackinnon of 
Graddock has a kailyard, situated 
between two famous grouse forests, 
which lets literally at a pound a 
square"foot. ■ But, of course, in this 
instance the lessee has no expenses 
of keepers' or beaters' wages. He 
merely lies in ambush amongst the 
kail and brings down the grouse as 
they rocket over from one forest to 
the other. 

But what cares the sportsman for 
expense when once more he sets foot 
in his beloved Scotland? 

(N.B. — Now for a bit of fine 
sporting writing. Some of it may be 
Crockettese, You proceed at your 
own risk):- 

At dawn the faithful ANOt;s raps 
at my window, and after draining a 
flask of usquebaugh, ciies, " Hoots, 
mon, I spaed a grouse o' seven tyne 
sprouching on Ben Qlumskill this 
morn." (Sprouching, I may explain 
to the illiterate Southerner, is crouch- 
ing to spring on its prey.) 
' In half a minute I throw a kilt 
round me and rush down-stairs. 
My trusty repeating rifle is on my 
shoulder, Angus grips th^ whisky 
keg and the sandwiches, and we 
set off on our six -mile crawl to 
6en Glumskill. The hot sun beats 
upon me, a hail-storm sweeps down 
from the hills, the keg springs a 
leak till Angus heroically plugs it 
with his mouth; yet in spite of mis- 
fortunes I press on. At last, tired 
and worn, I creep over the summit 
and espy the cock grouse of Ben 
Glumskill not a dozen yards away 
singing sweetly as he perches on a 
tussock. (Please note admirable 
local colour in last word.) Angus 
hastily slides the rifle into my hand. 
" Try a sighting shot, mon, whiles 
ho sings," 

Bang ! 

"A wee bit toe the left, aiming at 
the middle grouse ye see — none of 
the outside yins — and allowing for 
the wind." 

Crack, crack, crack, goes the re- 
peater. At last, at the twentieth 
shot, the grouse collapses. He 
makes an effort to crawl away, but 
the deadly explosive bullet has done 
its work. 

" The landing-net, Angus," I cry, 

"Approach wi' caution, mon," he 
answers as he gives it me. 

Another moment and we are gazing 
on the noble carcase. 

' ' Hoots, we maun wet its feathers, ' ' 
cries Angus. 

Alas! alas I the keg is empty. 



FACTS ABOUT FOOD. 

CniCKEN cutlets are made of rabbit. 
Hence the name. 

Though in the latter end they are 
inseparable, in their early youth rasp- 
berries and red currants do not grow 
on the same trees. 

Ithubarb is spelt with an " h " and 
eaten with a fork. 

For tliose who prefer the juice to 
the substance of this delicious if inex- 
pensive stalk, a spoon is substituted 
for the fork. The " h," however, is 
still retained. 

Chicken patties are so called 
because they are made of rabbit. 

There is no edible substance known 
to mankind which does not find its 
way into a plum pudding, save only 
the common plum. 

Even the most skittish lamb on 
the brightest spring morning may be 
reduced to a state of comparative 
solemnity by the production of a bowl 
of mint sauce. It is odd what an 
antipathy the gentle creature has to 
this apparently innocuous liquid. 

IVIarket gardeners admit that the 
most responsible part of their work 
is the selection of professions for their 
potatoes. Many a promising spud 
has failed miserably as a saute which 
would have been an instant success 
as a mash. 

Consistently with the derivation of 
their title, chicken creams are mode 
of rabbit. 

The only safe way to eat a straw- 
berry ice is to place a small portion 
at a time upon the tongue and press 
it against the roof of the mouth. 
When it is thoroughly warmed 
through it is fit to swallow. It seems 
a pity that this heating process can- 
not be done in the kitchen, where 
more suitable and efficient apparatus 
is available. 

Every cloud has a silver lining, so 
that milk may be boiled in it without 
fear of burning. 

Game cutlets are made of rabbit. 
In their case no snobbish exclusive- 
ness is shown in the selection of the 
rabbit. 

Welsh rarebit is neither Welsh nor 
rare. It is not, however, made of 
rabbit. 



A OontMited Hind. 

Mistrets {fanning herself, to maid). 
Oh, Emily, isn't it hot? They say 
it 's 89 in the shade I 

Maid. Well, Miss, we can only be 
thankful there ain't much shade! 
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AN EPOCH-MAKING BANQUET. 

It was a happy thought to briDg 
together &t one table all the Henby 
VIII. 's who have figured m recent 
pageants. 

At the head sat Dr. Best, who was 
Henry VIII. in the Dover Pageant, 
while around him were seated Hemby 
VIII, 'b from Winchester, Chelsea, 
Pevonsey, St. Albans, Gloucester, 
Derby, Worcester, and several other 
towns which have lately celebrated 
their picturesque past in the very 
attractive new manner. 

It was an imposing and splendid 
acene. Never have bo many corpu- 
lent geatlemen in dazzling array 
dined together before. At first it 
had been intended that they should 
meet merely as private friends, to 
oxchango experiences and jokea ; but 
to Dr. Best came the excellent idea 
of insisting upon their appearing in 
their regal habit, and every guest 
therefore retired to a dressiug-room 
before the banquet and donned the 
royal jerkin. The Savoy has wit- 
nessed many strange sights, but none 
stranger than this ; a dozen Royal 
Harrys, all exactly alike, bending 
over their plates in unison, genial, 
prosperous and majestic in girth — 
each one every yard a king. 

From statistics gathered during the 
evening it appears that the heaviest 
representative — Alderman Faooe, of 
Gloucester — weighs nineteen stone 
eight, and the hghtest (with one ex- 
ception) fifteen stono three. These 
figures were ascertained at the re- 
ception before dinner, a weighing- 
machine being in attendance; what 
they afterwards were who shall say? 
One Hal, however, it should be ex- 
plained, had stufled for the part — 
Mr. Lakcaster, of Derby — whose 
weight without pillows is only twelve 
stone. None of the others, let it 
proudly bo put on recj^rd, had any 
recourse to art fOr their pomp of 
flesh. The total weight of the com- 
pany was I ton 2 cwt. 1 stone 12 lbs. 

Of the twelve monarchs, five only 
wore their own whiskers : the rest 
were made up very skilfully, although 
as the evening wore on and the heat 
grow more noticeable some of these 
artificial appendages ehowed a ten- 
dency to slip. The oldest Henry was 
sixty-two; the youngest forty-nine. 
Their total ages came to 672 years. 

One was a doctor; two were 
brewers; three were retired gentle- 
men ; one was an auctioneer ; one a 
hotel proprietor; one a butcher; one 
a yachting-agent; one a veterinary 
Burgeon, and one a town clerk. 
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It was computed by a mathe- 
matical professor from Harvard, who 
was staying in the hotel and was 
deeply interested in the occasion, 
that the chances against twelve 
Henry VIII. 'a ^ing together again 
are eight million to one. In spite of 
this, however, they have arranged to 
do so next year. 

The meal was in character. The 
waiters were dressed as beefeaters. 
Ale and Malmsey wine and sherris 
sock were drunk; boars' heads and 
chines of beef were eaten. 

Dr. Best proposed the health of 
Mr. Louis N. Pahkek, " the Henry 
VIII,," as he wittily put it, "of 
pageant makers " — meaning, as 
he explained, not that he was of 
extraordinary girth but extraordinary 
attainments. (Cheers.) He also pro- 



posed their noble selves. Might their 
shadows, he said, never grow less! 
Might they always remain blufi de- 
fenders of the faith! (Applause.) 
Mr. William Toogood, the re- 
spected auctioneer of Worcester, 
responded in a humorous speech. 
Ab for himself, he aaid in the 
course of his remarks, he would tell 
them a curious thing : he had two 
daughters whose names by an odd 
coincidence were Eltzaueth and 
Mary; but the coincidence stopped 
there, for Elizabeth was marned, 
and Mary was ancemic. (Boars of 
laughter.) In such spirits did the 
evening proceed. 

Tha Fuf«ct ObauAur. 
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D18CUR8ION8. 

The Story That Never Got Told. 
BoTU were ladies of some expanse of form, and of 
years which, though they could not be termed " ad- 
vancing " in the full Betise of that word, might yet be 
said to have made a certain amount of progresa. They 
wero sitting on the shingly beach next to one another, 
with a httle space of pebbles interposed so as to preclude 
the notion of any long previous friendship. Across this 
space they talked. Both were sewing nondescript 
articles of children's dress. There wero indications that 
each was the owner of at least two children, presumably 
scattered abroad upon the beach with spades and paits. 
Absent husbands might be inferred from their conversa- 
tion — men with whose frailties they dealt faithfully, 
but for whose masterful qualities of temper and bearing 
they sometimes evinced a wondering respect heigh- 
tened by pride in the possession of an acknowledged 
paragon. One of the lilies wore a Spanish mantilla; 
the other was chiefly remarkable for a dark-blue blouse. 
When I became aware of them, the mantilla was en- 
deavouring in a desultory manner to tell the blouse a 
story — seemingly of strong domestic interest, but liable 
to frequent interruptions. 



The Mantilla. When it struck ten it woke me up 
all in a cold shiver, and I knew something was going 
to happen. If he 'd meant coming home he ought to 
have been there at nine ; but his supper 

The Blouse. Whose supper? 

The Mantilla. Mr. Pinchin's supper. It's a funny 
thing your name should be Pinker and «)^e _^NceiN. 
The very first time I see you here I said to myself, 
"Lor, -if that isn't Mrs. Neville. Whatever is Mrs. 
Neville doing here? She said she was going to Mar- 
gate for a fortnight, and she 's come here after all." 
But when I looked again I could see it wasn't 'Mtb. 
Neville. Still, it 's a queer thing the names should be 
so close. 

The Blouse. I knew your name before I spoke to you. 

The Mantilla. Lor I 

The Blouse. Yes; I saw your little boy scratch his 
name on the sand at low tide yesterday with his spade. 
He did it quite plain. 

The Mantilla. Did he, the young rascal? I wonder 
wherever those children have got to. (She calls dis- 
tractedly.) Tommy I Meua ! 

The Blouse (also calling). Henery ! Jane! 

The Mantilla. Oh, there they are, all four of 'em, 
rolling in the wet sand. Well, I was telling you about 
that night 1 had with the horrors. Mr. Pinchin isn't one to 
be late for his supper, and he likes it ready for him 
when he comes in. You can always get him in a good 
temper by having it ready, but if he 's kept waiting half 
a minute he lets you know it. 

The Blouse. Mr. Pinker 's just such another. You 
could wind him round your little finger with a tasty 
bit of hashed mutton, but he can't bear pigeon pie. 



The Mantilla (resuming the thread of her narrative). 
I sat still in my chair for about a minute, and then I 
gave myself a shake and I got up to have a look round. 
1 knew I 'd shut the door when I 'd come into the room, 
but there it was wide open, and not a sign of Mr. 
Pinchin. I said to myself, " He 's been in and gone 
out again "; but there was his supper just as I put it 
on the table. If he 'd come in, he 'd never have gone 



out again without taking his food I>on 't say a 

word. Here 's the nigger minstrels again. 

The Blouse. Impidcnt fellows, especially that one 
with the white eyea. Don't notice them. 
[Both the ladies absorb themselves in their sewing as 
the three minstTcls approach. 

A Minstrel. Ha! What do I see? Do my ears 
deceive me? They are my long-lost mothers-in-law. 
Araminta, listen to the voice of nature. (To his part- 
ners) No good 'ere ; let 's try that pitch over there. 
{They pass on.) 

The Mantilla. It 's never any use encouraging them. 

The Blouse. Mr. Pinker once blacked his face for a 
party and carried on like a mad thing. I thought I 
should have died of laughing. 

The Mantilla. Mr. Finchin's got no voice to speak of, 
but he used to play the concertina on Sundays. {She 
again resumes.) Well, that night, when I 'd done look- 
ing round, I thought I heard something coughing in 
the kitchen. It gave me such a turn I didn't rightly 

know where I was. So I went to pick up the poker 

(She breaks off.) Oh, do look at the children. Mblia's 
got knocked over by a wave, and Tommv 's fallen atop 
of her. I must fetch them. 

IShe proceeds to do so. The Blouse alto coUectt her 
tribe, and the two parties leave the beach separately. 



MEMORIES. 
Now 's the time when the August weather 

Makes a magic to haunt my desk, 
^(Joveys calling across the heather, 
" ' Balmon running the winding Esk, 
. W'ind and sunshine that tan to leather 
Features sunburnt and picturesque I 

Now 's the time when Memory bridges 

The locusts' years and their woeful track. 

Bringing the daj s when wo faced the ridge 
Light of footstep and lithe of back, 

Where the versatile Highland midges 
Lapped the blood of the Sassenach. 

Days of boyhood that sought to jeopard 

Uncle John of the pompous strut; 
(I '11 admit he was slightly peppered, 

But deny that the akin was cut, 
Though be roared like a wounded leopard 

Writhing about in the left-hand butt !) 

Aa the bees o'er the meadows hover. 
Storing their sweets for Autumn's chill, 

So I also from Memory's clover 
Take the visions her blooms distil ; 

They will stay when our last drive 'b over. 
Pipes are lit, and we 've turned down-hill. 

Down the hill, for the mists are crawling 

Up the corries in ghostly wrack ; 
Down the hill, for the dusk is falling. 

Lodge-lights gleam where the pines mass black, 
And the grouse on the tops are calling 

Faintly, mockingly, " Back — go back! " 



" Receiit3y, taking a efaort cut alonf; moorlHud ffround. I obserred 
a vhile tbistle: not ol thA speciea ot the national ermlx>l, but ot 
dio English or donkey kintl. On a hasty examinalioa it did not 
appear to be injured ia nny waj."--Tfie ScolBman. 
This seems to be a very hardy plant. 
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"CARETAKER WITHIN." 



cm DU CffiUE. 

Until I lost him I never knew 
how preciouB he was to me; I never 
realised how much he was a very 
part of myself until be was gone, 
and his place knew him no more. 

His brothers, who were standing 
one on each side of him when I eaw 
him last, are here still, but he-^he 
is gone ; -I shall never see him again. 

Was I hard on him? Was 1 un- 
feeling? Was I heartless, callous? 
Kow that he is tnine no longer, I 
heap a thousand reproaches on my- 
self. With a little care, a little 
tenderness I might have kept him. 

And now His absence leaves a 

blank which I am unahio to fill. 

In time, maybe, some other will 
take hia place; but in the first bitter 
WTenoh of parting, the gaping void 
stares uncompromisingly at me ; and 
do what 1 will, I. cannot escape from 
the coQsclouBuess of it. 

The world must surely see it, too. 
Were I some great magician, 1 might 



perhaps hope to hide it from prying 
eyes, but 1 am only a very human 
woman in the throes of a very 
human trouble; and things like this 
are hard to conceal. 

With arrogance and a Pharisaical 
feeling of thankfulness that I was 
not as they, 1 have often in the past 
regarded those who were undergoing 
what I am suffering now. I held 
myself superior, deeming that no 
such thing could ever touch me. 
Yet my day, too, has come; and I 
shuffle shriiikingly aside at the ap- 
proach of any of niy former com- 
panions, hoping (but instinct tells 
me, hoping vainly) that they will see 
nothing amiss. We women have 
sharp eyes to discern the short- 
comings of our sisters. 

Why did 1 never properly appre- 
ciate him? 1 torture myself with 
the question. 

True, in station he was far below 
me, and in appearance unattractive; 
in figure he was round, in complexion 
dark, and often, it must be con- 



fessed, shiny; but his silent devotion 
to my service, the laying of his whole 
heart and soul and the work of his 
lifetime at my feet, ought to have 
counteracted such disadvantages. 

And each day he seemed to grow 
less gauche, as if some of the polish 
of the world to which he had been 
laiscd had by continual contact com- 
municated itself to him. 

Yet day after day 1 tore at the 
^■ery root of his being with a hook 
crueller than that of the fisherman. 
And through it all he uttered no 



vord of 



re pro 



I treated his devotion as a matter 
of course; and though we took long 
walks together, and spent many, 
many hours in each other's com- 
pany, I never learnt to prize him at 
liis true worth^ — until it was too late. 

And now Fate has flung him from 
me — has sent him where I shall 
never find him, and 1 can never hope- 



to s 



» him 



He 1 
of my Sunday boots. 
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TO BRIGHTEN THE LITTLE ONES' HOLIDAYS. 

TbB PiTENT DONKEI ACCELERITOR. 



PANTOUM OF SURBITON IN 

AUGUST. 

Ir 's really tntich too hot to thlDk. 

Would I could aee the ocean awell ! 
But even mor6 I want a drink; 
I wonder, can I reach the bell? 

Would 1 could see the ocean awell! 

Oh, for a freah ealt-laden breeze! 
I wonder, can I reach the bell? . . , 

I wish they hadn't lopped those 
trees. 

Oh, for a fresh Ealt-laden breeze, 
A fleecy sky, a downland view ! 

I wish they hadn 't lopped thoao 
trees, 
A rotten sort of thing to do. 

A fleecy sky, a downland view, 
A flock of sheep, perchance a 
cow; — 

A rotten sort of thing to do 
To stay in Surbiton just now. 

A flock of sheep, perchance a cow, 
Such the delights for which I crave. 

To stay in Surbiton just now — 
Oh, what it is to be a slave 1 

Such the delights for which I crave. 
But even more I want a drink. 

Oh, what it is to be a slave — 
It 'h really much too hot to think. 



THE DISTKICT VISITOR. 

(_A atvdy ill the Alt 0/ Canwraolion.) 

Good afternoon, Mra. Jones. I 've 
found you at home, 1 sec. 

Yea, I 'in in to-day. I always 
wash on Mondays. Aa I say to 
Mrs, Brown. ... 

I 've called three times to see you, 
and always missed you, but you 're 
hi to-day. 

Lor', mum, to think of that ! I 've 
been doing a bit of washing. Early 
in th« week. 

It 's such a beautiful day that I 
feared you might be out, but I 've 
found you in, you see ' 

I don't take no heed of weather. 
If it 's fine, as I say to Jost:s . . . 

Yes, it 's a fine day. I met Mrs. 
Smith's little girl in the lane, and she 
said, " Mrs. Jones will be in if she 's 
doing her washing." So I was 
fortunate. 

The little piece 1 It 's the only 
way to get through work, to begin 
early, it is. I 'm washing Monday 
this week. 

Monday is early in the week. 

Yes, it 's early, Monday is. But 
I always like to feel happy about 
getting through. 

Mr. Jones is out, I see. 



Yes, he "s not in to-day. He 's 
gone out. 

Are the little ones all quite well? 
I saw them in Sunday-school yester- 
day. 

Yes, they are all well, thank you. 
Oh yes, they all went to Sunday- 
school, though baby do cough terri- 
ble. They are out this afternoon. 

So I 'v9 missed thoin. But I 've 
caught you at home. 

Yes, I 'm in to-day. As I soy 

What a beautiful cat you have 
there, ilrs. JoNES. 

Yes, it 's a fine cat. He 's halt 
Persian. He seems to like sleeping 
on the wiridow-si!!. 

He Reems to like the sua- Well, 
I must be going. I am so glad to 
have had a chat with you. I shall 
look forward to seeing you again next 
time 1 find you in. 

Yes, I stopped home to-day. 



" LiiiiD Brassey's Makkion Dektboted. 
An Ideal Holibat." 

Daily -Vo, 
The fun of building it up again I 



" Mr. D^nretil Hall Cnipe ii nbout to appear 
iu n new play nriLieii by Hall Caine speciallj 
for Lis sou. It JB entitled The Fatal Error" 

The Era. 
Of course, if Mr. Hall Caine says so. 
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WITH THE TERRITORIALS ON SALISBURY PLAIN. 

(riding into camp late, to twie rwruii). " Well, i 



Rteniit (after aalnling imlh the uAttcicash hriith). 
a oqdldh't bkb it list biobt I " 



"Pleibe, Sib, teiet 1 



THE UOTOB FBOBLEM. 

A MiSDEXIVEBED LETTEB. 

To tha Editor of " Tue Times." 
Sm, — The danger to automobiliets 
involved b; unchained doge, cattle, 
poultry and other agricultural fauns 
is a crying scandal which has long 
called shrilly for legislation. But an 
even more serious peril to ewift 
drivers comes from the indis- 
criminate use of our high roads bv 
foot-passengers, and some such 
scheme of regulations as the follow- 
ing is earnestly recommended: — 

1. No pedestrian shall be per- 
mitted to cross a rood or street with- 
out winding a coach-horn, blowing a 
few notes on a trombone, or beating 
a dinner-gong to signalise his inten- 
tion. 



2. At night, red lamps must be car- 
ried fore and aft, and fog-signals 
attached to the boots. 

8. Every pedestrian must wear a 
printed placard with full name and 
address on his or her hat, coat-tails, 
bonnet or what-not, for purposes of 
identification; 

4. Any perambulist wilfully ob- 
structing motor-traffic by impinging 
upon a car, or inserting himself 
between the wheels or in the gear 
thereof, shall be hable to a fine of 
5 guineas, over and above the cost of 
repairs, removal of debris, or damage 
sustained by loss of time or nervous 
shock to the chauffeur. 

5. To obviate the risk of punctured 
tyres, no male in spiked shoes, 
female with hatpins, or person of 
cither sex with acutely pointed fea' 



tures shall be allowed to cross the 
road under any pretext whatsoever. 
1 am, etc.. 

Peg Malo Publico. 



The Conflict of Sex. 
"I-ort, Wednesday last. Tnbby Tran Cat; 
aners lo Kilty or Wee Woman." 

UaTuhetter Evenltui Nttct. 



From the adverti&ement, in The 
Madras Times, of P. Ponnusawmit 
BuTcnER, purveyor of First Sort 
Beef:— 

" Tbe iinder»jj;iied be^ U> inform tbe public 
tbat be has a Cow CoM Rs. 200. purely fed on 
better tbliigB and will be elaiighwred on 
Saturday." 

These two facts about Mr. P. P. 
Butcher will be read with mingled 
interest and regret. 
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THE QREEN PERIL! 

I Au no Alarmist. On more than one occasion witliin 
my own esperience the Nation's affairs have passed 
through a serious crisis, and I never uttered a word of 
warning. To be candid, I did not notice that the criein 
was coming. But that merely shows that, when I do 
foresee trouble, that trouble must be something very 
serioua indeed. And 1 foresee it now. Probably you 
read the other day in your Daily Mail an announcement 
to the effect that Captain S. Musgrave, who was in 
charge of Lord Roberts'3 armoured train during the 
Boer War, had returned to England, after a twenty- 
months' trip through Colombia, and had brought home 
a live ant-eater. There is nothing of course at all 
alarming about that — unless you happen to be fond of 
ants, which I am not. But did you read on ? Because, 
if BO, you will remember that it continued as follows: 
'■ Captain Mubgravb had, he said, discovered a speci- 
men of a carnivoTous plant, which bad a brain, digeBtive 
organs, and a nervous system, like a human being." 

Jt may not have occurred to you that there was any- 
thing particularly ominous in such a discovery — but 
possibly you did not give yourself time to think out all 
that it portended. I did— and I confess the prospect 
fills me with the gravest concern for the future. You 
see, in all pi-obability Captain Mdsokave has not only 
discovered, but actually imported one or two, if not 
several, of these botanical monstrosities. 

They are here — in our midst. They are not only 
carnivorous, but they possess a brain "like a human 
being's " (I think the possessive must have been in- 
tended). The precise degree of intellectual capacity is 
not stated, but I should put it myself at considerably 
above the average. Because, while their digestive 
organs and nervous system (on which the vigour of the 
brain so largely depends) are also human, they will not, 
thanks to the healthy open-air life which plants lead in 
their natural state, have become shattered or enervated 
by a decadent civilisation. These plants live plainly 
and think highly. The chops or cutlets with which 
Captain Musqrave may seek to appease their car- 
nivorous propensities will but serve to stimulate their 
reflective faculties. They will observe what is going on 
in this strange land to which they have been trans- 
planted — they will draw their own conclusions. What 
can any plant with a human brain and nervous system 
think or feel when it once realises the kind of existence 
which countless millions of its fellow- vegetables are 
condemned to lead by the Tyrant Man? When it hears, 
for instance, of Hop vines treacherously encouraged to 
climb poles for no other purpose than to be more con- 
veniently picked in order to be dried in the neighbouring 
oast, and brewed as a human beverage; of roots and 
crops nourished by rich manure only to serve as fitter 
food for Mankind? What will be its opinion of Covent 
Garden — or of the Vegetarian Movement? 

Inevitably these plants, with their marvellous human 
brains, will seek. some means of rescuing their oppressed 
fellows, of organising them in self-defence. It may be 
less difficult to do so than you imagine. Men of Science 
now admit that all members of the vegetable creation 
possess intelligence^not, perhaps, of a very high order 
as yet. It will probably be a considerable time before 
the ablest Mangold- wurzel attains the mental level of 
the ordinary Man in the Street. But the mind is there, 
however dormant, if only it can be awakened and de- 
veloped. That is the problem these Colombian strangers 
will have to grapple with— and they will solve it. How 



I don't pretend to say. They will manage to get into 
touch with them somehow, possibly by thought trans- 
ference, and the process of education will be corried on 
slowly, secretly, but surely. 

You will know nothing about it ; probably even Captain 
MusoBAVE himself will never suspect that the plants, 
seemingly so acclimatised, so placidly content in their 
pots or tubs, are really engaged in stealthily propagating 
the seeds of discontent and rebellion. 

Even when one day you are surprised for the moment 
by reading that an open scholarship at a minor college 
in one of the Universities has been carried off by a 
precocious Pumpkin educated " under private tuition," 
you will soon realise that there is nothing so very 
extraordinary in the circumstance. A " leaderette " 
in the same journal will be devoted to it, commenting 
on the remarkable manner in which vegetables have 
been coming forward of late, and pointing out that the 
young student's success affords a gratifyiug instance of 
the opportunities afforded, even to the humblest, by our 
revised educational system. 

Later on, perhaps, you may be startled by the head- 
lines, " Unrest Among the Potatoes. Military Called 
Out." But when you have ascertained that the dis- 
turbance took place in Ireland, you will think no more 
of it. Even should you read of a " llising of the 
Swedes" and "Appalling Slaughter of Sheep," your 
equanimity will not be disturbed for long; you will con- 
clude that the sheep must have behaved with regrettable 
want of tact, and turn to the latest cricket or football 
results. 

Not till you- hear that Mr. Eustace Miles's 
Bestaurant has been wrecked by an excited mob of 
Turnips, Carrots, Cucumbers, and Parsnips, which re- 
fused to disperse after the Eiot Act was read, and 
hurled themselves at the Life Guards with such fury 
and determination as to knock them off tlieir horses — 
not till then will you begin to suspect that the Vegetable 
Orders have become a force to bo reckoned with. 

Though, of course, following the lead of your daily 
papers, you will still treat the demand for " Votes for 
Vegetables " with ridicule. You will refuse to recognise 
that Beetroots, Lettuces, and Onions have reached a 
stage of progress at which they decline any longer to 
be butchered to make a British salad; that a Cauli- 
flower has a heed to think with, a Cabbage a heart to 
feel with — oven as you. 

But you will assuredly be alarmed by the discovery 
that their Colombian leaders have impregnated them with 
their own carnivorous practices. 1 have no wish to be 
unduly pessimistic — it is quite probable that the most 
voracious vegetable will not venture to attack human 
beings, but rather confine itself to depredations on 
domestic animals — at all events, for a considerable time 
to come. Though that would bo quite unpleasant 
enough. 

Even a Labour Cabinet will find itself compelled to 
adopt some repressive measures. But a universal strike 
of cereals, and a demonstration in Hyde Park by a 
mass of turbulent Gourds and Scarlet-runners, which 
will overflow into the streets and force their way by 
the windows into the House of Commons itself, will 
suffice to bring the Government to its knees. Universal 
Vegetable Suffrage will be reluctantly conceded. And 
the fate of the Empire will lie at the mercy of a bare 
majority, composed perhaps of half-educated and wholly 
irresponsible Kadishes, incapable of seeing beyond their 
native beds ! 

You may think this exaggerated — fantastic, even. 
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But do not forget that four mighty DatioQB — Egypt, 
Assyria, Ureece, Rome — all perished by the dJeaffoctJOD 
of their own slaves. It may be that Great Britain will 
owe her downfall to an equally fatuous confidence in 
the loyalty of her home-grown vegetables. 

I admit that I distrust these sinister plants of Captain 
MnsoRAVE's. I should be relieved to know that those 
subtle human brains of theirs had been suddenly 
paralysed, reduced to a hopeless state of imbecility. 
There is still time. A dose of weed-killer would do it. 
About two-pennyworth, I should thinli, would be 
enough. 

Will not Captain Musoravk be induced by this solemn 
warning to nip these dangers while they are still in the 
foudV 1 believe the nation would willingly recoup the 
esipense. Even the most thoroughgoing advocate of 
economy in the estimates for our country's defence 
could hardly consider twopence an unreasonable price 
to pay for national safety. F. A. 



Bverythiitf in due order. 

"H.M. tlcHtroyer Whiting has been refloated, badly ilanuigei], and 
dry-docksd-JieuWr." The Obarreer. 

We like the air of steady, purposeful progression which 
breathes through this statement. 



THE NEW NOBLESSE OBLIGE. 
Woi'LDST have Mayfair completely 'neath thy s 
Know When, to Wnom, and lastly What, tolosi 

Wouldst never taste the bitter dregs of Marah 7 
Then beg, or steal, or borrow, a tiara. 

When asked to dinner, be discreetly deaf, 
Unless your host has got a famous chef. 

In choosing friends, note only their cigars, 
Their cellars, and the horse-power of their cars. 



" Captain Guesl. Mr. Cliurrhill. and the otliw men worked the litde 
fire euaines nbich were kept at the bouse in tlieir pyjamns," 

Weekly Diapatck. 

We have always thought it a mistake to keep them in 
their pyjamas. A little fire-engine is so much more 
useful when it has its hose on. 



" To reokove kikiitande from whilecloth, heat apintof Bneet[nilk,eoali 
goods in it, and tbe aUins ttiU disappear." — Brinfol Times and Mirrvr, 
Another way is to take the inkstand between the finger 
and thumb, and throw it at the man who comes for the 
rates. 
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THE SEA. 

it to your little one at 
no little aae, nrsp the 
ndwichee up id it.] 

A VERY small friend of mine, whose 
irents had never taken her out of 
ondon, once said to her siater: 
Thiththie, when you go to the thea- 
[ide, do you thee the thea? " 
'hat reply her slater made I cannot 
.y for certain, but the correct 
lawer would have been " Yeth." It 

because the answer is " Yeth " 
lat I propose to tell 
>u all I know about 
le sea. 

The first thing you will 
)tice about the aea is 
lat there doesn't seem 
I be BO much of itonthe 
■cond day as there was 
t the first. If Miss 
KiNGLE hadn't gone 
vay for the holidays 
le would have told you 
lat this waa due to 
'aporation, anj she 
ould have been quite 
rong, as usual. The 
uth is that there is 
st as much sea as 
•fore, only it is now in 

different plaee. The 
38 sea we have in 
Dgland the more they 
ive in France. My 
vn private opinion is 
lat it is also more 
imped up in the 
iddle than it was 
isterday, but I may 
) wrong. Anyhow, 1 
>n't think I shall bathe 
lis morning. 

Now you will want to 
low why the sea 
.oves about in this 
ay. Why couldn't it 
ways stay right up 
1 one side and right 
>wn on the other? The 



know, it says, " Try Beauchamp's 
Pills"; and on the French side, 
'■ Try the pills of Milor Beauchamp, 
it you please"; it adds "it you 
please " because the French are 
always so polite. 

Now I have to tell you a very sad 
thing about the sea. Like you and 
me — 1 mean like some lazy people — 
it gets up later and later for break- 
fast each morning. By the end of a 
month it is a whole day late. Just 
think how angry Miss Frinole would 
be if that happened to you ! A man 



ouldn't get enough to eat. The 
:& lives on paper bags, orange peel, 
)ade8 and ginger-beer bottles ; and 

you are a kind-hearted child and 
■ve dumb creatures you will leave out 
; least one ginger-beer bottle a day. 
1 comes up every morning to fetch 
■em, and when it has collected all 

can it hurries over to France to see 
hat the French children have been 
iitting down for it. Generally they 
9ve been putting down the French 
>r ginger- beer bottles too. 

By the way, I was not quite right 
hen I called the sea a dumb 

eature. On this side, as you all 



called KiPLiNQ has calculated that we 
have fed the sea for a thousand 
years ; so that, if it was really in time 
for breakfast on the first day, it is 
now twelve thousand days behind. 
Fancy — more than twenty-three years 
late for breakfast ! This is so very 
confusing that most scientists have 
agreed to say nothing about it. The 
others put it on to the moon, which 
is a long way away and doesn't 
mind. 

When you have got down to the 
sea the first thing to do is to see that 
Nurse has the new number of Home 
GoSBXp. That will keep her good for 



two hours at least; by the end of that 
time you will want her again because 
she has the sandwiches. Some chil- 
dren dig a big hole in the sand and 
hide her in that, so that she can't 
see what is going on; but this isn't 
really necessary so long as the serial 
story is an exciting one. I daresay 
you have often wondered why the 
serial in Home Gosaip ends so 
abruptly every week. It is because 
the Editor suddenly realises that the 
sea is coming up and surrounding 
Nurse ; so he has to stop just as the 
Earl is showing Veronica 
his watch. If the story 
were to go straight on 
there would be no 
nurses left on our coasts 
at all I Of course in a 
way that would be 
rather jolly, but in other 
ways it would be a pity. 
Even as it is, you may 
have noticed that just 
underneath the " To be 
continued " there is a 
little paragraph called 
"What to do with Wet 
Feet." The Editor has 
put that in on purpose. 
I think the simplest 
thing is to dry them on 
somebody else's pocket- 
handkerchief. 

Now you are on the 
sands you will probably 
want to build a castle. 
Those silly Wilbbaham 
children over there 
think that all you have 
to do is to pile up a 
great . mound of sand 
and put a flag on the 
top. That isn't my 
idea of a castle at all. 
To take two points only 
— there is oo lift and no 
bath-room. Perhaps the 
lift is a little difficult 
to do; but without a 
bath-room no modem 
castle is complete. You 
build this right in the very front, 
facing the sea, and when the tide 
is nearly up yoii all stand on 
the castle walls together. Then you 
say to ToMMV, " It 's eight o'clock. 
Sir," and Tommy says, " Thank you," 
in a very sleepy voice, and he rolls 
over and adds, " The jersey and the 
red bathing drawers this morning, 
Ben'hau, I think." 

" Yessir," you say; "and would 
you hke a hot or cold bath, sir? " 

If he says "Hot," you smack his 
head and begin all over again with 
Wilfrid — which is a pity, because 
Wilfrid is really too small to under- 
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stand. But i! Tommy is a true sports- 
man ho says : 

" Cold, please; and briny, because 
of my rheumatism." 

And then- the tide comes up ; and 
for one glorious moment there is The 
Castle bathroom in working order 
and there ore the Wilbraham kids still 
pottering about on their rotten sand- 
heap. The next moment Nurse has 
finished her story and collared you 
all ; and you sit down to lunch a little 
higher up the beach. 

But I am afraid it happens some- 
times that there is no sand on the 
beach, only pebbles. I can't quite 
explain why this is so. Scientists 
say it is the fault of the sea for 
not grinding the pebbles up si 
enough; but it's really the fault of 
your parents for not choosing a more 
sensible place. Still, as they are here 
now, and have probably broken the 
best teapot already, you 'vo got to 
stay and make the most of it. The 
jolliest game is with father's walking- 
stick. You above it into the beach 
and throw jn bliles at it. If you hit 
the silver band it counts two, and if 
you hit ToMMV it 's his own fault for 
standing behind you when you were 
drawing your hand back. An even 
better game is with father's panama 
you put it a few yards away and 
drop big stones into it. If you fill it 
with water first you got the spli 
which is jolly 

Yes, ExnBL, I was just coming to 
that. It is a curious fact, which has 
puzzled many scientists, that with 
an uncle's panama you don't get the 
splash properly at all. . , , Besides, 
I 'm just going off to bathe. 

=^=== A. A.M. 

THE MOTOR AS INSECTICIDE. 

A WHITER in a Gennan paper 
(quoted by The Motor CycU) says 
that every caterpillar and slug has 
disappeared from his garden since he 
allowed his boy to ride a motor- 
bicycle round its walks. He is 
convinced that the exhaust fumes 
from the engine acted as a cater- 
pillar destroyer, and ho has never 
seen his garden with such a show of 
fruit and llowcrs. 

Here is more work for the Royal 
.\utomobile Club, with their sporting 
system of holding examinations, 
every Wednesday morning, of 
motor-oar owners and prospective 
chauffeurs in driving and technical 
proficiency. A Horticultural (or 
Autocultural) Certificate should now 
be granted to the purveyor of suffi- 
ciently noisome exhalations, and this 
would go far to endear motorists to 



AfabU Grater (to total Art Viuter). "Yes, Sii, I ss 

BTENINQ CUkSSES WHEN 'e'S i BIT ULDBR, AKD I ITABT lOU Tt 
HIS BKOTHKB. YOO SO TBtlHED TlUt UD'S BTE, 8iB, THAT 'l 



the present somewhat unenchantcd 
cuiti vat el's of wayside cabbage- 
patches. We can picture the en- 
thusiastic welcome which will be 
accorded to the happy possessor of 
a rickety car with unjacketed car- 
burettors or unclean cylinder-lubri- 
cating oil of low flash-point. He 
will bo promptly invited to " oomo 
inside " where the break - down 
occurs, and back-fire a bit among 
the begonias or distribute a distillate 
of crude petroleum over the mangold- 
wurzels, in view of the approaching 
autumn shows. Great and deserved 
indeed will bo the popularity of the 
novice who shall steer his " stink- 
wain," even if unintentionally, into 
the flower-beds of any "Garden 
That I Ix)ve," dealing death to the 
earwigs in the dahlias and eutha- 
nasia to the aphids on the rose- 
bushes. 

A class of beginners should be 
promptly started, with every en- 
couragement from the L.C.C. or the 
Ranger, and no absurd restrictions 
as to exhaust, along the parterres of 
Hyde Park and Kew Gardens. We 
feel sure that the increased floral 
output would soon move the flower- 
girls of Piccadilly to call the scorcher 
blessed, and the duly -certificated 
" road-hog " will earn the market- 
gardeners' undying gratitude. This 



larvioidal discovery has just come in 
time to stop the unreasoning outcry 
against the real {if over-rapid) friends 
of the country-side. 

THE NON-COMMITTAL SCOT. 

[Scene— The hall of a Highland 

ghooting-lodge on the eve of 

the Twelfth. A barometer, over 

whirh U a stag's head mounted. 

Son of the Hovse. Do you think 

it will be fine to-morrow? 

Keeper. Ay, Mr. Cqarles. Gin 
it bauds up. 
S. But the glass is going up. 
K. Ay, but the gless is an awful 
leear i' these pairts. 
S. Are there plenty of birds? 
K. There 's just a good wheen. 
iS. But do you call it a good 

K. I hae kenned better, and I hae 
kenned waur. 

S. Will they be lying high or low 
to-morrow ? 

K. Ah 1 whiles they are i' the taps, 
and whiles they are doon, and it 'a 
jist according. 

S. Do you think we shall find 
them? 

A'. Ay, gin we hae good luck. 

S. Hang it all! Shall we make 
a good bag, do you think? 

K. Aiblins, gin ye baud straight. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clcrlca.) 
Mr. Puiwh has received for review a book purporting 
to be Mr. Hubert Wales' " new" novel, eDtitledT^ie Old 
Allegiaiicc (John Long). This work, however the author 
and publisher may endeavour to conceal the fact, in 
merely a reprint of a novel entitled In Hoyal Purple, 
by William Pjgott, published iu 1899 by Messrs. 
Cassell. Mr. Punch is not interested in the task of 
examining the merits or demerits of rechauffe fiction. 
He is, however, concerned to remark that publisbers 
an4 authors probably lose nothing in the long run by 
being straightforward and candid. 

It would be a kindly thought to describe Mr. E. Y. 
Benson's latest production. The Blotting-Book (Heine- 
mann), as a half-crown parody of the shilling shocker. 
But honesty compels me to 
accuse him of having written 
it as a serious experiment in 
melodrama, if the phrase may 
be used of a story so common- 
place in style and so slipshod 
in construction. The evidence 
in a murder-trial turns on the 
question of the date of an im- 
pression in a new blotting- 
book, but Mr. Benson hap not 
taken the trouble to get his 
dates right. Thus the threaten- 
ing letter which is accepted as 
evidence against the prisoner 
is dated June 21st, while at 
the same time it is proved to 
the satisfaction of the court 
that not till June 22nd did the 
facts which alone could furnish 
the motive for this letter come 
to the prisoner's knowledge at 
all. This is a typical instance 
of the carelessness with which 
Mr. Benson handles the 
threads of his plot. As for 
the literary quality of his 
book, it scarcely ever rises to any distinction, and 
occasionally lapses into the best manner of the half- 
penny evening feuilleton. Here is a gem; — "He 
had but to be able to exercise his option at that 
price to be quit of that dreadful incubus of anxiety 
which for the last two years had been a mill-stone 
round his neck that had grown mTiahroom like." 
And here is another jewel: — " Mr. Godfrey Mills had 
wantonly slandered him to Sir Richard Templeton, a 
marriage with the daughter of whom was projected in 
the prisoner's mind, which there was reason to suppose, 
might have taken place." The itahcs are my own, but 
everything else, including the punctuation, is Mr. 
Benson's. The author is presumably satisfied with this 
kind of stuff, or he would not have published it; but 
it is extraordinarily unsatisfactory for the people who 
buy his new book on the strength of its author's estab- 
lished reputation. 

The British public is frequently credited, rightly 
or not, with no very great amount of intelligence, but I 
think that Mr. J. E. Patterson has altogether too low 
an opinion of it. Throughout his book Fishers of the 



Sea (Murray) he seems to be obsessed with a fear that 
his readers will fail to take his points, and he is for 
ever explaining himself in parentheses, Quite often he 
employs these when ha is not in the least degree 
ambiguous, and forgets all about them when he is. 
Examples are singly too trivial to quote, but, taken 
together, such signs of a lack of skill in the telling of a 
story generate a sense of irritation that tends to spoil 
one's satisfaction at the author's intimate knowledge of 
fisher-folk iu the North Sea. I am rather sorry for this, 
because it 's a fascinating subject. 




David Lepsiein was a waif of the New York Ghetto, 
and his intimate friends called him Dovid'l — for short, 
I suppose. When he left school a kind of Judgment of 
Paris was put before him, the choice between Learning, 
Art, and Hiches, and selecting the last of these, he 
became in a marvellously short time what I believe is 
called a lumber-king. That, briefly, is the story of 
Dominy's Dollars, by Mr. B. 
Pali, Neuman (Murray), a 
very remarkable book. The 
moral, of course, is that 
Money, - considered as a 
goddess, is no better than 
she should be; but there is 
nothing of the cheaply .nelo- 
dramatio about Mr. Neumin's 
presentation of this common- 
place. For Dominy (that was 
David's adopted name) was a 
very likeable young man, with 
all kinds of good quah'ties, and 
it is only very gradually that 
he becomes so ravenous with 
the gold-hunger as to ruin a 
nature that we feel compelled 
to admire. The second crisis 
in David's life comes when ho 
is asked to renounce his whole 
career by Sadie Walder, a 
compatriot and prima donna 
(what a lot of these divas 
there arel), who has entered 
the Eomisli Church. After his 
refusal to do this, in spite 
of his love for her, there is a slackening of interest, 
for the end is inevitable; but the progress of the 
hero's obsession is traced with a wonderfully fine and 
certain touch, and Mr, Neuhan is to be heartily congratu- 
lated on the study. 



TO THE OLDEST INHABITANT. 

Undeb what weight of years you have to bend 
I do not know ; your name I did not catch, 
Nor from your toothless converse could I snatch 

One word from the beguining to the end. 

But yet what brightness to the beach you lend. 
Your nether garments gleam with many a patch 
Of alien stuff which never claimed to match 

The parent fabric it aspired to mend. 

I 've read of you in fiction, now in fact 
It is my privilege to get a glimpse 

Of that reality my visions lacked. 

And to behold your figure as it hmps 

Down to the sea from which you still extract 
Unwilling, coy, yet marketable shrimps. 
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Mr. Lujvd - Geoeob's object in 
visiting Berlin, it is officially de- 
clared, ie to obtain information about 
Old Age Penaiong. Now that 'hie 
recommendation to grant the pen- 
sions has been adopted, he naturally 
feels that he ought seriously to study 
the subject. 

When Mr. Churchill is married, 
Mr. Haldane will be the only 
bachelor left in the Cabinet; and we 
are glad to hear that, in order to give 
the War Minister a chance, he has 
been supplied with' a smart semi- 
military uniform. 

At the Folkestone Beauty Show 
medaU were awarded to those com- 
petitors who did not win prizes — as 
testimony, we suppose, to their pluck 
in entering. 

* • 

" Billy," who is now appearing at 
the Palace Theatre, is, it is an- 
nounced, the only monkey motorist 
in the world. This just shows how 
deceptive appearances may be. 

A Frankfort slaughter-house em- 
ployee, named Zineht, is reported to 
have killed 5,000,000 hogs during the 
past twenty-seven years. Here, 
surely, we have the man to deal with 
our scorching nnotorists. 

A member of the staff of the South- 
Eastern Bailway Company, who was 
presented with an address upon re- 
tiring after sixty-one years' service, 
mentioned that in hie early days 
third-class carriages were open, and 
only two foot-warmers were kept at 
the Bricklayers' Arms Station. 'This 
is the most complete answer we have 
yet had to the charge of No Progress 
so frequently brought aeainst the 
S.E.K. 

The Daily Mail must really be 
more careful. Our contemporary 
caused grave offence in certain exclu- 
sive military circles last week by 
stating that the Suffragettes' audi- 
ence at Boulter's Lock included 
" many inffuontial people and officers 
of the Brigade of Guards," 

Familiarity breeds contempt. The 
Dutch have no intention of submit- 
ting their quarrel with Venezuela to 
a Conference at their own Hague. 

The Eegistrar-General's report tor 
the last quarter chronicles a remark- 
able dechne in the death rate. It 
looks as it Old Age Pensions were 



proving an irresistible attraction to 
many persons. 

" Might I ask the rev. Archdeacon 
who believes in the future life of 
animals," writes Mr. J. P. Howabd 
in The Expresf, " if he includes 
among them serpents, centipedes, 
wasps, scorpions, and all kinds of 
vermin?" If yes, we take it that 
Mr. J. P. HowABD will reconsider his 
desire to go to a Better World. 

The railway companies are at last 
becoming seriously alarmed at the 
way in which they are losing passen- 
gers, and a safer catch for the doors 
of corridor carriages is promised. 

The reissue of an old book by Mr. 
Hubert Wales as a new one has had 
one result which cannot be very grati- 
fying to the author at any rate. The 
book has been regarded as showing a 



distinct advance on Mr. Wales' sub 
sequent works. 

* • 
Mr. Owen Moras, the Englisl 
light-weight boxer, has. The Datl 
Mail informs us, been held up am 
robbed of forty pounds in the street 
of San Francisco. It was evidenti, 
not realised who he was. 



Kfaterjr of » Priceleas Collection c 

"LoiT. — Three Copies ot 'Pouch' namel 
March 11th. lath and 25lli have been lost c 
mislaid. IE relumed in good condition. Ih 
finder xrill be rewarded and no qiieeiinr 
asked. Churcb Pebiodicil Club." — Tuki, 



The curse of drink is once mor 
illustrated by a letter from a " Surre 
Householder" in The Times: — 

" 1 have many times been driren home whe 
attemntiag Ui icalk upon the liigh roads. I'b 
should not be." 
Indeed it should not. 
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THE UNGATHERED BIRD. 

All day you tramped, on bloody businesB bent. 

Knee-deep in heather, middle-deep in fern ; 
All day your weary perspiration went 

Jo feed the local burn. 
Far up the flanking hilla from time to time 

The keeper drew your notice to a " point," 
And thither you would dolorously climb. 
Creaking in every joint; 

And, having ultimately scaled the sky,* 

Stand puffing till the pointer {humorous dog) 
Confessed that he had been deluded by 
A latent lark, or frog ; 

Said " My mistake, Sir "; eased his rigid tail; 
And, ranging wide without a sign of stitch. 
Put up a covey well across the vale 
On to the next-door pitch. 

And if, (or once, he gave a true alarm. 

And made a guide-post of his quivering nose, 
Your spray of pellets did no deadlier harm 
Than water from a hose. 

During the luncheon -interval they told 

The heavy tale of corpses, two by two; 
But there was not a single ghost that rolled 
Accusing eyea at you. 

The thought encouraged so profound a pique 

That not the cherry- whisky's luscious fume, 
Nor many midges browsing on your cheek 
Could chase your settled gloom. 

It lingered through that lamentable day. 

Round you the air still rang with chortling cries 
Uttered by scathless birds that chose this way 
To vent their glad surprise. 

And here and there some old and seasoned cock 

Turned in his flight to throw a backward glance, 
Anxious to see what you were like — the crock 
That missed so soft a chance. 

At length, as evening's shade began to fall. 

The whole of I nvc mess-shire might have heard, 
Clear as a thunderclap, your shattering call: — 
"Mark down that wounded bird I" 

No one but you so much as saw him flinch. 

We searched in vain ; while you protested still 
That surely somewhere, dying inch by inch. 
He cursed your fatal skill. 

It 's my belief the bird 's alive and fit ; 

Yet, if you hke to think he really dropped. 
Why then, to save your feelings, I 'U admit 
The theory you adopt — 

That, dead within some moist and hollow " hag," 

Beyond the power of dogs or men to trace. 
Lies, unembodied in the general bog, 

Your lonely half-a-brace. 0. S. 

" The Cologne Accident Ineurance Company has decided to gnnt 
insurance policiea to those who take pert' in aerial journeyH in balloons. 
The insurance commences on the peraons entering the balloon-basket 
or car, and will cease as soon as Ihe insiired have left the basket or 
car."— TA« Finantier. 

Unfortunately that is often just the moment when the 
insurance is really needed. 



"RABBITS." 

What thoughts that simple word conjures up! Eab- 
hits I To this one it suggests the old home-field where 
the bunnies used to play, where the little brooklet in the 
left-hand bottom comer used to be, now trickling down 
to join the main stream, now stopping to ask the way 
of a kindly yokel. To that one it suggests the gun ; the 
rustle as the f^rry fellow trots from his hole; the bang 
of two barrels; and another rustle as the furry fellow 
trots into another hole. To a third it suggests a steam- 
ing dish with too much pepper and not enough salt. This 
one and that one and the other one are all wrong, for 
" Rabbits " is a game. 

Mr. " Z.," a gentleman who has his own private page 
in one of our great illustrated monthlies, told me all 
about it, " If," he said, " you are at a party and find 
that the company needs enlivening, the following little 
catch is bound to prove amusing. You wait till the con- 
versation turns upon rabbits " (as, I take it, it is bound 
to do sooner or later), " and seizing your opportunity 
you ask casually if anyone would care for a game of 
' Babbits.' " He then tells you how to proceed. 1 cut 
this part out, sold the rest of the magazine to my cousin 
(he not knowing that it was the rest), and waited my 
opportunity. 

Not only am I an amateur humourist, but I am also 
such an expert cyclist as to justify my being asked to a 
bicycle picnic. It was at one of these great social 
events that my opportunity arrived. It had been driz- 
zling all the afternoon, there had been five punctures 
and a collision, and the best part of the tea had lost its 
way. I thought well to cheer and amuse the party 
according to Mr. " Z.'s " prescription. 

At the outset there was a curious lack of enthusiasm. 
The ladies were only prevailed upon to play by the 
natural politeness and curiosity of the sex; the children 
joined in the fun under duress; and of all the men, one 
only was willing, and he merely because he had thought 
I said " Bridge." A man, even if a major, who thinks 
you said " Bridge " when you really said " Rabbits," 
ought to have hie bicycle taken away from bim. 

I am not the one to let little things stand in my way, 
and soon had the company upon its knees in a circle, 
round which (for reasons not at once apparent to the 
lay mind) the question ia passed: " Do you know how 
to play ' Rabbits '? " I explained that alt one had to 
do was to answer the question and ask one's neighbour. 
I begged them, in the words of Burke, " to admire 
where they could not presently understand," and ex- 
plained again. 1 should have explained a third time 
had it not been for the Major. I then started the ball 
rolling and put the question to my neighbour, "No," 
she said. " Then ask your neighbour, "I said. " Why? " 
she asked. " You 'II know in a moment," 1 told her, 
and she asked him. " No," he aaid. " 'Then ask your 
neighbour," I said. "Why?" he asked. "You'll 
know in a moment," 1 told him, and he asked her. 
" No," she said. " Then ask yovr neighbour," I said. 
" Why? " she asked. " You '11 know in a moment," I 
told her, and she asked him. 

Eventually I got as far as the Major, the last but one 
of the circle. He said, " I have had enough of this 
damned folly," and got up and walked away. " What 
a silly man the Major is 1 " I said. " It is not the Major 

who is silly," the chorus replied. "We think " I 

told them to let that pass and go on with the game. 
" Do you know how to play ' Rabbits '? " someone said 
to Mrs. Walker. " No," said Mrs. Walker, " and " 
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FASHION FAVOURS THE FRAIL. 

tie andhent). "I arprosB Ton know this 'wukdiii-ct' 



" Reserve your defence," I said hurriedly, " and ask 
me." " Why? " asked Jlra. VValkeb. " You '11 see id a 
moment," I told her. and she asked me, as one humours 
a restlesa child: "Do you know how to play 'Rab- 
bits "f " " No," I said slowly, relying more upon Mr. 
" Z.'s " dicta than upon my own observations for my 
denouement, " so I am afraid we shall not be able to 
play." 

Now Mr. " Z." had led me to suppose that this was 
a moment when manly guffaws and girlish laughter rent 
the air. I had gathered that at this point the suggester 
of the game was putted upon the back (or a merry fellow 
with a pretty wit and carried shoulder high by the 
laughing throng. Picture to yourself, rather, a funereal 
crowd kneeling upon the damp grass in a ridiculous circle 
and regarding me more in anger than in sorrow amid the 
most silent silence conceivable. What appeared to he a 
joke to Mr. " Z. " turned out, in fact, to be the saddest 
and most tragic effect ever conceived by the mind o! 
man. Realising this I left them to their nTath, and 
crept away in shame to the bicycles. There, choosing 
a new one with three good speeds Qn<l a httle oil bath, I 
rode away lonely and depressed into the outer darkness. 

I am a broken man now and a social pariah, but I 
still have one hope left. It is that I shall in the latter 
days meet Mr. "Z" face to face. I shall come very 
close to him and look him straight in the eye, and then, 
without seeing his hand or feeling the bumps of his 
head, shall tell him his character with a candour and 
thoroughness which will take his last breath away. 



Asawer to CotTMpondmt. 
"Anxious Onb. " — Our attention has already been 
called to Mr. Harold Spendkr's utterances on the mis- 
sion of himself and Mr. Lloyd-Georoe ("our mission 
to Germany," as he is reported to have described it to 
8 Daily Mail correspondent) ; and we agree with you that 
it would not be advisable to disband our Navy until we 
have the mission's guarantee that such action would be 
approved in Germany as likely to strengthen the idea of 
friendly relations between the two countries. 



In M.A.P. Mr, Hall Caine describes Mr. Wilkie 
Collins' forehead as one that "belonged to Collins 
alone." So different from Mr. Caine's own forehead, 
which we have come to regard as the property of the 
nation. 



" The gtrdeni are wsU mpplied with leata, and there are nnibrv 
fteouH n-BJkt ia varioui direcliona, where the old, but nerer new, 
lale is tnld." — FAvtrpoU Rtho. 

That 's the worst of chestnuts : they 're never really fresh. 



It is proposed to hold a conference, when the London 
borough councils resume their meetings, to discuss the 
question of the damage done to lamp-posts by motor 
vehicles in the streets of London. Personally, we hope 
it will be possible to arrive at some sort of compromiiie 
whereby the motor vehicles may knock down as many 
lamp-posts as they like it they will leave pedestrians 
alone. 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

About Fire and Water. 
Broadlands, 
August. 
Dearebt Daphne, — The St. 
ADBUN3' has always been counted a 
nice house to stay at, and now they 've 
surpassed themselves! Their last 
house-party was indeed in luck to 
have the week wind up with such a 
glorious blaze. You 've read about 
it, of course, in the dailies; hut you 
don't know how simply lovely it was 
to be there. My dear, for real fun 
and thrills of ttie first magnitude, 
nothing comes up to a fire, so long 
as it 's at someone else's place, and 
you 're young and real, with lots of 
pretty, naturally wavy hair. For 
then, you know, it 's auch awful fun 
to be saved 1 Of course, if I were 
like some people, I 'd rather 
to my fate. Not that there was any 
leaving people to their fates in this 
case. There was no life lost, asd not 
the least danger of such a thing. 

NoBTV happened to be staying 
there, and he saved my life most 
heroically. Then 1 flew .about saving 
others, and giving help wherever it 
was needed. If you look in The 
Sideglanccr and West-End Whiapcrt 
you will see a full account of it all, 
headed, " Heroic Conduct of a Popu- 
lar Society Leader. Mrs. Multimill 
Saves Many Lives! " and photos of 
me in a sweet Etruscan dressing- 
robe, sandals on my bare feet, and 
my hair streaming in the wind. In 
one I 'm flying along crying, " Fire! 
Fire! " In another I 'm carrying a 
jug of water to the hottest part of the 
blaze. 

Beryl Clarges is wild that she 
didn't happen to be staying there 
at the time. Indeed, she '« bo se< 
upon being evan with me and dis- 
tinguishing herself in a fire, and be- 
ing saved and all that, that it really 
wouldn't be safe to have her to stay 
anywhere just now. 

Lord St. Adrian and his six sons 
long ago formed themselves into a 
fire brigade, and have practised and 
drilled till they 'ro quite perfect,' It 
was wonderful to see how cool and 
skilful they were, and how they fell 
into line and all that sort of thing, 
and went through quite professional 
evolutions. But, unfortunately, there 
was no water to be had ; and however 
cool and skilful and well drilled an 
amateur fire-brigade may be, and 
however many evolutions they may 
go through with the hose, they can't 
do very much without wafer. And 
so the whole west wing, with the 



picture-gallery and library, was burnt 
before help came. 
There were some juvenile- antiques 
the party — Popsy, Lady Rams- 

oate, for one. My dear, the less 
said about them the better, when 
brought hurriedly out of danger, quite 
Qii nature! as to hair and complexion I 
I am pretty sure that, when the 
Prophet said ' ' Truest truth is fairest 
beauty," he had never stayed with 
a large party in a house where fire 
broke out in the early hours of a 
summer's morning, and people ran 
out into the grounds in spur-of-the- 
moment toilettes. 

The men are telling a aimply 
odious story about dear Professor 
Dimsdale. He was one of those 
staying there (it was a particularly 
clever party), and, only the evening 
before the fire, a number of us who 
used to be at his mental philosophy 
lecture-chats last spring were sitting 
feet whtle he talked in the 
most lovely way, occasionally dash- 
ing back with his hand the curls that 
will fall over that wondrous philo* 
sophic brow. (Pe<^Ie can't help 
having eiirly hair, can they ? even if 
they are profound thinkers.) Among 
other memorable things, he told us 
never to use "that foolish expres- 
sion .' I must believe my senses,' 
because our senses were given us ex- 
pressly to conceal the truth from 
us I " Isn't that a delicious idea? 
He told us, too, that, like some old 
Greek or Latin, he could say that life 
and death were all one to him and 
he was perfectly indifferent about 
them. And yet Norty says the Pro- 
fessor was one Of the first out of the 
house after the alarm was given, that 
he ran faster than any of them, and 
didn't try to save anyone, and that — 
oh, it 's an abominable Ubel ! — above 
that brow that 's always occupied 
with the Noumenon, and the Macro- 
cosm, and the Microcosm, and the 
nothingness of everything — there was 
a row of curling-pins ! 

As Beryl hadn't the luck to 
tinguish herself at a fire, she 's 
turned her attention to the olher 
element, and, with my help, has 
brought oft a very good thing. 
Clat^es Park, you know, is only two 
or three miles from Parade vi He -on- 
Sea, and, the Olympic Games bein^ 
still rather in the air. Beryl wrote 
to the Mayor or the Town Council or 
something to say she was willing to 
give a Diving and Swimming Display 
off the East Pier for the benefit of 
the local life-boat fund. They thanked 
her very much, but said they 'd quite 
a new life-boat which had been paid 
for — (Pigs!). So Beryl said that 



she dared say they could do with a 
few more, and anyhow she meant to 
give the show, and they could use 
the pier admission money for any- 
thing they liked. 

As soon as I got wind of it, I 
offered my services, for I 've always 
taken an immense interest in life- 
s. And then heaps of people 
wrote ond wired and 'phoned to say 
they 'd help — some, my dear, who 
not only can't dive, but can't swim! 
We had to tell them it was to be a 
diving not a drowning exhibition. 

The pier was a struggling mass at 
half-a-crown each {you know, my 
dearest, how cea autres will always 
pay and elbow to see we do anything), 
and it all went with a yell. Oh, my 
little, darling, ducky diving-dress! 
But you 'II see me in it in the pic- 
ture-weeklies. 

I don't say that Bebxl and Babb 
didn't dive perhaps the weeniest bit 
better thon I did, but I " geeled " 
best of the three, and was quite the 
favourite of the crowd. 

Ever thine, Blanche. 

P.S. — When Josiah heard about 
it, be disapproved in his very best 
style. He has put his foot down, 
my dear, and that 's flat ! He says 
if I want to go in for diving 
and swimming he '11 have a place 
specially made for it here. Here, you 
know ! The very idea ! As if people 
wanted to dive and swim in the 
depths of the country, with not a 
creature near to see tifiem. 



NEUROTIC MOTOR-CARS. 
Extraordinary Allegations. 

The recent distressing accident to 
Mr. Hall Caine, due to the run- 
ning away of his motor-car, though 
happily unattended by any serious 
consequences to the talented fic- 
tionist, has caused a painful impres- 
sion in motoring circles, as tending 
to create misgivings in the minds of 
litterateurs who may have purchased 
cars, or may be intending to pur- 
chase them. In these circum- 
stances the information which a 
representative of Mr. Punch has 
gleaned from Dr. C. W. Syllabub, 
F.R.S. (Edin.), will he peculiarly 
welcome, as that eminent man of 
science is himself an expert motorist 
as well as musical and dramatic critic 
for sixteen daily and ten weekly 
papers. 

"Yes," said Dr. Syllabub, who 
was toying with the metatarsal fin 
of an extinct ichneumon when 
found him, " there is no doubt that 
motor-cars are extraordinarily sensi- 
tive and susceptible machines, " 



You 
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remember Kipling's story of an 

animated fugitive locomotive. Well, 
the novelist wrote better tban he 
knew. There is no doubt vi^hatever 
that what was merely an ingenious 
speculation in the case of the steam 
engine is an absolute fact in regard 
to the motor. 

" Take this accident of Mr. Hall 
Caine. He speaks of his nerves 
being utterly broken. 1 don't wonder 
at it. You note that he says his 
motor-car ran down the drive. Now 
I have not the slightest doubt 
that this was a case of deliber- 
ate evasion on the part of the 
machine. The motor-car ran away 
of itself. From whom, then, did it 
run? The answer is obvious — from 
Mr. Hall Caine. All of us have 
experienced the desire, when brought 
into the presence of a great or awful 
personage, to seek safety or seclu- 
sion in flight, and this is clearly what 
happened in the present case. The 
car, probably a high-mettled neuro- 
tic 100-h.p. Merc^dfes, was so terri- 
fied by the proximity of demonic 
genius in goggles that it fled in an 
ecstasy of fright down the intermin- 
able avenue that winds up to the 
stately portals of Qreeba Castle. 

" But you must not think that 
this is an isolated case of what is 
professionally known as stampedo- 
mania amongst motors. Many 
similar cases have come within the 
range of my own experience. I hud 
once B little Baby Pengeot, which 
was so nervous that I had actually to 
sing it asleep before it would consent 
to let me take the wheel. Mr. Max 
Pembf.rton's great Cronstadt is an 
extraordinarily afFectionate car. In- 
deed, he has told me that an un- 
favourable review of one of his 
novels will make it cry like a child. 
Mr. Clement Shohter's car quickens 
its pace when he calls it ' Charlotte.' 
Mr. J. M. Bakrie drives a Peter 
Panrard, and converses with it in 
the Wendish tongue. The Sid-lee 
cars are all accomplished Sras- 
SFRAREAN scholnrs, and when Sir 
Arthur Cosan Doyle was writing 
The Hound of the BaaJiervilles one 
of his motor bicycles evinced its in- 
terest by frequently remarking ' Pup I 
pup! ' 

" Again, there is a famous lady 
novelist — I will not mention her by 
name, as she is notoriously averse 
from any form of publicity — who 
owns a very sensitive Itala car. She 
was recently reading aloud some of 
the moat moving scenes in her forth- 
coming novel to a few friends when 
an agonising cry was heard from her 
garage. Her third footman burst 
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open the door, and a poignant voice 
issued from the exhaust pipe exclaim- 
ing that this was really too exhaust- 
ing. 

" Mrs. Elinor Glyn, again, has a 
very fast car which exceeds the Lmit 
on the slightest provocation. And 
Lord AVEBUBY told me the other day 
that the only way he could account 
for the behaviour of his car was that 
it must have a bee in its bonnet. 

" Another point. It is impossible 
to expect to get satisfactory results 
out of a car unless you speak to it 
in the language of the country in 
which it was manufactured. For my 
own part I always make a point of 
conversing in the lingua Toicana 



hen I am driving a F.I.A.T. In a 
Spyker I ^eak French with a Belgian 
accent. Li an Argyll I talk Gaelic. 
If drivers would only show a little 
more consideration to these highly 
organised creatures, there would bo 
far fewer accidents. I cannot help 
thinking that the acddent to Mr. 
Hall Caine's car was due to his 
having inadvertently confused it by 
lapsing into his native Manx. 

" By the way, I forgot to mention 
just now that Mr. Tree's new 
' trolly,' as he humorously calls it, 
the Comyns Car, is more than 
usually faust." 

This remark, we need hardly say, 
terminated the interview. 
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THE MAGig CARAVAN. 

["Tbe caravan of the iaveative geniuB ia not very sate to live in. 
Everrthing collapaea, autl one is surtounded by unsuapected pil- 
£aUB."-r/ieZ''K(^] ;. • 

Said I lo myeeH, let care be blowed 
Whilst I go waodermg free 
Afar from trains 
Through the long green lanes 
That lead to the voiceful sea. 
Sing hey I said I, for the open'road 
And the open camp beside it I 
Sing ho 1 for the man 
With the caravan — 
But that was before I tried it. 

I was filled with delight when I first caught sight of 

the gipsy-like home that awaited me, 
For the paint was as gay as the hedges In May, and the 

dimity curtains elated me; 
A queer Uttle step upholstered in rep led up to a door in 

the centre. 
It was open a bit, and the view through tbe slit made 

me feel that I simply must enter. 
The fittings inside filled my bosom with pride, for the 

brass was as bright as it could be, 
And the woodwork was smart with the polisher's art, 

and everything just as it should bo. 
These fittings, again, were a feast for the brain just as 

much as the eyes that were daft on 'em, 
For they all wore designed by a masterly mind who had 

lavished the best of his craft on 'em^- '•' 
What wonderful tricks he had managed; to fix I. What 

ingenious dodges he 'd hit upon 
For the saving of space in that rum little place I What 

curious things you 'd to sit upon ! 
You seated yourself on a sort of a shelf, but as soon as 

you let yourself down on it 
It EufTcrcd a change and became a small range with 

some sausages bursting and brown on It. 
You felt a wild wish for this savoury dish, but before 

you had time to lay hand on it 
The range disappeared in a manner most weird, and you 

were compelled to abandon it. 
At first it was fun just to see what was done — the furni- 
ture had such agility ' 
But when everything grew into something quite ne* 

you longed for a little stability. 
At a quarter to five the bed came alive; it revolved, and 

in less than a minute 
'Twas no longer a bed but a sitz bath instead with you 

sitting shivering in it. 
You looked all about for a cloth or a clout or for any- 
thing likely to dry you, 
And your frowns disappeared when a towel-horse reared 

all covered with towels dose by you. 
Tou stretched out to clasp what had seemed in your 

grasp, but the moment before you were able 
To clutch it you learned that the towels had turned to 

a cloth which was spread on the table. 
All dripping and wet you sprang out in a pet and looked 

for your garments to don 'em. 
But the bool^ bad turned round; they were not to be 

found any more than the clothes which were 

on 'em. 
Through all tbe day long things would keep going 

wrong, "th rough breakfast and luncheon and dinner,- 
Till my hair became grey and my fiesh fell away, and 

my figure grew thinner and thinner. 



At length in despair I resolved to repair to the nearest 

hotel I could light on; 
I *ve sent the van back, and the rest of the vac, my 

address is the M<5tropole, Brighton. 



D13CUR3IONS. 

WUY JlMUlB SOPWITH MaUKIED HeB. 

When Jiumie So^with announced his engagement to 
Miss Adelaide Habbottlk there was a universal shout of 
amazement from all his friends. Certainly, Jiumie was 
of the philandering sort; no man of forty, which was 
Jimuie's age, had philandered with greater vigour. Still, 
he always played for safety, and generally secured it. 
Married ladies had a special attraction for him, but he 
never went too far or caused a single flutter of agitation 
in the breast of any Othello of his acquaintance. He 
had an assured income of about £3,000 a year, and his 
bachelor parties had acquired a great reputation. With 
unmarried girls he had a certain timidity of manner, 
but when he knew them well he became fatherly. No 
man, indeed, was considered to be more secure against 
the attractions of matrimony. 

Adelaide Hakbottle varied in her age. I have Unown 
her to figure as a kitten of 28, and to pass primly in a 
single day to the age of 37. In the dim light of a discreet 
drawing-room she was young ; in the blaze of a Foreign 
Office Beception the years came flocking to her as by 
magic. As a matter of fact, she was at least as old as 
JiMMiE. She was not exactly gaunt, but a strongly- 
marked nose of the Welhngtonian order gave her face a 
formidable and bony appearance. She was said to be 
'■ a good sort," and though she had, of course, never 
openly scratched for the matrimonial stakes, she was 
popularly supposed to have dropped out of the running. 
She and Jimmie had been good friends for many years. 

This was the lady, then, to whom Jimmie, that ijon- 
firmed bachelor, not only became engaged, but whom 
he married in due course. Nobody baa yet been able to 
ascertoin why it happened, but there is no reason now 
why the mystery should not be revealed. Jimmie, as all 
the world knows, disappeared mj^steriously two years 
ago. His disconsolate relict was last heanl of as con- 
ducting a search party for him in the remoter wilds of 
Patagonia, and, so far as I am aware, there are no 
surviving relatives of either side who will be affected in 
any way by the disclosure I am about to make. Before 
Jimmie vanished into the inane he posted a letter to me, 
and it is from this document that I propose to quote. 

" By the time you receive this," it began, " I shall 
have disappeared. It will be quite useless to search for 
me. All my measures are taken, and the secret of my 
whereabouts will never be known. I have made a 
proper provision for my wife, who will want for nothing. 
We have had four years of married life, and thot is quite 
enough for either of us. You have been a very good 
friend to me, and I don't like to go without telling you 
why 1 got married. In fact, you were the only one of 
my friends who never showed the least curiosity on the 
point, and you are, therefore, tbe one man who ought 
to know. After two years have passed, you con use 
your discretion about telling anyone else, 

" I don't want to bore you with a long story, bo I 'II 
tell you at once that the whole business was due to that 
detestable invention, the electric light. I always felt 
that there was something baleful about its uncompro- 
mising ghtter, but I little knew what awful catastrophe 
it would bring upon me. Some men may say that my 
own sentimental weakness helped on the misfortune, 
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but I disagree wit)) tbem. Oaa or caodles or oil would 
never have lured me on and lulled me and then oniBhed 
me with the same terrible completeness. 

" It happened at Barrowdean, on the Sussex coast, in 
a bungalow which Jack Tokrey, the parson, bad tahen 
for the summer. Jack, as ;ou know, was married to 
Adelaide's youiigpst sister, Lucy, and Adelaide was 
staying with them. 1 was asked for a week-end, and, 
unconscious of my doom, I accepted. Lucy was a 
charming woman, plump and pink and cheerful, for 
whom I had always felt an extreme liking; her husband 
was a good chap,, and Adelaide, of course, was an old 
shoe for comfort. Friday night and Saturday passed 
off well enough. Sunday was to be the fatal day, 

" On Sunday evening we had cold supper to save the 
servants trouble, and two friends of Jack came in and 
shared it with us. We were, therefore, a party of six. 
Now, there was only one thing peculiar to this infernal 
bungalow. It was fitted with electric light, which 
worked on a shilling-ln-tho-slot arrangement. It ran all 
right for a certain time, and then, unless you popped a 
shilling into a kind of iron money-box and turned a 
handle, it went out. I don't know when the last 
shilling had been put in, but on this particular Sunday 
evening the machine had apparently arrived at its last 
halfpenny-worth. 

" The dinner began all right. I had Lucy (who 
looked bewitching in light blue) on my left, and 
Adelaide, who was silent and distraite, on my right. 
Jack said grace in his best form, and we had just had 



cold soup out of tea-cups when, without a word of 
warning, the blessed light went out. ' I 'II put that right 
in a jiffy,' said Jack. 'Has anybody got a shilling?' 
Nobody had. There was a plethora of half-crowna, 
florins, and sixpences, but there waan't a single shillins 
in the room. ' No matter,' said Jack, ' I know there a 
one on the mantelpiece in my bedroom,' and he 
stumbled out of the room to find it. 

" Now darkness always had a curious effect upon me. 
I can't describe it better than by saying that it made me 
both affectionate and absent-minded. Lucy and I were 
old friends. Why shouldn't I give her a mark of my 
paternal devotion'? I decided that there would be no 
harm in kissing her hand. I groped along the table for 
it, found it, grasped it (it made no resistance) and 
carried it to my hps. At this moment the shilling must 
have dropped into its receptacle, for the light went up 
with a dazzling ilasli, and I discovered to my horror and 
amazement that I had mistaken the side on which 
Lucy was. sitting. I had let my hand stray to the right 
instead of to the left, and there I was witn the back of 
Adelaide's hand planted on my mouth! 

"'Congratulate us, LucY,' said Adelaide with i 
fiendish readiness, ' we have been engaged for a month. 
and we 'rp to be married before the end of the year.' At 
this moment Jack came back, and insisted, in spite of 
Sunday, on drinking our healths : — ' Ji»fMiE, my boy,' he 
said, ' you 've got a jewel, but I can't say you don't 
deserve her." 1 sat like a dumb fool, and never said a 
word, and in three months Adelaide married me." 
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THE FELLOW-PASSENGEB. 
Whek, about nightfall, the train 

stopped at the and of the branch, 
nearl; all the travellers made for the 
lumberiiig omnibus that links up the 
railway with Brinehaven sis miles fur- 
ther on. The ruah had evidently been 
anticipated, for the omnibus had 
brought with it an aQcieot victoria 
capable of taking the overflow to the 
extent of two passengers. A young 
man of meek appearance and a large 
gladstooe bag already occupied much 
of the interior of the latter vehicle. 
I hurried to take possession of the 
remainder. 

" I hope," I said, after apologising 
for placing my luggage on the top of 
his, " that there will be room in the 
hotel." Nothing depresses me so 
much as the prospect of wandering 
Gtranded and homeless about a 
strange place, like a common player 
OD a Sunday afternoon. It is not 
Sybaritism ; it is merely the imfortu- 
nate result of a respectable bringing- 
up. 



I don't know,' 
man callously. 



said the young 



"I understand there is only one 
hotel," I went on. "It would be 
very awkward to be turned away — 
six miles from anywhere." 

" Not at all nice," he observed 
without showing the slightest con- 

The young man was clearly either 
a disreputable Bohemian — perchance 
a hardened sleeper-out — or was 
brutally indifferent to the anxieticE 
of his fellow -creatures. 

" You have a bed to go to, per- 
haps? " I ventured with some acer- 
bity. 

"I am going to the hotel," he 
said. 

" But you said you didn't know. 
Ah, you have written for a room I 
Wise man! " 

"No, I can't say I did that," 
he answered, looking away at the last 
remnants of the sunset. 

" Then they know you — you 've 
been here before," I said. 

"Oh no — never," he replied 
quietly. 

Nothing annoys me so much as to 
find people sanguine and cheerful in 
a situation that fills me with qualms 



and misgiving. And so I did not 
spc^k to the young man again during 
the- whole of the six miles' drive. 
What struck me as rather remarkable 
was that he made no attempt to 
speak to me — not, indeed, until the 
next morning, when I had taken a 
seat in the cofice-room for breakfast. 
Then be said, " Tea or coffee. Sir? " 



HomMpun. 
Our leading jouoials and maga- 
zines are being compelled to adapt 
themselves to modem requirements 
in the way of " home " interest, and 
we are therefore looking forward to 
the new combination entitled Tfce 
Spectator and Girls' Home Jovrrtal, 
with its " Chats with the Chicks, by 
Uncle Joe"; and to a symposium 
about to appear in The Ninetecnik 
Century and Afternoon tea on the 
question: "Do Duchesses make the 
best Wives?" 

"The new Soulh Parnde pier at Southees, 
n-hich has been built by the corporaliun at b 
oosl of about £70,000, was F. 6. Foster."— 
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AMUSINGS. 

[Rome noltt MOon eurimin findinoa dUeeraed 
by S. John Ottakura, of Nagasaki, ttaienl of 
Automobile Coii«fruc(ioii, Leiiera aitd Life.'] 
Feeding with Fishers. 

Reading his work, I caunot sur- 
miee Mr. Isaac Walton (who is now 
some time deceased, poor chap !) was 
a very miserable person at all, but I 
am sure he is not bo jolly as a club of 
angling gentlemen with which I have 
recently taken some food. This 
fishers' society is entitled The Chelsea 
Park and Sands End Piscatorial 
Club. 

Strangely, for chaps so connected 
with aqua pvra, their place of tryst 
is a public-houBC called the Blue 
Boar. I perceived from summit of 
a omnibus next day from the strange 
device on its facade that the blue 
hoar is a species of extinct pig of a 
dark Cambridge boat-race hue. 

Having performed the deglutition 
of a split-soda-minoral, I followed my 
consort aloft, coming to roost in a 
large room in most festal array. On 
all bounds were tables dressed in fine 
napery of great snowishness, fitted 
out with quite the usual number of 
forks and other lunching-tools. At 
twenty-seven minutes after the ap- 
pointed piHtol-fire Hon. Chairman 
said grace before soup. The lading- 
I quote, to show you that 
fishers are not confined to asceticism 
by effete rules of caste 



Clear Oi-tj 



Soup 



Smoce-Tcrtle. 



BoiledCodAShriup's Sadce. Pulleted Sole. 

Joint. 

Btu'X BEEr Hait.'^E, lUDiBn. 

Vegetables. 

B«KEi> aa Boiled Potatoes. Cauli flowers. 
French Beexb, 

Asolek'h PnoDwos. Cbebrt. Tabt Creah. 

Cheese, Celery, Bi sot its. 

Wines wo Spirits of the best qualitt. 

ClQABS, CtOARETTEa ISD BiLUABDS. 

Club Roona to Let. 
I succeeded in poUshing up some of 
each, despite a meat lunch in 
A. B.C. store, and was pleased to 
note the absence of pedanticry with 
which my confederates ate meat. 
Here I saw no slavish imitation as to 
um and tuvm between knife and 
fork. One fisher certainly asked 
waiter to change hie meat knife, pro- 
testing that its blade, not wide 
enough to act efficiently as a p 
transporter, was yet so keen 
edged-tool as twice to have made 
cision in his right cheek or jowl. The 
waiter readily obliged him, remarking 



"THE MAN FROM COOK'S." 



Bngliah Oirl (tciU\, great (fislin< 



tliat the caterer really ought to pro- 
vide wooden spoons. 

But I forgot. Mister Chairman, a 
very waggish gentleman in a robin 
redbreast vest -coat with brass hut- 
tons, rose to his legs, and said : 
' ' Mister Vice and gentlemen I It is 
my pleasant task to propose a hearty 
vote of— I mean the health of our 
most gracious King, Edward the 
Seventh." 

Each fisher arose as one man, his 
glass in hand, nodded to his neigh- 
bours, and said " The King," as at a 
game of napcards. Then nil drank 
their tipples off at one bound, while a 
concealed player upon the pianoforte 
played God Save the King. Each 



man sang lustily, I of course joining. 
This interlude ga*e me a blow for the 
roasted beef, I am thankful to re- 
mark. After the sweetmeats, the 
Chairman's opponent, near my end 
of the table, arose upstanding, and 
said it was his pleasant allotment to 
propose the health and posterity of 
the Chelsea Park and Sands End 
Piscatorial Club, which he did with 
great heartfuluess. 

Then each gentleman reduced the 
restriction of his nether vest-coat 
buttons, and most lit large pale- 
swarthy cigars. I politely but tena- 
ciously refused a cigar, and lit a 
virgin cigarette. 

" I call upon Mr. R, Terry for the 
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first BOQg," Baid the Chairman. 
Whereupon up rose a sUm young boy, 
with hair of great oleagiuity, making 
bis way nimbly to the most distant 
pole oi the room, where was a 
Grand k Co. pianoforte, denuded of 
its bookcase timber, 

Mr. Terhv treated us to a rending 
of a ballad of some quaintness, early 
in which he took UB into his confi- 
dence concerning the sweetness of a 
lady known as iiora, the Bride of 
Kill Dare. 

Some of the singing was most 
agreetrtile, but I was pleasantly 
chilled by the Vice -Chairman an- 
nouncing that he would now call upon 
the Chairman to present the prizes to 
the fishers who had created the moat 
remarkable draughts of five thousand. 

The Chairmun smiled, and com- 
menced to say the Club had had a 
most successful season. " Hear, 
hear," said many. 1 took the cue, 
saw my chance, and whenever be 
paused said " Heaf, hearl " man- 
fully enough. But unfortunately I 
was too pre-occupied on my vocaliaing 
to follow the trends of his oratory, 
and happened to give tongue to a 
most souDding interjection when, 
alack for vanity! he had just an- 
nounced that, by force of the prema- 
ture bankrupting of Mr. Robebtsom, 
the prize for a large Jack-fish would 
not be forthcoming 1 

Presently I saw much laughter 
holding both its sides, and my right 
iiand vis-h-vis handed me a small 
correspondence, requesting me kindly 
to pass it to Mr. Vice. 

This I did, upon which Mr. Vice- 
Chairman stood up again and pro- 
posed the health of the Visitors. We 
all stood up and slaked our thirst 
once again, and then Mr, Chairman 
froze my hair by announcing that he 

really " must call upon Mr. , the 

Japanese gent, to respond for the 
visitors." 

I rose, bowed, and said ; 

" Mr. Chairman, Mr. Vice, Mr. 
'jEoroe " fmy companion) " and gen- 
tlemen ! I came to bury Caesar, not 
to respond to visitors, but this being 
the first occasion of my being asked to 
speak I am in for it. I am a stranger 
among you ("Hear! heat! "). But 
I am enough of a fisher to know 
bnchovies from bloater's paste I 
(Much cackling.) But let us look 
round on fish apart from food, gentle- 
men. How useful an article is a fish. 
Think of the castor-oil, lamprey'i- 
piratic saline, fish-glue, and pauper'^ 
hide boot-strings we should never 
have had but for fishes and fishers' 
Let us regard the enormous waste of 
food if there were no fiuny monsters 



to follow the wake of the exhumed 
hot-luncheons served on pleasure- 
steam-vessels at 2a. %d., even 8s. &d. 
per head, gentlemen! Let us be 
thankful to Han'del's creation of 
fighes, gentlemen, for manifold beati- 
tudes. 

" As a visitor in your middle to- 
night, gentlemen, let me say I am 
glad to be a visitor. I am sure we 
are all glad to be visitors, and all 
made rosy with sheepishness of grati- 
fication at the way in which you have 
toasted our shins. Oentlemen, in the 
name of others in my predicament, I 
think you very hearty chaps. Much 
obliged, and the same to each indi- 
vidual. Thank you t I am a fisher 
from to-night, though I fear I shall 
not take prizes except as a diminisher 
of boiled-cods ! Once more, gentle- 
men, in the name of my colleagues, 
thanks very much, old chaps I " 

Then came more singing, a solo 
upon three mandolins and the piano- 
forte, and many diverting incidents 
by flodden field. I fear Qeorof must 
have become jokingly practical later, 
for I found myself inbibing the 
courage of a Belgian-hare at each 
glass — laying the treason to my soul 
that Oeoroe had added a fiow of 
reason to my mineral-drink, 
showed many feats of agility with 

fiaper-folding (inadvertently immo- 
ating a postal order for one shilhng 
and sixpence, sterUng, in my eager- 
ness to be up and doing tricks; but 
who cares?) and altogether quiti 
cocked my walk. 

On the whole it has been quite a 
change, but I was very surprised to 
find that the boniface of the Blue 
Boar was not at 12.30 after midnight 
such a cheery lad, yoho, as he proved 
himself while he overlooked the 
ordering of flasks of J. Barleyci 
and drinks of bitterbeer and amallbass 
earlier in the evening. E. N. D, 



An Army Order which has just 
been issued gives the following as 
the occasions on which the Union 
Jack is to be flown : — 

" {a) On onnii-enmrieB only, or wlien Bpwially 
require^l for Raluting purposra. Qi) On Sundays 
and Bnnivere»rieB. (c) Daily." 



A doctor writing on the " Uses of 
Oxygen " in The Daily Mirror says 

"I have often to run five minuleB to a station 
and up a Bight of etnire, acrnas a bridge, and 
Ch?n across a siding. After breathing oiygen 
for six niiQut«H I can do it easily." 

Perhaps he could manage it still more 
comfortably it he spent the whole 
eleven minutes in walking quite 
slowly to the station. 



THE SOUVENIR-HUNTEES. 

" Yes," said la belle Americaine, 
" there is no doubt that 1 have the 
finest collection of souvenirs on this 
aide at the present moment. Would 
you like bo see them? " 

I said that nothing would give me 
greater pleasure ; hut of course many 
things would. Still, it is a useful 
phrase. 

" You 're just in time," she said. 
" They 're all spread out on the 
tables : we pack up to-night. We sail 
on Saturday." 

I followed ber to her suite of 
sitting-rooms overlooking the Thames, 
and entered what appeared to be a 
marine store. "There!" she said 
triumphantly, indicating the debris. 

Every inch of table, sofa, chair and 
mantelpiece space was covered with 
litter: pebbles, faded flowers, nap- 
kin rings, cigar stumps, cherry stones, 
bits of rock, spoons, forks, bed-knobs, 
railway straps, caudle-ends, cakes of 
soap, billiard balls, menus, lumps of 
sugar, and a thousand other things. 
On looking more closely I saw that 
to each was affixed a card bearing a 
name and a date. 

I picked one up and read it : " The 
Dover Pageant, July 28," it ran; 
" Locia N- Parker's cigar stump." 

" Ah! " she said, " that 's one of 
my bullieat souvenirs. Wasn't it 
lucky bo get that? Won't it make 
some of the others just mad with 
jealousy? " 

I picked up another : a spoon, 
with the name of a well-known Dee- 
side hotel on it. 

" That 's a Scotch one," she said. 
" You have to be spry to get those. 
I can tell you ; the waiters are all up 
to it now. Mamma was caught 
pocketing hers, but I got mine all 
right. Poor mamma, she 's so un- 
lucky. It cost her several dollars to 
square a horrid landlord at Stratford- 
on-Avon just because she was pocket- 
ing a napkin ring. I got mine, 
though — there it .is! " 

"I'm most particular." she con- 
tinued, " to get them all myself; 
there 's no fun in getting others to do 
it for you. W'hy, there 's some girls 
mean enough to sit down at home. 
after they get back, and make sou- 
venirs out of things they find there, 
and fix up labels tor them just as 
it they were real. But all mine are 
genuine. And the trouble ! I^ook at 
that plum stone there — that was left 
on Mr, Thomas Hardv's plate the 
day we called at Max Gate. Dorches- 
ter. He 'd had plum pie tor lunch. 
It cost me a quarter to get that from 
the parlourmaid. I had to be sure 



August 26, 1908.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



PREHISTORIC MAUD ALLANS. 



it was not Mrs, Habdy's, for ex-j 
amplo: that's what made the diffi-j 
culty. Oh, I tell you, eouvenir-huDt- 
ing is no picnic. 

" That red wine-glsBs," she went 
on, " is from Oxford — ^the Mitre, you 
know. . That button I cut off an 
undet^raduate's coat when he wasn't 
looking. Tliat piece of soap is from 
a toilet place at Penshurst." 

" But don't you think ? Isn't 

it rather like ?" I began. 

" Oh, I know what you 're going 
to say," she said. " ' Isn't it rather 
like stealing? ' All you Britishers 
say that, and I 'm fairly worn out 
answering. Of course it isn't, Ameri- 
cans don't steal, I 'd have you know. 
It 's just souvenir-hunting — a com- 
pliment to the old country, too." 

" Very flattering, indeed," I said. 



The Power of the Presa. 

" TTie CrisiH in Peraia is dealt with .,j _ 

Special Correspondent."— TAe Daily TtUgraiA. I 



A HINT FOR A HEAT-WAVE. 
What though the car of Phcebus 
stands 
Above us in a copper sky. 
And pavements burn, and palsied 
hands 
From shining temples hunt the 

fly.- 

I do not care. I have a rule 

For keeping all the time profoundly 

When other bards desert the town 
To lave, beside some river's brim, 

A Muse deplorably run down. 
Or, fading into forests dim. 

Discover that remote shebeen 

Where wood ■ nymphs manufacture 
Hippocrene ; 

I watch the butter float about. 
The weary milk in torture turn ; 

But still my appetite is stout, 
1 sleep and eat with unconcern. 



And in the mom I rise and sing 
As gaily as a laverock on the wing. 

Yet think not that a saline draught 

Or airy suit of underclothes 
Has steeled me to Apollo's shaft, 
While other men perspire with 
oaths ; 
.\h, no, it is a simpler ruse 
That saves my epiderm when London 
stews. 

When pressmen make a vast parade. 
And dim ate -mongers mourn the 
fact ' 

Of glasses 90» in the shade. 

Whose bulbs are very nearly 
cracked. 
The artless poet's plain device 
Is keeping his thermometer in ice! 



The Horae before the Cart. 
'■I'nlike nioHt FarlinmeiitnriaDH. le (Cle- 
mcnceau) has uot ran a [lor hia followers." 

KalLonal Iteiieie. 
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A POPULAR AUTHORITY. 



He slipped emiling into the vacant ,who tell you these things — not once, 



comparative values in solution of j 
Southsea and Scarboro'. 



seat beside mine on the top of the 
omnibus — a rusty, unprepoSBeesing 
little man, somewhat frayed at the 
edges, and with a general air upon 
him that suggested a combination of 
Dnnk and the British Museum. 

" I see," he began without apology, 
" that you are perusing one of my 
latest. I shall be glad to hear how 
it strikes you." 

I glanced from him to my half- 
penny newspaper in surprise. "As 
a matter of fact," I replied, in a 
tone of corrective hauteur, " I am at 
present reading an article by 
Eminent Harley 
Street Specialist ' 
(whose name is not 
given) upon the Hy- 
gienic Aspects of Sea 
Bathing." 

" Precisely," re- 
turned the seedy one 
affably. " Mine." 

" Yours? " My 
look must have be- 
trayed my incredulity, 
for he smiled again, 
apparently not ill 
pleased. 

" I can repeat it 
by heart," he said, 
_" if you wish for 
proof. It consists 
mainly of a few 
simple precautions to 
be observed by holi- 
day - makers at the 
present season. You 
will correct me if I 
misquote. ' In dip- 
ping the head, care 
should be taken not 
to remain beneath 
the surface for 
than half an hour. It is inadvis- 
able for non-swimmers to dive into 
deep water immediately after a 
heavy meal. Never bathe in elastic- 
sided boots on a hot day. It the 
body turns bright blue all over and 
begins to swell, get yourself pulled out 
at once.' Do you want any more? " 
" On the contrary," I answered 
hastily, shaken but still uncon- 
vinced. Those impressive statistics 
on the dietetic properties of sea- 
water, was it possible that they also 
could have been written by the indi- 
vidual beside me? I glanced at him 
again dubiously. 

" All of it," he said, as though in 
answer to my thoughts. " Without 
mo you would never have realised 
the exact proportion of hyposulphates 
in a mouthful of Margate, or the 



but rilhny times. 

I was impressed in spite of my- 
self. " I fancied," I rejoined, " that 
I had read something very hke them 
before," 

The stranger smiled proudly.' 
" Almost correct," he answered. 
" Your memory, my dear Sir, is 
above the average. You have read, 
not something very like them, but 
those identical words, every August 
for more years than I care to count. 
And yet," he added dreamily, 
" properly considered, that bathing 
article is but in its first youth." 



"There is one other thing," I 
ventured, not without hesitation, for 
I was beginning to revise my first 
estimate of him ; " the style. I seem 
to catch an echo — otlier articles 
which are somehow familiar, but 
which I cannot definitely place." 

This time he beamed in absolute 
triumph. "I congratulate you," he 
exclaimed warmly; "you have the 
perception of the connoisseur. Of 
course, many of my works are 
doubtless familiar to you. My 
monograph on the restorative pro- 
perties of strawberries - and - rfream 
will be fresh in your memory. It 
appeared in June, and had a popu- 
larity that I may describe without 
vanity as enormous. Indeed, with 
perhaps the possible exceptions of 
' The Prophylactic Pancake ' and 



Pudding as a Force - Pro- 
ducer,' published on Shrove Tues- 
day and December '25th respectively, 
I should consider it the most widely 
read of all my purely alimentary 
writings." 

" You have, then, other spheres 
of literary activity?" 

" Without doubt. There is indeed 
hardly a hygienic aspect of popular 
amusement or interest that has not, 
from time to time, furnished its 
theme, either of warning or en- 
comium, for my active pen. To 
take an example, ' Diabolo as a Pre- 
ventative of Disease ' — that was one 
of my greatest successes in 1907. 
Later on, however, I invented the 

J Diabolo Squint, and 

thus practically an- 
nihilated the craze. 
I have a great deal 
of power. There were 
others also last year 
that you may 
have f r g o 1 1 
■ What Limericks do 
for the Bra' 
'Should the Bald 
Balloon?' and a 
dozen more. All 
mine I " 

I uncovered with 
reverence. " I had no 
idea," I said, " that 
I was in the presence 
of an authority 8( 
versatile and so re 
nowned." 

" Not at all," said 
the stranger, and held 
out his hand, which 
I grasped cautiously. 
Our mutual esteem 
was complete. But 
tor all that there was 
one trifling incon 
sistency that even 
then perplexed me. Appearances 
are notoriously misleading, 
still — " an Eminent Harley Street 
Specialist " with flip-flap cuffs! 
leaned forward, extending the news- 
paper and mutely calling bis attaU' 
tion to the description with a look of 
enquiry. 

He did not seem at all 
barrassed. "Aha! " he said smiling, 
and might have been about to add 
more; but perceiving that we were 
now in Bloomsbury he substituted 
a hasty " Good morning " and de- 
scended briskly from the omnibus. 
I had a last glimpse of him standing 
before a small newspaper shop re- 
garding proudly a contents-bill that 
displayed in letters of crimson and 
black the words " Are Holidays 



Harmful ? Famous Medico Speaks. ' 
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THE CONTROVERSIAL DRAMA. 

The action of Messrs. Hall Cain'e and Louis Napo- 
leon Parkek in basing their new play upon an aspect of 
the Ideals of Marriage now being so ably discussed in 
The Daily Telegraph, has drawn b warm eulogy from 
that journal. In a recent leading article The Telegraph 
observes, not without complaisance, that nowadays the 
drama " fortifies its customary appeal by distinct and 
immediate reference to the burning topics that occupy 
our newspapers." Envious of earning a similar en- 
couragement, several other managers are, we understand, 
taking steps to bring their respective entertainments into 
line with the correspondence columns of the daily press. 

Thus it is (incredibly) rumoured that, in view of the 
interest aroused by the Silly Season discussion of " The 
Curate's Ijot," Mr, Beehbohm Tree contemplates an 
immediate revival oi The Private Secretary. Obviously 
the spectacle of the Itev. Hoberi Spalding in the oak- 
chest cannot fail to have a powerful effect on the 
apologists for the present position of our Assistant Clergy. 

In this connection also a protest reaches tis from 
Daly's to the effect that the Lyceum is by no means the 
only theatre whose production may be said to bear upon 
the vexed question of matrimony and its consolations. 
Undoubtedly The Merry Widow presents an aspect of 
the same problem that should not be overlooked. 

Finally, with regard to another topic which at present 
jccupies popular attention — The Treatment of the 
Feeble-Minded — we need only mention that at least tour 
West-End houses are nightly presenting some form of 
Musical Comedy. 



Black Shaap in tlw Fold. 
Dnring the kat fmhe months more than one himdivd bicycles 
a been repoiled to the Surrey constabulniy bb htTing been stolen 
from porches of coanli? charchsa. Captain (iuit. the chief constable 
■ ' iMoed a warning to vicars and churchwardeas." 

Manthettrr Evemng Netc: 



of (heci 



Classified under " Employment Wanted." 

" Blici Puos ; good specimens ; 25/-, 35/- each." 
It would be a help if the owner would state what kind 
of employment the dogs prefer. 

From Fellovjghip, the journal of the Browning Settle- 
ment : 
"Hero is a ahenf of dates which coincided without any design by 



_ begun to be (18M) 

" Two days after Browning's birthday. May 9th, 1899, the National 
Committt* of Orgsnised I^buur was foimed.' 
It did look rather suspicious at first sight, but we gladly 
absolve the poet from the charge of complicity. 

The schedule issued from the Board of Trade in its 
search for information regarding the Bleaching and Dye- 
ing Industries contains a qiiestiou as to the number of 
working days in the year. There is a note for the reply : 

" If the answer to this <]aeBlion is ' None,' the proper entry ia 
' None.' Blanks are misleading." 

We hope the gentleman who drew up the form was not 
influenced by his experience at hia own office. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerka.) 

" I LOVE my love with an H because he ie handsome, 
and his name is Hardy, and he lives on a hiil," was no 
doubt what Miss Leslie used to say to herself, though 1 
don't think M, E. Francis, the author of Hardy-on- 
the-Hill (MExnuEN), has mentioned it; but, anyhow, the 
heroine's aspirations could not be realized at once, be- 
cause Mr. Hardy stood on a much lower level socially 
than territorially, being, in fact, a yeorhan farmer of 
Dorset, while she was the daughter of an Oxford don. 
Besides there was a polished villain who attempted to 
entangle her; and Hardy very foolishly engaged himself 
to a girl of his own class. After 
being saved, however, from 
flood and fire through the 
hero's athletic resourcefulness 
Miss Leslie very properly 
decided (calculating, perhaps, 
on the chances of an earth- 
quake) to overlook class dis- 
tinctions; and, other complica- 
tions being removed, is now, I 
believe, Afrg. Hardy. The tale 
is pleasantly and skilfully told 
and indulges the reader with 
one of those glimpses of farm- 
life which he resolutely deter- 
mines to believe in. But Is 
not the title that Mrs. Bluk- 
DELL has chosen rather daring 
for a Wessex romance? What 
it the publishers were to 
startle us some fine morning 
with " Phillpott8-oti-the'DaTt, a 
Devonshire idyll " ; or " CorelU- 
super-mare, a simple tale of 
the sea " 1 



legally become man and wife, she did not altogether j 
have a very Uvt^ly time. But she has at least the c 
iralation of feeling that her biography has been writlon | 
by & peer. 

If there is any author whom I would have backed to 
clear up with a triumphant surprise the most bewil- 
dering tangle, that author is Mr. Eichako Marsh, and 
he has disappointed me. The Surprising Husband 
(MethuenI — the title beckons you — deals with certain 
social difficulties connected with the coloured race 
question, and what with obeahs and voodoos, prejudices 
and conventions, Mr. Marsh knots together as pretty 

piece of puzzlement as even he could conceive. 



works it up cleverly. 



Mr. John Long has recently 
published a book called The 
Hard May, which, according t-o 
the title-page, is written bv A 
Peer. Think of that! A real 
live peer. If the othenv-ise 
anonymous author had been a 
mere commoner, I cannot help 
suspecting that Mr. Long 
would have sent him and his MS. back to school to 
Icam many things, amongst others that the German 
for " why " is warum and not warim, and that " dear " 
is liebe and not leibe. After all, noblcBse oblige even 
in such trifling matters as Bpelling and grammar and 
style ; and personally I should think a good many times 
before I wrote " je les ai comptes," or said that " the 
irrepressible crumples of her nature rose to a quick 
thought," or called a plebeian pocket handkerchief " a 
hemmed inornate square." But then 1 am not a peer. 
The moral of The Hard Way Is that young ladies who 
propose to oomnub bigamy ought to be quite sure that 
DO one knows about marriage number one before they 
venture to go through the ceremony of number two. 
Poor Delilah Chertsey omitted that precaution and paid 
the penalty in the shape of blackmail and much distress 
of mind. As her first husband was locked up in a 
lunatic asylum for all but three days oE their married 
life, and her second died almost as soon as they had 



"For ooodkess' bake bb 



The various players in the game 
are distinct and convincing, if 
one or two of them are a 
thought bizarre, and you read 
on wondering how on earth' 
matters will get straight — for o£ 
course they will. There is one 
way out which you will think of 
at once, but, knowing Mr. 
Marsh, you will reject it, for 
anybody could put his harassed 
hero alone- into an open boat 
at sea and make it turn turtle. 
Mr. Maksh, you say, will surely 
never do anything so obvious as 

ti.dt. Yet But perhaps 

that is the surprise. 



Extracts from The Edge o' 
Beyond, by GEBTRtDE Page 
(Hurst anh Blackett), might, 
be read with advantage at th•^ 
next. meeting of the Chartered 
Company, for in this story of 
Bhodesian life the author has 
shown impartially both the sun- 
shine and the shadows, of that 
land of chorm and mystery. 
At first I thought that Joyce 
Grant was going to be tlie 
heroine, but I was wrong. 
Bhodesia soon asserted, a better 
claim to that distinction. The 
fortunes of Mrs. G'rnnt left, me 
apathetic, but Bhodesia is a 
Ciroe with magic to paralyse 
the critical faculties of her suitors. Yet she has her 
practical side. " If you don't happen to have private 
means, or, at any rate, not less than £800 capital, you '11 
probably go under." This, to the idealist, may be a 
little disappointing; but, after all,, many heroines with 
less to give have asked for more. 



Recipe for " Chocolate Pudding " in The Martcheater 
Evening Chronicle : 

" One quart milk, 3 tablsBpoons Buoar. little salt. Thicken with 2 
lablespooDS corn starch. Add } cup ^iredded cocoaaat." 
If that doesn't do it, take out everything except the salt, 
add a log of mutton and a turnip, and call it Roast Beef. 

Boci&liatic Candour. 

" The ethics of Poor I.aw Relief are founded on robbery of (he poor. 
Its odmiiiistralion is ri)t(en lo the core. The decent poor refuse to 
accept it. Deceul citi/.ciiB are reluctant to dispense it . . . Meantime, 
the TBcancies created on the Board Bra to M coQteeted by the local 
Socialists."- Tlie Clarion. 
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" Kino Alfonso," a newspaper 
tells uB, " vas recognised while 
BiioppiDg in Londoa owing to the 
fact that a policeman chased his 
hat, which had been blown away." 
The constable, we euppoSe, noticed 
that tba hat had a crown to it. 

Miss Maud Allan has written a 
boolc which' will be published shortl; 
b; Messrs. G-vebett. It is entitled 
" M; Life and Dancing," and it is 
rumoured that the quaint conceit 
has occurred to the authoress of 
issuing the volume without a cover. 

Holbbih's ten-year-old eon, we 
are told, hag swum a quarter of a 
mile off Dover after four lessons 
given bv bis father. That there 
should be a distinguished Holbein 
THE YocNOEB as Well as a distin- 
guished Holbein the Elder is only 
following a famous precedent. 

General Sooth has addressed a 
" Message to the Army " on the 
subject of Woman, upon whose 
equality with Man be insists. " Un- 
fortunately," says the Qeneral, 
large number of people of every 
class think otherwise. They still 
cling to the notion of bygone ages." 
But surely the notion of bygone ages 
is essentially a feminine one? Ask 
any woman how old she is. 

Miss Edith New, who was sent to 
Hollo way for throwing stones at the 
Prime Ministes's house, informed 
some admirers that, while in prison, 
she selected the following motto for 
the Movement wiiich she favoured : 
— " Out of the nettle of danger we 
pluck the flower of safety." More 
appropriate, we should have thought, 
would have been; "I asked for a 
stone, and received bread — and 
water." 

« * 

Miss Ethel Carnie, of Great Har- 
wood, who quitted the loom in order 
to devote herself to poetry, states 
that the earnings of her pen are con- 
siderably larger than the wages of a 
mill-winder. This is as it should ' 

A correspondent writes to The 
Daly Express to comply that a 
clergyman of the Church of Eng- 
land who waa conducting a funeral 
service at Canterbury wore brown 
boots. A much greater scandal, 
surely, was the case of a curate who 
turned up on a similar occa^on with 
red hair. 



A FEW PLAIN WORDS. 



tandladg. " DiD loD (UIL HE, IIsl, Smith ? " 



' Oh bo. I vis II 



1 BLIOHT OOliTEBSinOil WITE Tl 



A number of men who for some 
time past have been living on a 

dust-shoot at Tilbury docks have, as 
the result of police proceedings, 
been sent to gaol. It is not, how- 
ever, proposed at present to take 
any eteps in regard to those personw 
who have houses on higli loads 
aSacted by motorists. 

A correspondent writes to protest 
against the formation of Bat and 
Sparrow Clubs. He considers that 
instead of supplying these pests with 
clubs we should do all that is possi- 
ble to make things uncomfortable 
for them. 

« * 

An ofiioial of the Board of Agri- 
culture, speaking on the Sparrow 
question, said: " The only point that 
we have been able to adduce in the 
sparrow's favour is that the young 
birds feed partly upon caterpillars, 
beetles, crane-iUes, and other in- 
sects." This means that the sparrow 
is doomed, for we have reason to 
beheve that the caterpillars, beetles, 
orane-flies, and other insects will be 
willing to waive their privilege. 
',* 

ClifFord's Tnn is tor sale. We are 
astonished that this fact has not 
been attributed to the Licensing BilL 

" What are those wires up there?" 
asked a visitor to London, pointing 
to the Admiralty building. " Wire- 
less telegraphy," answered s well- 
informed man. 



We have received from a greedy 
little Doy a letter marked " Urgent, ' 
begging us to impress on the Govern- 
ment the importance of keeping on 
friendly terms with all the other 
Powers, as he has just h^ard that a 
Report of the Board of Agriculture 
shows this country to bo almost 
entirely dependent on foreigners for 
food supplies. 



T/te Standard was the only 
London paper- which did justice to 
the Surrey and Gloucestershire 
match. The first headline on this 
subject was 

"ICODEUTE DISPLIT >T SDBBET *T BaTB." 

This was followed at a respectful 
distance by 

"Jesbw as a Bowleb at Cqeltekham." 

After which the account proper 
began with the wcrds 

" Sorrey had all the norat d the lily's pley 
at BiiabDL" 

The silence of The Standard upon 
the happenings at Taunton and 
Clifton is highly suspicious. 



"Fediobee Cattle bch ixiwn.—SeTen tsIq- 
able pedigree cattle were killed by a light 
eagine at Eaduock ndiiig, Moimunith." 

lAnerpool Btening Expreas. 

" LiGHTiiDra's Tioniis.-— SoTBu vBluable podi- 
KTM cattle were killed by ligbtniog at Hadnock 
biding, Uoimunith." — J!i. {next column.) 
If that doesn't give you some idea of 
the romance of a sub-editor's life 
we can do nothing more for you. 
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THE NORTH-GERMAN -LLOYD-GEORGE. 

As OTHERS SEE HIH. 

Gennany, it 

temarked that no curiodty was Bhown un tbe one side, ttad no infoiina- 
tion volantseted oa tbe other, as to the actaal object o[ the violently 
rapid advance in Oenniin naval construction.] 

Bxtraet front a tetter addreued (^ a leading Gennan politician to a 
eompatrio'. abroad :— 

" The Angel of Peace (unofficial), whose winga we have 
been atrokiDg for the last month or so, has by now 
alighted on his native shore, and we are pushing ior ward 
our Dreadnought programme with renewed encourage- 
ment. It has transpired during his tour that the British 
fleet is only twice the size of ours and not three times, 
as was peculiarly supposed ; ^o that we have a softer job 
than we thougM. 

The facilities offered to Mr. Lloyd-Georob in his 
investigation into our contributory system of Old Age 
PenaioDB may have astonished you, familiar as you are 
with our habit of arresting any foreigner who is found 
with a camerft in the neighbourhood of such things. 
But we knew our man — we knew that he would never 
go back on his own scheme ; and our confidence has not 
been misplaced. The first of his prolific utterances 
after his return shows that he is confirmed in his opinion 
that the non-contributory system adopted by the Badical 
-'Party — a system which is to absorb all those millions 
needed for their fleet — is the mo3t satisfactory for 
veterans over 70. All of us here very heartily endorse 
this view. 

Meanwhile these harmless facilities have greatly flat- 
tered his belief in our devotion to Great Britain. Here 
is a typical specimen of our conversations with him ; — 

German MeTchant. We greet Jn you. Sir, the emissary 
of a nation with whom we have ever been on terms of 
the most intimate affection, and never more so than 
to-day. 

Mt. Lloyd-George. I reciprocate your language of 
endearment. But you must not suppose that I have an 
ofiicial mission. I have no direct authority to arrange 
an alliance between our two cousinly nations. At the 
same time, as mere private individuals, Mr. Harold 
Spender and I will be happy to meet any or all of 
your leading statesmen who may care to discuss with us 
the topic of disarmament. By the way, how is your 
fleet? 

German Merchant. Thank you, it may hardly be said 
to exist ; certainly not in comparison with yours,, which 
must ever remain unapproachable in its magnificence. 

Mr. Lloyd-Gcorge. I knew I was right. I always said 
that an irresponsible Press had fabricated these stories 
about the ambitious character of your Naval IVogramme. 

German Merchant. If there is any such Programme — 
and I have not heard of it— yours would be the very 
last country against Tvhich Jtfl aim Would be directed. 

Mr. Lloyd-Gcorge. I have always said no; and my 
opinions have been shared by every well - informed 
Englishman. As for the others, I attribute their 
suspicions purely to ignorance, which would be dis- 
sipated by a closer familiarity with your amiable race. 

German Merchant. In every island there must always 
be a certain measure of insularity. 

Mr. Lloyd-Gcorge. Very true, and admirably expressed. 
I could wish that more of my fellow-countrymen were 
as widely-travelled as Mr. Harold Spender and myself. 
Still, even for theunenhghtened masses of Great Britain, 
the presence of so many German waiters in our midst 



ought to constitute a very strong bond.' And now I shall 
return with a new eoiig of hope In my mouth and 
pursue with fresh confidence the ideal of my maturer 
manhood, namely, the reduction of the British Fleet. 
In this noble work I shall enjoy the enthusiastic colla- 
boration of my honourable friend, Mr. Winston 
Churcbill. 

German Merchant. Ah I There you have a great 
statesman. If Mr. Chukghill would only patronise our 
poor country for his honeymoon, what a reception he 
would have I 

Mr. Lloyd-Oeorge. .1 will convey to him th*e assurance 
of your profound admiration. And now, since I have 
the happy prospect of other conversations of a similar 
character with innumerable gentlemen equally con- 
cerned to secure a better understanding between our two 
nations. .-..■. 

And so forth, for weeks on end. 

You will naturally ask, how is it that our adored 
Kaiser has not had a hand in all this? My dear, the 
strongest restraint had to be put upon him in official 
quarters to prevent his summonii^ Mr. Llovd-Georoe 
and saying the wrong thing; or at least spoihng the 
general air of spontaneity by overdoii^ the Hochf busi- 
ness. He might even, in a spasm of tactlessness, have 
invited his visitor to a review of our North Bea Battle 
Fleet. And it takes a cleverer man than the Kaiser 
to explain away the objective of a; thing like that. 

By the way, I heard « rumour that when Lloyd- 
Georqe came here he was a secret Tariff Reformer at 
heart. Well, we have corrected all that. We have 
shown him that our finances are in a parlous condition, 
that everything is costing us more, that the land is 
groaning under a tyrannous system of tariffs. He! 
returns with his old faith in Free Trade restored 
tenfold. 

So altogether we have done some fairly good strokes 
of work (or the Fatherland. Yours, 

O. VON S. 

[We hold onreelves in no way responsible for either tbe Elatemenls 
or the Bentiioeiits contained in this letter, wliich ciune into our hands 
through the ordinaiy proressea ot Joumalinlic enterprise. —Ed. Punch.] 



Komanca of a Chorua Oirl. 
" Shall not be back. Sosony. Am married." 
Such, according to a general consensus of the Press, was 
the wording of the epoch-making telegram sent by Miss 
Elsie Kay of the Gay Gordons' Company to Mr. 
Seymodr Hicks. The Daily Mail, however, possibly 
enjoying exceptional information, arranges the breathless 
sentences in a more piquant order, as follows ; 
, "Shall not be back. Am married. Sosorcy," 

As an advertisement for Mr. HiCKs'n Company, the one 
is, of course, just as useful as the other; but, oh, the 
difference to herl 

"T. A. Hildilch 3 ... ... 1 ... 2 ... 020." 

Birmiagham Gatette. 

It is too bad, when your average is really 066666 for ae 
long as you like, to have it put down quite shortly and 
incorrectly as 0'20, It gives onlookers a, completely 
erroneous idea of your form, and more than justifies an 
action for libel 



■' Beuehbrbs Watbbloo. 

CbEBKENTrELI. WOHAK OT NlHETT WSO DOES WASSI HO." ~-Jio^« ^>*<a. 

We are much afraid, though, that thai story won't wash: 



y Google 
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"EcKUT, Uscle! Come ilono! Beke'b wotheb oiBccat" 



THE LAST MATCH. 

' So Yorkshire 'e top again," said 
Charles. " Well, somebody had to 

, as it couldn't be Surrey." 

* It certainly couldn't be Surrey," 
I agreed. 

" More likely Surrey than Kent, 
anyhow." 

"There was once a county," I 
said, "which went all the way down 
to the West of England to play a 
weak side called Gloucestershire. 
, The county I am speaking of went 
in first and made slightly more than 
a hundred. The very weak sido 
replied with nearly three hundred, 
whereupon the county we have in 
mind made a great efiort, and (if 
you will believe me) approximated to 
the second century. And on the 
third day the stop press news said 
' Bank rate unchanged.' The moral 

" I seem to remember a match at 
the Oval against Kent," said 
Chasles. 

"I seem to remember," I said 
' a dog-faced inan at Barndm's 
We all felt sorry, but nobody 
deduced anything from it. By the 
way, an old couuty player, who saw 
that match, told me " 

' ' What was his county ? Rutland ?' ' 

" No, the Isle of Man. They 



play a lot of cricket there, but of 
course the great match used to be 
against Sodor. They had to stop it 
at last, because the crowd at 
Douglas barracked them so. Yes, 
mostly trippers .... from Cam- 
bridgeshire and Australia . . . quali- 
fying for Surrey . . . Ohj hush I " 

I dodged behind the sofa and 
waved a handkerchief. 

" Peace," I said, " and we will 
curse Yorkshire together." 

We sat down and did so. 

" It 's their fielding that does it," 
said Charles at last. "The papers 
don't buck fielding up enough. They 
think of nothing but centuries." 

" There ought to be catching 
averages in the papers," I agreed. 
" Catcbea given: 36. Times not 
ouf.- 86. Caught bending : 2. Some- 
thing like that. And then you 
might go on: Sittera: 18. Sun in the 
eyes: 5. Much more difficult than 
they looked: 27. Didn't start soon 
enough: 9. Started too soon: 9, and 
Wastalking to friend on boundary:!. 
'I don't quite know bow you 'd work 
out the average from that, but how- 
ever it was arranged you could 
always write to the papers after- 
wards and show that it was the 
wrong way. Which I take to be the 
main thing." 

" Anyhow," said Ceables, " the 



championship order is worked out on 
the wrong system." 

" I know it is; hut the sickening 
thing is that Yorkshire comes top 
under any system. I 've tried. 
Except one, where you divide the 
losses by the wins, and multiply by 
the number of letters in the county's 
name. When that is adopted, keep 
your eye on Northamptonshire. 
That 'b my tip." 

"It 'b the ignoring drawn games 
which is Bo absurd. Why shouldn't 
they have the vote just as much as 
wins and losses? And it isn't as if 
they really did ignore them alto- 
gether. The runs made in them 
count in the averages." 

" And you never get your six- 
pence hack." 

" ' Sacred to the Memory of York- 
shire tj. O-Ioucester shire. Drawn Aug. 
26, 1908. N.B.— He was ignored.' " 

I wiped away a tear. 

"But, of course," I said, "there 
are some matches which ought to 
be ignored. There was one between 
Kent and Surrey at the Oval, for 
instance." 

" I don't thii.k that ought to have 
been ignored," said Charles, 
" though I agree with you that the 
public should have had their money 
back. They were led to expect a 
match. ' ' 
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"There was nothmg in the last 
twenty meetings ol Kent and Surrey 
to lead them to expect that." 

"Talking of Northamptonshire, " 
said Charles, hastily, "did you see 
that one of them made a century 
the other day? They gave him a 
bat, I expect. Probably with a 
splice. Do you think they had a 
half-holiday in the villages?" 

" They dida't give him a bat. He 
had a crest worked on the pocket of 
hie shirt. Why do you rag North- 
amptonshire? It isn't the bottom 
county. ' ' 

"Which Is? Somerset?" 

' ' I think so. Who is that very 
good professional who plays for 
Somerset? He was bom in some 
other county, but they thought they 
could do without him. I don't 
mean Fby. Begins with a B., I 
fancy? " 

" You don't mean Hdtchijjos? 
Oh, but you said ' good.' " 

"No, this man- played several 
times for Surrey, but they kicked 
him out at last, because they had a 
man coming over {rom Tasmania. 
When I say coming over from 
Tasmania, I mean that his people 
were all bom in Cambridgeshire." 

Ceaeles lit a cigarette calmly. 

"Had a good season yourself?" 
he asked. 

" That 'b right," I said. " Let's 
bury the hatchet again. Yes, 1 had 
one very jolly week's cricket in 
Dorset. Didn't I tell you? " 

" Dorset? By Jove, of course I 
read about it in The TimeB. Let 's 
see, you all came from Kent, more 
or less, didn't you? Kent Wan- 
derers or something, you called your- 
selves." 

" That 's it. Was it really in The 
Times} I didn't know they went in 
for cricket lilte that. Did they give 
the full scores? " 

"Oh, no. No, it was quite a 
small paragraph. Something like 
this. ' The fai-mere ' — yes, that was 
it — ' the Dorset farmers complain 
of the unusually large number of 
rabbits about this summer. S' 
are to bo taken to exterminate 
them.* . . . Er — if it isn't a rude 
question, what did they do? " 

"Well," said Cbablks, "it's all 
over. We can be friends in the 
winter, anyhow." 

" Quite, ' I said. " And you 
mustn't mind what I said about 
Surrey. Because as a matter of 
fact nobody has a greater admiration 
for Surrey than I. 

" Really? " said Charles, and he 
looked quite pleased. 



Yes. It 'b a fine county. I am 
not referring to its cricket now, but 
to its scenery. A fine county. Leith 
Hill, and so on. Well, I shall see 
you at Blackheath next season, I 
suppose. You must come up for 
that. All three days, if you can." 

" There won't be a third day," 
said Charles with a grin. 

" No," i agreed calmly. 

And each of us flattered himself 
that he had scored. A. A. M. 



THE PROFESSIONAL CLASSES. 
Letter from a Balham BEsmENT. 
Summer Grove, 
874, Railwau Terrace, 

Balham, S.W. 

Dear Mb. Punch, — I write to ask 
your advice on the subject of the 
Professional Classes, as 1 bought a 
second-hand copy oi one of your 
volumes for my little girl to colour 
the prints, and no doubt you will 
agree with me that business is busi- 
ness. I will confine myself to an 
exact statement of my experiences. 

I lately bought the bouse I now 
live in (having moved from another 
in the same terrace (or this purpose) ; 
that is to say, I paid £70 down, and 
I pay £17 83, a year interest on the 
mortgage, which is like paying rent; 
but the house is my own property 
and I can sell it at any time. In 
short, I am my own Landlord, When 
we got the deed from the Lawyer 
(who had stupidly called it a " Con- 
veyance," causing us a cruel dis- 
appoinbnent, as my dear wife has 
always wanted to have a pony and 
trap when we con afford it; but I 
will not go into that) — I say, when 
we read the deed, Mr, Punch, we 
found that the previous owner had 
had a seizure and died in the house. 
My dear wife could not rest until she 
knew whether it was an infectious 
disease, and it was only right that we 
should be informed on this point. 
Accordingly I wrote to the Lawyer 
and asked him, " Can you tell me 
whether the complaint of which the 
last owner died was infectious or 
not? " He replied, " We are not in 
a position to answer your question, 
but would suggest that you consult 
his medical adviser on the subject." 

As I did not know who this medical 
adviser was, I went to my doctor. 
He charges two shillings in the morn- 
ing and sixpence after seven o'clock, 
which 1 think is most unreasonable: 
and he will not give you a bottle with 
the medicine, but only a cork. I 
asked him whether fits were catchii^g. 
He said " No, not usually," and 



sxplaiued, 
' he cried 



isked what sort of fits I meant. 
' Hearditaments, " I told him. 
' What? " he said, as if I had not 
ipoken clearly. I told him again, 
louder. He frowned and said. 

There 's no such disease." 

" In the fee simple," I i 
for it said so in the deed. 

" What do you mean?' 
testily. 

I expluned. I said, " It 's where 
they have them, of course." 

He got quite red, and asked in a 
most iBsrespectful manner, " Where 
who have tohati " 

" Hearditaments," I answered; 

I 've told you three times." 

He sighed in a silly despairing sort 
of way and said, " My dear Sir, 1 
assure you there is no such disease. 
Glood (Uy. I have patients waitjng 
to see me." 

Promptness I always l)old to be the 
soul of hueinees, and "I went on 
strtugbt to the Lawyer to tell him of 
the absurd mistake he had made. 
When I was shown into the office he 
said, " How de do? Sit down. 
You 've brought tfao deeds?" I told 
him I had not. "I 've come," I said, 
" to tell you that I 've just been to 
see my doctor." He pretended to be 
puzzled. " You told me to see the 
late owner's medical adviser,"--! ex- 
plained, "but I did not know who 
he was, so I went to ask my doctor." 
" Oh, ah, yes," he said; " I remem- 
ber. Well?" 

" Well," I said, " there is no such 
diseate." 

" As what? " 

" As what you said.'' 

" J said? " 

" Yes; in the deed." 

He frowned a Httle, and then said 
in a foolish mincing manner, " Pray, 
Mr. Pabslip, endeavour to make 
yourself clear. Here is a copy of the 
Conveyance. Will you kindly point 
out the passage you refer to? " So I 
let him see it with his own eyes : 
" And whereas the said Tobiat Spink- 
well Woosnap who died the, etc., etc., 
was seined with kearditamenta in the 
fee simple," &c. He still pretended 
to be puzzled. " Well, what is your 
question?" he asked. 

" Why," I said, " the doctor says 
there is no such disease; that 's all." 

" No such disease as whatt " 

" Hearditaments, of course." 

"What?" 

" Hearditaments." I admit that 
I raised my voice, as I was naturally 
annoyed at the man's extraordinary 
dulness. 

He looked again at the paper, and 
then fell back in his chair twitching, 
so that I tiiought it was a stroke. 
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Then I saw he was laughing. He 
behaved in a most extraordinary way, 
Mr. Punch. He yelped once Hkc a 
dog, called me a wag, and tried to 
poke me with a ruler, but I drew 
back in time. Then he suddenly be- 
came very stem, and spoke to me 
in a low voice, shuffling the papers 
about on hiB desk and not looking at 
me. He said such conduct was in- 
decorous, and that I was wasting his 
time ; and he went and held the door 
open for mo as if / hod yelped 
tried to poke htm with the ruler. 

On the strength of what the doctor 
told us, we bought the house, which 
is now abgolutely my own property; 
but you will not be surprised, Mr. 
Punch, at my writing to you on the 
subject of the Professional Classes; 
and I have this morning received a 
bill from the Lawyer in which he 
makes this monstrous statement and 
charge : 

' June nth. — Attending you on 
your callhig and informing us that 
the late owner had died of an infec- 
tious disease, and you asked us 
whether we were aware of the fact, 
and subsequently informed us you 
had consulted your medical adviser, 
but we advised you you were misin- 
formed, and explaining to you the 
terms of the Conveyance . . , lOg." 

Enclosing stamp, and thanking you 
in anticipation, 

Yours faithfully, 

J. M. Pabsup, 

[W« hare read Mr. Pibslip'h commimEcBlit 
MTeral times with close attention but hai 
been quite unable to gather what the point ia 
upon which ho aaka our advice. We therefore 
have no alternative but to impound his posui 
elamp. We do tbia with deep regret.— Kd.] 



Two consecutive paragraphs in 
The Standard are headed r 
" The Geruan Rmpebob 
Unfocnded Repobt. 

ThB AUffTHIAN EbPEROB 
UH FOUNDED HUHODR." 

And yet people complain that the 
Silly Seasou has not been as bright 
as usual this year. 



" While Ur. Bunui was buej over a v 
cutlet the oeetauraat became crowded, but 

ised the quiet man with the grey 
jbtraaively amonRat them." 
aiaagoio Enenmg Netca. 
We always thought veal cutlets were 
made of rabbit. 



boar who lunched oi 



The yoang couple left to cnrcb the mail 
trajii, the bride's travelling drasa being a smart 
Oibeon goat."— Nalal Menury. 
Pathetic cry from the bearded one : 
" Why do they call me a Gibson 
goat?" 



Irinh Lover {to hU aireelheait, irfto has a big maulli), "Is it Mollt Te'bg Jejllous of, 

WtTH HEB MEESLEY tlTTLK MODTH ? FaU, I COULD KISS lOCKS THREE TIKES OVER AKD NITEB 
WiHre IN THE SAME PLACE t " 



ITEMS OF INTEBBST. 
[Willi atknmcledffment to our Contemporarief.'] 

The theft of another art treasure 
from the Louvre has been reported 
to the police, who are of the opinion 
that the robbery is the work of 
thieves. 

Yesterday, a gentleman who is a 
regular traveller on the Bakerloo, 
finding he had only a penny for a 
twopenny fare, asked to be allowed 
to tender two halfpenny stamps to 
make up the deficiency. After some 
demur the stamps were accepted. 

The demand for an extra seat on 
Wandsworth Common is so great 
that the authorities have at last con- 
sented to do so, and the want will 
shortly be supplied. 



As Jaues McIlwraith, the pro- 
fessional golfer, was playing a 
round at Bmedley Heath, a sneep 
was struck by the ball off the 
fourth tee holeing out nevertheless 
in two. 

450,000 gallons of water passed 
over Teddington Weir yeaterclay on 
their way to the sea. The average 
for August is 448,000 gallons. 

Owing to one-half of the bridge 
over the river at Putney being 
"up," traffic is confined to the 
other half from both sides of the 
river each way. 

Visitors to the White City continue 
to show a lively interest in the 
"Golden Do — - ' 

[No, not pleate. — En.J 
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THE BOOK-PLANTER. 

What you want is a good Digent, 
and a new Digest has just been pub- 
lished. Many of us have good djgee- 
tions, but few (alas, how few!) have 
a good Digest. Most of us have no 
Digest at ail. "You even do not know ■ 
what a Digest is. If you knew what 
a Digest was, you would see how 
much you stand in need of one. The 
more I think of it, the more I am 
persuaded that you want a Digest 
more than anything else in the world. 
Oh, how glad I am 'that you are 
going to have (as you will shortly 
see) a Digest at last I 

This Digest, my dear boy, is a thing 
of countless pages and multitudinous 
print. Sometimes it is in a blue 
cover, sometimes in a brown; but 
even when its cover has been torn 
ruthlessly off its back in order to 
support the shorter leg of the table 
what remains is still a Digest. It is 
a Law-Eook, full to the brim of 
cases. There are cases on page 29; 
there are^,^ases on page 403; there 
are cases on page 1217. The Author 
wanted to have a case or two on 
the cover, but the Publisher, know- 
ing that you would eveBtually use 
that part at any rate as a table-leg 
equalizer, refrained. 

Thoughtful .for others he is, this 
Publisher who sit&.in bis office order- 
ing copies to be printed as fast as 
he can order, and 'sending out his 
agent to thritst them into the bands 
of the public, however little they 
may like it. 

Though I cannot hope to be as 
thoughtful as he is, I do my best 
for you. After long and anxious 
consideration, I have decided that 
you ought to have a Digest. You 
are going therefore to have a 
copy of this Digest to yourself; 
indeed, you are going to have 
my own, my only copy, at a slight, 
a very slight, reduction from the pub- 
lished price. Do not apologise for 
robbing me : do not waste words. 
The sooner you clear a space for it 
on your shelf, the shorter time it will 
lie about on your dining-room table. 

Mark you, I have not bought it 
myself yet, and I wish heartily that 
I was Dot going to. But I am. 
Gray thought that he was not going 
to buy one, but he did. The Man 
came to Chambers and insisted on 
seeing him. I[e soiiled at Orav, 
and Grav mistakenly smiled back. 
In ten minutes he had given the 
Man an irrevocable order for a Digest 
which he did not want. When he 
gets down to the " P's," the Man 
will look me up. " Are you Mr. 



Percival? " he will ask, and when 
I tell him that I have been brought 
up in that belief he will smile at me. 
I shall make up my mind not to 
smilo back, and shall smild back. 
In ten minutes I shall have given an 
order for a Digest which I do not 
want and am going to sell to you. 

When GrAy toldtne what' had 
happened to hnn and was going to 
happen to me, 1 was at first grieved 
and worried. "Am I worthy?" 
I-^thouEht; "for who am I that 
I should possess this stupendous 
tome'.'" I pondered over it, and 
suffered in my appetite and had 
sleepless nights until I remembered 
you and jour needs. Then I was 
comforted and happy to think that 
you were going to buy it from me 
when i got it. 

Of course you hate Digests 
(we all do); but I take it that 
you are prepared to buy? . . . 
Come now, you had better agree 
(juiotly. There are only four volumes, 
and no one wants you to read them. 
You need not pay till Monday. . . . 
Come, come, would you sooner have 
my copy, or risk an interview with 
the Won? If you 8re naugl'ty and 
obstinate I shall , certainly give him 
your address.^ lidiuaiTibef that while 
I only want you to take my one copy, 
the &[an himself has no foolish and 
hidebound ideas about " One Man, 
One Digest." Another word, and 
your address is his. 

I am giad to see that you ore 
silent, and hope that your silence 
means consent. Let me warn you 
against the folly of hoping to escape 
by bribing the man who works the 
Flip -Flap at the Franco- British Ex- 
hibition, and procuring him to stop 
the engines and leave you suspended 
in mid-air. You will have been up 
there less than an hour and a quarter 
when the head of the Digest- man 
will appear over the edge of the cage. 
I cannot think bow he will get there, 
but he will get there. He is not the 
man to stand any nonseuse. Z know 
a man who swore at him, and in two 
minutes that rash fellow h'a?ordered 
not only a copy for himself, but a 
copy for his wife and one for his 
children. There is a'hmited idition 
de luxe in an unlimited number of 
volumes, bound in vellum, printed 
on India-paper, surrounded by the 
widest concbivable margins, contain- 
ing signed portraits of all the 
dramatis perBona, and costing hun- 
dreds of pounds. The Man keeps 
this for refractory customers. 

Come now, you had better agree 
like a EODsible person to take my 
copy. 



THE QOOD MAN AND CUPlD. 

{A Fable for the Silly Season.) : 

There waB once a good and worthy 
man, a minister of the gospel and an 
altruiat of intense activity, who was 
grievously distressed by the unhappy 
marriages in his neigh bourbood. He 
saw young men who ought (as he 
thought) to marry Jane and Eliza 
leading to the altar Violet and 
Erhintbudb ; and young women 
fitted to be wise helpmates to John 
and Bichard setting their caps at 
Beqinald and Huohir; the result 
being the usual bickerings and dis- 
satisfactions of the ill-matched. 

The matter troubled him so 
seriously that he joined a toxophilite 
club and took lessons in archery until 
he could hit the gold at five hundred 
yards twenty times in succession; 
and having reached this state of pro- 
ficiency he called on Dan Cupid 
and expressed to that mischievous 
and uncovered boy hia disapproval of 
the happy-go-lucky way in which he 
pulled his bow-string and directed his 
arrows, almost without looking. He 
offered himself to shoot in his stead. 

" There may be sometlung in what 
you say," Cupid replied; "at any 
rate you seem to be older and graver 
and possibly wiser than I, and you 
certainly wear more clothes. Take 
the bow and try for yourself." 

The good man did so, and the next 
day or so he was very busy conscien- 
tiously transfixing the hearts of his 
parishioners. Such was the accuracy 
of his aim that he made only one 
shp, and that was when, in his 
endeavours to unite by puncture the 
cardiac penumbras of pretty little 
Lizzie Porter and Mr. Godfrey 
Bloom, his eye faltered, and instead 
Mr. Godfrey Bldoh waa paired 
with the exceedingly unprepossessing 
Dorothea Atkins, who happened to 
be standing close by. 

The good man did all that 

EDSsible to repair the mischief which 
e felt his lapse had caused; but it 
was in vain, and Miss Lizzi£ Porter 
never regained her chance. 

" Well," said Cupid, as he strolled 
into the good man's garden a few 
years after, " how has your shooting 
turned out? Perfectly, I suppose.' 

" No," the good man replied with 
a sigh, "I am afraid not. As a 
matter of. fact the only happy brace 
in the whole bag are Godfrey and 
Dorothea," 

" Quite BO," said the little fellow. 
" I expected it. I always felt those 
archery lessons were a mistake." 

"Then what la to be done?" 
asked the good man. " What is to 
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be done if neither taking aim nor 
shooting at random avatls ? ' ' 

" Nothing," said Cupid as he fitted 
ftn arrow to the atring. " Nothing. 
I muBt just go on shooting and 
hope (or the best." 

•■ MUCH CONSIDERATION." 

[After mnch consideratioQ Ur. Arthnr 
CoUioB and Henrs. Cecil Raleigh and Henr; 
Hamilton, the anthort, hare decided that tiie 
title of the aatumn ^iroduction at Dnu; Lane 
ehall be " Hie Uarnagea of Hajisir." — DaSy 
aiail] 

A. C. Now, then, what about the 
title? We've got everything else 
fixed. 

H. H. Ah, yes, the title. We 
ought to get Bomethinc good. 

C. R. SomethingtoKnoek 'em, eh? 

A. C. I should like marriage or the 
idea of marriage to come into it. 
The pubhc always rise to that. But 
I hear that that confounded Lyceum 
crowd are going in for divorce in 
their new thing, 

C. B. Yes, you 're quite right. 
Marriage ie always a draw. 

H. H. What do you think of 
" Money aud Matrimony "? 

A. C. Not bad; but not quite right. 

C. R. "Love and Lucre"? 

A. C. No, I don't care for " lucre" : 
it 's an ugly word. Besides, love and 
marriage are so different. 

H. H. Ha! ha I very good, 

A. C. I didn't mean it to be funny. 
We 've got no time for jokes. 

C. R. " Mayfair " is a useful 
word. It would draw the public, 
They all want to see how the rich 
live. 

H. H. Wouldn't that be a good 
title. " How the Rich Live "? 

A. C. Yes, for something ebe. Not 
for this. No, let 'b see what we can 
do with " Mayfair," 

H. H. " Mayfair and Mammon "? 

A. C. No, we must have marriage 
in it. 

H. H. " The Mayfair Marriage "';' 

A. C. Not bad, but not crisp 
enough. 

C. R. How about " The Marriages 
of Mayfair "? 

A. C. Splendid. That 's the ticket. 

H. 11. 1 don't see how it 's crisper 
than " The Mayfair Marriage." 

A. C. Oh, yes it Is. Here 'b your 
health, Raleiou, old man I 



'^Hop-gToiriiigliae become a ruLQouB buaioeaa. 
Out of a hnndred acres in the Tonbridge dis- 
trict atone ninety nere grubbed last viiiler, 
and another thirtT-live cannot be picked od 
account of the nuyiild,"--Daily Eicprtn, 
Tariff Reform means less mould, 
and arithmetic for all. 







'-' y^-if!?i'' 



QOOD OUT OF EVIL. 

\elping h'imaelf in GUta'a 



LIFE STORIES. 

The middle part of last century 
was rich in budding talent, and many 
whose names are ou the scroll of 
fame to-day were then struggling for 
a mere pittance. 

There is a story of a little pic- 
ture-frame shop in Eastcheap, where 
the frame-maker was just about to 
put up his shutters one dark winter's 
night when a brown -haired youth 
entered with a ragged parcel under 
his arm. Untying this, he spread 
upon the counter half - a - dozen 
sketches, and enquired the price of 
framing them. They appeared to 



the shopman to show great promise, 
and he remarked on their cleverness. 
"Ah I" said the youth, with a 
proud gleam in his eyes, " some day 
the world will hear of me I " 
But it never did. 



Answer to Corre«poiid«iit. 
"Kodak," — Yes, if you want to 
succeed as a contributor to the photo- 
graphic press, your best plan is to 
perfect yourself in taking snap-shots 
of some gentleman attending his 
wife's funeral in peculiarly tragic 
circumstances. This kind of thing 
is in perfect taste, and very popular 
just now. 
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THE DANGER ZONE. 



Etad Beater. " HoOT, SiKDT mon, keep b*ok tbeee ! 



b'lL get 1 FELLET HI THE liEBl* 



KROUGLIK, rNLI^^TED. 

An interesting developmeut of the 
momentouB discovery o£ Colon*;! 
Obhchevsky Krouglik, recorded in 
The Times ol the 25th ult., has beofl 
brought to our notice. 

Colonel Krouglik, it will be re- 
membered, has invented a flying 
machine, propelled by tin wings, and 
capable of attaining a speed of over 
200 miles an hour. A oertain amount 
of Bcepticism having been expressed 
in some quarters as to the genuine- 
ness of the invention, we are glad 
to be able to announce that a 
company bos been formed for its 
manufacture and development, the 
constitution of which establishes the 
bona fides of the concern. 

The chairman is, of course, Colonel 
Krouolik, who will also be managing 
director and chief aviator. But the 
board will be immensely strengthened 
by the accession of Captain von 
KoEPENiCK, the famous German 
soldier, of Kubelik, the illustrious 
violinist, of Mr. Behjamim Kidd, and 
last, but hot least, Mr. Pbtee Keary. 



It is also hoped that Lord Kitchener 
OF KiiAUTOUM will join the board on 
allotment, as the inventor attaches 
the greatest possible importance to 
t;-?curing directors whose names begin 
with a K. Like Sir Hiram Maxim's 
new gun, the Krouglik flying 
machine is practically noiseless, ex- 
cept for a slight tintinnabulation 
caused by ' the rotation of the 
metal pinions, and Herr Kubelik 
looks forward to being able to 
give flying recitals »hich will 
bring a far larger audience within the 
range of his instrument than hereto- 
fore. The apparatus is also capable 
of being attached to pianos, and 
Colonel Krouglik declares that it 
will enable athletic virtuosi, with 
their wives and press-agents, to pro- 
ceed from capital to capital at a 
speed exceeding 150 miles an hour. 
At an experimental demonstration 
recently held at St. Petersburg 
Mr. Boris Bamberger, the famous 
pianist, flew to Moscow on an over- 
strung Bliithsteinway, with his in- 
fant son lashed to the soft pedal , 
and alighted at the Kremlin amid 



the cheers of the populace, wittily 
remarking cJii va piano, va lontano. 

The flying machine itself closely 
resembles a Muscovy duck, and the 
motive power is supplied, not by a 
petrol engine, but by the muscular 
power of the aviator. The great ad- 
vantage of this system over petrol- 
driven aeroplanes and dirigible bal- 
loons is that it combines exercise with 
excitement. As Mr. Peter Keary 
observed the other day ' to Prince 
KSoPOTKiN, Colonel Krouglie's 
machine is a perfect example of the 
ethics of the Higher Hustle. " You 
must work to get on, otherwise you 
will have to get out." 

The Krouolik machine, again 
not only attachable to steamers and 
pianos. In a miniature form it can 
be used to assist the flight of golf- 
balls and other projectiles, to promote 
the rapid departure of unwelcome 
guests, or to accelerate the move- 
ment of tardy beasts of burden. In 
fine, from whatever point of view we 
contemplate this invention, it bids 
fair to become an exhilarating acceS' 
sion to the amenities of civilisation. 



poNca, 
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THE LONDON CHAKIVARI.- 



A FINE IMPAETIALITY. 

DiHB EraopA. "OF CPORSE, AS THEY'RE nOHTINa ODTSIDE THE SCHOOL PEEMISEB, I 
LOOK THE OTHER WAY. BtJT— IP I MAY USE THE EXPRESSION— I BACK THE WINNER!" 



y Google 
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HELP FOE AMATEUR ACTORS. 

Qagging. -^Should any improve- 
ment in your part occur to you 
during the pe^ormance, do' not 
selfishly keep the discovery to your- 
self. Wait till the other actor has 
finished his love-passage and then 
bring out your witticism. But first 
wink to the prompter by way of 
warning, otherwise he may spoil 
everything. 

False Beards. — These should be 
worn with due regard to the colour 
of wig aSocted by the amateur. 
Aubum beards are seen to the 
greatest advantage with grey hair. 
If you have the time and pluck you 
may add a touch of realism to your 
performance by grott-ing a beard for 
yourself, then dyeing it the requisite 
shade. In this way you will score 
over the slovenly professional who 
invariably has recourse to artificial 
hair. 

Eyebrows. — These should only be 
worn in extreme cases, or pantomime. 
Where the management has not pro- 
vided a set, see the stage-carpenter 
about them. If there is no stage- 
carpenter, improvise a pair yourself. 
One false moustache cuts into four, 

Trap-doors. — By L.C.C. ordinance, 
all trap-doors must open outwards, 
and be lowered once during every 
(jorfomiance. Stage tradition allows 
these emergency exits to be used 
only by principals. Supers must all 
leave the stage by the wings. 

Cues. — Instead of waiting 
your cue at the wings, advance 
boldly on to the stage two or three 
minutes before you are CKpected. 
Your appearance will relieve the 
tension of the other actors, who are 
just growing anxious. The odd 
moments you have gained may be 
profitably spent m perfecting your 
part. 

Talcing Oalh. — If the audience in- 
sists upoa your reappearance before 
the curtain, step forward modestly, 
leading one of tne principals by the 
hand. This piece of gracious con- 
descension is bound to make you 
popular, 

Stage-Managers. — Should the con, 
tinued corrections of the stage' 
manager annoy you, do not (ualess 
you have no understudy) offer to 
throw up your part. Instead, treat 
his impertinences with calm indifFer- 
ence. On the night of the perform- 
ance you can show the public what 
you think of his ability by leaving 
out all these alterations. 

Qrease-paint. — To remove, boil the 
port affected in strong soda-and- 
water. 



Piper. "Thk varu PUT H 
There visa rorTEnr o' vb pi 

THOCHT 1 KIB rLOlTIH' IH BBi 



A Soft Job. 
" Hie liead cocfc at Bodunglum Palaco is a 
FrenchmaiL ... He utitm M th« PBlace 
•boot mid-dar, wbere, nuroonded by ui army 
of lleuteiuuits, he walcbea orei tbeir operationi, 
himeeU dispetchia^ the more impoKtuU items 
of the ateaa."— Daily Mirror. 
Of course that 's not what be 's there 
for at all, really. 



What to do witlL onr Fatbera. 

"The new Patent Act etmea into fnU force 

to-day. The ' period of grace ' hariag expired, 

all English parenta miut be worked ' to a 

reasonable extent ' la thie countrv." 

Liverpool Eeho. 
Every Enghsh boy will welcome this 
extremely patent Act. 



Xhe Oarden of England. 
" Tbera were then 28,169 acree nnder bogs." 

DaUy Chrontcle. 
You can't get away from those 
scorching motorists even if you 're a 
hopper. 

" Misa Maud Allan ia, of course, the leading 



We are sure the writer of this has 
a kind heart and means well. It 
may even be that he is the possessor 
of a pleasant baritone voice and 
plays a good game of chess. But 
you can't call bim tactful. 
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DI8CURSI0NS. 

Sea Breezes. 
The lady of the Mantilla (Mrs. PiNcniu) and the lady 
of the Blouse (Mre. Finkbb), whose converfiation I 
reported a fortnight ago, are etill staying in the eeaside 
resort where I first observed them. Their friendship, 
as I noticed, made a rapid start ; but since then it has 
advanced but little, for when they sit on the beach they 
are still, if I may say so, inseparably divided by a Uttle 
space of pebbles across which they confide to one 
another, in an aimless dribble of disconnected details, 
the characteristics of their husbands and many mild 
domesticities. These they nnstch, as it were, against 
one another, for Mrs. Pinchin would apparently 
hold herself to be disgraced if she coiild not produce an 
indigestion on the part of Mr. Pinchin to rival the 
sufferings of Mr. Pinkbb from bilious headache. Tommy 
and Melia Pinchin, in combination with Henehy and 
Jane Pinker, are still scattered about the beach with 
spades and pails, and provide the usual interludes of 
panic and reproof. 



The Mantilla. The old fisherman brought them up all 
alive the day Mr. Pinchin was down here last week — 
quite a lot of them in an old bit of sack. Mr. Pinchin 
.wouldn't believe they were prawns. He said that sort of 
greenery colour wasn't right for prawns. All the 
prawns he 'd ever seen were pink, he said, and these 
were more like dragons than prawns. It gave him 
rquite a turn when they all came out pink after the girl 
had boiled them. But then, men don't know every- 
thing. 

The Blouse. Ah, you may well say that. I often tell 
Mr. PiNKEB a pound 's a pound, and not thirty shillings. 
Men seem to think money 's to last for ever. Take only 
boots and shoes for the children, and you run into a 
lot in no time. (She looks out over the beach.) Why, 
I do declare if that young ragamuffin hasn't gone out 
in the sea up to his middle, and Jane 's gone after him. 
(She calls.) Heneky! Jane! {No result follows.) I 'U 
dust his jacket when I catch him. 

The Mantilla. There 's Melia splashing water all over 
Tommy* (She calls.) Tommy! Melia! {No notice ia 
taken.) They "re more of a nuisance every day. I 
can't keep a dry stitch on 'em. I often say to Mr. 
Pinchin, if you won't exert your authority, I say, you 
mustn't be surprised if they go on anyhow ; but he only 
laughs and says you 're not young more 'n once. 

The Blouse. Jlr. Pinker spoils 'em with sweets, And. 
then he 's surprised their clothes want mending. 
[-4 steamer heavily loaded viih passengers appears 

. about half a mile out. There is considerable excite- 
ment ore the beach. 

The Mantilla. I^ook, there 's the steamer. 

The Blouse. L6r, so it is. Isn't there a lot of people 
aboard of her? 

The Mantilla, I warrant there 's plenty of them sea- 
sick. 

The Blouse. Ah. 

The Mantilla. I don't bold with steamers. We went 
to Margate once, on ofie of their steamers, but never 
again, I said. Mr. Pihcuin's face went the colour of a 
poc k^t-hand k erch ief . 

The Blouse (playing a trump card). Ah! It 's a sad 
trial fot those that are took that way. Mr. Pinher 'b 
been oyer to Bullong on one of those ongtont visits. 



The Mantilla (innocently). Didn't he take you with 
him ? 

The Blouse (magnificently). Kot that time. 
The Mantaia. Lorl 

(A pause.) 
The Blouse. I wonder where that steamer's going. 
The Mantilla. We shall see her coming back p'raps 
this evening. They mostly come back this way. 
[A soaked dog approaches barking, and shakes himself 
violently over both ladies. 
The Blouse and the Mantilla (together). Owl Ow! 
Take him away! Oh, you naughty dog. There, if ho 
hasn't spoilt my drees. 

The Blouse. That 's the worst of dogs. They 're 
always shaking themselves over you. 

The Mantilla. There 's a cat in our lodgings has just 
bad five kittens. 

[At this moment the behaviour of the children becomea 
iniolerahle. They are slowly collected after much 
distracted shouting, and are carried off inland bif 
means of the maternal tug, which consists in seiz- 



ing a child by the wrist, pushing it fiercely away 
from you, and then suddenly pulling it back again. 
Thus the two parties proceed to thetr homes. 



THE AIR RESTOREB. 



Farewell the dark ages of boredom t 
They 'II soon be a shadowy dream, 
And we shall no longer accord 'em 

A place in our novel regime. 
For everyone who can afford 'em 
Will purchase these oxygen kits — 
What heights we shall grow to 
When fed upon 0,, 
What poets, what thinkers, what wits! 

When your chief is more stupid than ever. 

When he thinks you are wrong in your view, 
And he tries with persistent endeavour 

To prove that the fault lies with you ; 
Don't argue — don't try to be clever, 
But give him a dose of the gas. 
And in less than a second 
Your chief may be reckoned 
Not half such a silly old ass. 

When gloom overtakes your house-party, 

When no one will smile at your jests, 
■And you 're feeling that, atit vi aut arte. 

You simply must stir up your guests ; 
Once more will the laughter grow hearty. 
Once more will your table be gay. 
If you 're up to a wrinkle 
And carefully sprinkle 
The party with oxygen spray. 

When you can't find a subject to write on. 

When the papers are dismally blank. 
Don't worry ti you 've only to brighten 

Your wits at the oxygen tank. 
Ah, had I been able to light on 
A draught of this excellent brew, 

What a gay, what a witty >-^ i 

And wonderful ditty V_iOOQIC 

The public would owe to 0, 1 
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WHAT TO SAY 
When a friend of the BUmka atka yoa ijueWioiw 
about the UuitiIik, tchom you aeUel but tcho 
tlaitn you at an iiaimate. 

Thebe is in life always a choice 
of courses to pursue. Among them 
is the honest, if difficult, course, and 
the dishonest and easy. In the 
present case Course I. {the honest, 
if difficult) would run something 
like this: — 

Question. " You know the Blanks, 
don't you? " 

Anatoer. " Yes. I meet them now 
and then." 

Q. " Only now and then? Why, I 
thought that you were intimate 
there." 

A. "No." 

Q. " But you dined there last 
week." 

A. " I did. One cannot go on 
saying ' No ' for ever." 

Q. "Don't you think she's very 
charming? " 

A. " I can quite understand her 
being thought so." 

Q. " I like her very much. She 
is one of my closest friends. I 
always understood that she admires 
you immensely." 

A. " Very possibly she does. It is 
one of the tragedies of life that we 
cannot like every one that likes us." 

Q. " Why don't you like her? *' 

A. " Oh, I don't know. Dr. Fell, 
I suppose. I wish it was otherwise : 
but there it is." 

That is perhaps quite frank enough ; 
but you could if you hked (but it is 
a great mistake) be franker still. 
Thus:— 

OOUESE II. 

Question. " You know the Blanks, 
don 't you ? ' * 

Antwer. " I know them, yes." 

Q. " You don't like them, then?" 

A. "No; I'm sorry to say I 
don't." 

Q. "Why ever not? How very 
strange 1 I thought everyone Hked 
them. Don't you like her? " 

A. " No. She strikes me as a bore 
and a tuft-hunter." 

This ought to settle it; but yoi 
must be prepared for the whole 
conversation getting round to the 
Blanks very shortly, with the usual 
complications. 

COURSE III. 

The third course is to preserve 
your conscience by diplomacy, 
Thus:— 

Queation. " You know the Blanks, 
don't you? " 



THE LANGUAGE OF POSTURE. 



Jones expreBaiDg to Brown (on another bos) (hat he «xpecta to we him next 
UcmdajF St 7'15 in Charins Crosa Station (District Railway). Bromi repties (by 
poBtare) that he maj ptwaitdy be late ; but drai't wait more than teu minutes. 



B hero infonniiig his Iriends that 
e impossible for turn to join than 
the; strike only on the box— whidi he I at Bridge that Bftemoon. 



Answer. "The Blanks? Oh, yes. 
It was there that I met that strange 
Madame Bortscu, the Russian exile. 
I wonder if you ever saw her. I 
never was so impressed by a per- 
sonality. By the way, she told me 
a very curious story of dual per- 
sonality — quite a Jekyll and Hyde in 
real life, only, if possible, more 
sinister." 

Here you tell the story, and by the 
time it is over the Blanks will have 
receded into the background. 

■ COURSE IV. 
This is the simplest of all, and the 
one which all wise persons would 



follow. It is, briefly, the easy and 
dishonest. 

You know the Blanks, 



" Oh, yes; delightful 



Questioit. 
don't you? 

Answer. 
people." 

Q. " Mrs. Blank is a great friend 
of mine, and she so often talks of 
you. You go there a great deal? " 

A. " Yes, as often as I can. She 
is very charming and clever." 

Q, " I am glad you like her. One 
likes one's friends to like one's 
friends, doesn't one? " 

A. " Oh, yes. At least nice people 
do." 

And -so. on. 
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"THE OBEY UNDERWORLD." 
I. — William'8 Old Doq. 

Ponkbk's name is not ;et among 
those of the elect in the pages of 
Who 's Who, but it will be shortly, 
because he is collecting material for 
a really big book— a aeries of " human 
documents " dealing with what he is 
pleased to call "The Grey Under- 
world," of London. " The Grey 
Underworld," so far as I can gather, 
consists of rather saddening residen- 
tial streets, where people subsist, if 
brasB plates are anything to go 
by, chiefly by persuading one 
another to take out life and flre 
policies, and where commerce, 
represented by the oilman, is 
restricted to comer sites.- PoN- 
KEB says that such places are 
full of unesploited drama, and 
I dare say he is right ; but the 
difBoulty is to get at it. ' His 
methods of research, however, 
are various and enterprising, 
but ^ don't think they.,. (ire 
always quite kind to the under- 
worldlings themselves. ■ " ^_ 

There was the case of Wil- 
liam B., for example. We first 
knew of WiLLtAH B. through 
an' advertisement in an even- 
ing paper. ■ 

"Fine dog; genuine Sussex; 
very old; what offers? Or 
would exchange for treadle fret- 
saw. — Apply William B.," etc. 

PoNEER worried all one even- 
ing about William B.'s very old 
sheep-dog. There was a story, 
and a sad one, he said, behind 
this advertisement. 

I suggested that perhaps the 
dog had bitten a postman; but 
PoNKEK would not be put off 
with anything so probable 
as that. And, over, the last 
pipe, be told me the story of 
William B. as it ^haped itself in his 
own mind. 

William's father, it appeared, had 
fallen- a victim to agricultural depres- 
sion. (No, 1 don't know if even 
Tariff Reform could have saved him. 
Perhaps he was a bad farmer. 
FoNKER didn't say.) ' . 

After the sale was over, William 
B. made a manly vow to go to 
London, work in an office, and, as a 
natural sequel, save enough to buy 
back the old homestead and pay the 
creditors in full. 

So one fine afternoon he shook 
hands with the station-master, also 
with an aged retainer of his father's 
who had come to see him oS, and 
disappeared into the Maelstroib of 
London; while the aged retainer 



hobbled sadly back to the village, 

telling all he met that "t'yoong 
measter be a-goan to Lunnon, be be, 
sewerloi " — for Ponker, I must re- 
mark, like many novelists and all 
playwrights, is fully convinced that 
that is how people in the country 
talk. 

So a new life began for William B. 

You will guess, as easily as I did, 
that there was a scratching at the 
door of his lodgings a few days later. 
The old sheep-dog, the faithful friend 
of his childhood, had followed him 
to liondon. (How? Ah, well! We 



know these things do happen. Surely 
you read The Spectator sometimes?) 

Of course William B. vowed he 
would share his last crust' with the 
dog; but it hod not come to that 
as yet, for he had chops for supper, 
and the dog had the bones; and on 
Sundays he would take the fine old 
fellow to suburban commons, where 
it barked at the swans on the ponds, 
and was the terror of all pugs. 

Biit then the story shifted into a 
minor key. The Maelstrom was too 
much for William. He lost his job, 
and one by one his possessions had to 
go to bay food for him and the dog. 
At last there was only one hope left. 
William B., always clever with hia 
hands, thought to earn a pittance by 
making pipe-racks and things. But 



how to proouPe {he necessary imple- 
ments? His eyes fell on the dog, 
stretched by the flreless hearth . . . 
"Grand old dog!" said Ponker 
huskily at this point. " Fine old 
fellow 1 To-morrow I shall go and 
offer William B, my fret-saw." 
" But have you got one? " I asked. 
"Heavens! Nol " said Ponkeb 
drowsily. 

, . " And where will you keep the 
dog? " 

"I shan't. have the dog. But 
there 's ' copy ' to be made out of 
William B.," explained Ponkbr. 

He went the following day; 
but it was some time befoiie I 
could persuade him to , reveal 
what had gassed between liim- 
self and William B.' 

He" found, he. eventually told 
me, a young man at the given 
address playing a pianola. .He 
tliought this looked like beastly 
extravagance on William B-'s 
part, until he reflected that 
the pianola might, after .all, 
belong to the . rooms. ' Wil- 
liam B. was a grave, squ^re- 
Ijeaded, spectacled young man 
— the sort of young naaq who 
would be fond of fret-work — 
and he rose and eyed Ponker' 
attentively as he entered. 

"I think," said Ponker, 
" you want a fret-saw — a re.ally 
good one; ball-bearings and. all 
that sort of thing," 

" Oh, yes," said William B. 
with ill-concealed eagerness. - . 

" Well, now, about the dog,". 
said Ponker; "have you had it 
long? " 

William B. replied that it 
had been in his family for 
hundreds of years; but Ponker 
supposed that was only bis 
nonsense — the jest of an aching 

' heart. 

" I should like to see it before I 
decide anything," continued Ponker, 
making a careful study of William 
B.'s face. He thought William B. 
was masking his emotions bravely. 

William B., whatever bis emotions 
may have been, merely pointed to 
the fender. 

Of course, as I had guessed during 
Ponker's recital of the young man's 
story, it was a fire dog, but a 
printer's error had made a " fine 
dog " of it. 

Ponker says that be gaped at the 
beastly thing, and, muttering some- 
thing about writing in the morning, 
hurried away. 

1 am afraid William B. is still 
waiting to hear about that fret- 
saw. Ponker says, " Let him wait. 
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William B. ie a ghastly fraud." 
And it is certain that he will never 
figure among Ponker's human docu- 
ments of " The Grey Underworld." 



THE FINAL PHASE. 

Thebe ia a particular kind of rain 
which never gets harder but never 
stops — which penetrates all known 
forms of waterproof and depresses 
the most cheerful spirit extant. 
There is s particular kind of spot 
on a muddy road crossing a bleak 
common where is afforded shelter 
iasufiBcient even for a gnat, to which 
no station ia nearer than 7} mites. 
There ia a particular kind of motor 
which may or may not break down 
anywhere else, but is certain to 
break down at this particular spot 
in. this particular kind of weather. 

As I came up to him 1 saw him 
standing by his car and regarding 
it with 8 gaze from which expression 
of any sort was entirely absent. 
Where he was not soaked with water, 
he was soaked with oil. Itiswasaface 
over which all fhe human emotions 



and passions had passed and left 
their several marks. Even the new 
stream of water which now found its 
way from the rim of his cap to the 
most private part of his npck did not 
divert his gaze or seem to affect his 
feeling. As for the car, it stood 
there open at the bonnet, beaten 
upon monotonously by the rain, and 
appearing to be more stationary than 
the most eatablished of the world's 
most ancient hills. 

I slowed down my own car and 
oSered him assistance. " No, thank 
you," he said, in a cold and even 
voice; " I think not, unless, perhaps, 
you could spare me a little petrol." 

" Yes," I said, " I can spare you 
some petrol." 

"Can you," he said, "spare me 
rather a lot of petrol? " 

" Yes," I said. " I think I could 
even do that." 

" I should like," he continued, " a 
very great deal of petrol ; ev>ry drop 
of petrol, in fact, that you can pos- 
sibly let me have." 

I showed him what petrol I had, 
and he seemed satisfied. 



" And now," he said, and his voice 
seemed to me to become more cold 
and more even, " would you be so 
good as to help me pour all that 
petrol over my car and then lend me 
a match'.' " 



An Bmergsncy ^It. 
" Miss CricbtoQ pluckily exlingaished tho 
hlnze. vhile Herr Eckold piUlM the orrheBtrs 
Ihrougb a difficult passag?." — Daily ErjtrtM. 



"The dog wagged its tail joyously as ilr. 
Pakenh^m gripped the leash closer, and uttered 
the mvalerioue word ' Mush.' "— The Lirtrpool 
Echo. 
We hope Mr. Pakenham understood. 

"Owing to en accident, Sir Edward F.lgar 
waa present to hear his own muaic last night," 
— Birmingham Daily Post. 
Rotten luck some people have. 



A little French is 
thing. The Englishman who, 
ticing a group of Frenchmen looking 
at the canal in the Exhibition 
grounds, remarked to them, " Mer- 
veilleuge canaille!" does not expect 
to visit the Exhibition again. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch' 8- Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
It always Beeme to me a strange thing that female 
relations, especially aunts, who have an incurable 
habit of telljEg children not to ploy with matches, 
should themselveg be so blind to the perils of the 
grown-up game of match-making. Aunt Maiid (Gkast 
IticuARDs) is a case in point. Having made up her mind 
that her young cOusin Richard and her pet niece Irene 
were made for each other, she asked them down to her 
little place in the country, and then actually proceeded 
to lot Irene into tbe secret of her darling project. 
Naturally the girl jumped to the conclusion that her 
proposed husband was also in 
the plot, and Aunt Maud'a 
plan nearly came to grief at 
the very start. But of canrse 
the author, Mr. Ernest Old- 
MBADOW, wasn't going to stand 
any nonsense ot that sort. So 
he made Irene suggest to 
Richard a sort of experimental 
and strictly platonic engage- 
ment, which either party could 
terminate at will at the end of 
a month. Eventually it worked 
all right, though not before 
Irene had told Richard that 
she couldn't possibly be his 
wife, thinking that the senti- 
ment, which in her case was 
real love, in his was only pity. 
I think that Mr. OLDMEAnuw 
ought to be careful. In another 
book, Susan, he played with a 
fancifully elaborate plot with 
some success. This time he 
has invented a new and equally 
complicated motif without 
taking the trouble to do more 
than re-chri&ten his two chief 
charnctera. And that seems 
to me to be a waste of his 
graceful style and real sense 
of humour. I should recom- 
mend him to change his flies 
next time he goes a-fishing. 



Whenever any book I see '■ 

With Joseph Conrad's name upon it, 
I take it as a guarantee 

That it is worth my while to con it; 
And saying " con " — a word employed 

Because my stock of rhymes is thinnish— 
I mean that I am overjoyed 

To read it through from start to finish. 
His latest book, A Set of Six 

(From Mbtuuen), proves me not mistaken; 
Tbe stories it contains should fix 

Firmer a fame as yet unshaken. 
They range at large mtm gloom to fun ; 

They treat ot love, of fights, of shipping ; 
And, in my judgment, every one 

Is quite (if I may say so) ripping. 

To avoid attacks of the romantic fever one should 



undergo some kind of vaccina'''on (whence possibly the 
phrase " calf-love ") in early youth. That seems to be the 
moral of Mr. Saffery's Disciple' (WF.mES. LaubieJ. For 
Mr, Saffery was, before all things; a miiQof method 
and purpose, a vegetarian excessively particular about 
his patent breakfast foods, a schoolmaster, and an en- 
thusiast for culture. He attempted to educate Bob 
Pottle, the boy -of- all -work, who "did" for him as a 
lodg# (Mrs. Pottle beingloo refined to work), and since 
Mrs. Parry Truscott, who tells us all about them, has 
the delightful gift of elevating a pedestrian theme wo 
follow the process with a zeal entirely oblivious of the 
flight of chapter ^nd page. By-and-by, of course. Bob 
fell in love and as Mr. Saffery did not approve of the 
young person he adopted the heroic device of rescuing 
his pupil by a cutting-out expe- 
dition. Naturally enough he lost 
his own anchor, and we leave 
him at the end of the book 
hopelessly at sea, in the depths 
of an unreciprocated passion. 
1 am heartily sorry foe. Mr. 
Saffery, and until, Mrs'. Tbub- 
cof T writes a sequel to say 
what happened to him (whether 
be took up golf, for instance, 
or started collecting butter- 
flies) I shall not feel really 
contented again. 

I have often wondered (I can't 
quite explain why) whether a 
mon called Alfred Milne would 
have any chance of turning out 
decently. Mr. Fobd Madox 
HuEFFER thinks he would, to 
judge from his book, Mr. Apollo 
(Methuen). Milne is a very 
good sort indeed; no showy 
graces, you understand, but 
thoroughly sound, and an ex- 
cellent host. In this capacity 
you will agree that he was 
severely tried when I mention 
that for three weeks he enter- 
tained Phoebus Apollo. Apollo 
had turned his last host, Todd 
the missionary, into a small 
bay tree, and though this looked 
nice in the window between 
the lace curtains, still it wasn't 
quite the same, you know. Any- 
how Mr. and Mrs. Milne might welt have felt nervous. 
They were both such dears, however (particularly 
Prances), that Apollo loved them, and he left them 
with the promise that when the time came they should 
die together. Well, I .doubt if he could have 
thought of a better gilt. Mr. Apollo is not a farce. It 
is a comedy, full of knowledge and sympathy, and 
written with a quiet humour which the many will misa, 
and the few appreciate the more for that reason. And if 
I add that it reminds me a little of The Wonderful Vitit 
Mr. HuEFFER must take that also to his credit. 



nl How IT um ose'i 



" ThorD« Yilla require date* for tbe bcosoil Avrrage age 117." 

Norihtm Daiiy Hail, 

If one may judge by the address and diet of these 
veterans, tbe vegetarian's life must be a very healthy one. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Tactless persons, in spite of en- 
treaties to the contrar;, continue to 
distrust our friends the Genu ana. 
When some important naval opera- 
tiona were taking place ofl the Tyne 
the other day aod a German torpedo- 
boat came up apparently to watch 
the fun, the manoeuTrea of our ships 
were nidojy stopped. We trust that 
an apology will be sent to the right 
quarter by Mr. Lloyd-Geobob. 

" The quality which distinguiahes 
ourselves from our English brethren 
is the divine possession of imagina- 
tion," saya The Irish Homestead. 
Hence, we suppose, the multiplicity 
of grievances from which the Irish 
Buffer. 

'.' 

The American Olympic athletes 
have had a great reception in New 
York, and the news that Hates, the 
winner of the Marathon Race, bad to 
submit to being kissed by a number 
of hysterical females has removed 
any ill-feeling that there may have 
been among the unsuccessful com- 
petitors. 



" JoBN Bdshs gives most of his 
salary to bis good wife. A strong 
man, JoHH 1 " says M.A.P. Or, a 
strong woman, Mrs. John? 

••• 

The Baker and Confectioner com- 
plains that wedding caJie, when sent 
through the post, seldom reaches its 
destination. This may account for 
the improved health returns. 

*.* 

A Danish joumahst has undertaken 
for a wager to walk round the Isle of 
Zealand, a distance of more than 100 
miles, without taking any nourish- 
ment except Highland whisky. We 
fancy that what will prove to be the 
most popular form of sport has now 
been discovered. 

* 

Anxious to wear the " sheath 
gown," which demands a slim figure, 
many stout ladies in 8an Francisco, 
we are told, are undergoing a rigime 
which includes an hour's rolling on 
the floor. It is intended, we hear, to 
approach some of the devotees of this 
treatment with a view to their giving 
a public exhibition of the same in 
aid of B charity. 



It is announced that an Anglo- 
American exhibition will he held next 
year at Earl's Court. Let us hope 
that this time it wilt be on exhibition 
of good temper. 

From America comes news of great 
interest to ornithologists. The owner 
of a canary gave his pet, which ap- 
peared to be in a state of collapse, 
a nip ot brandy; whereupon the bird 
not only rallied at once, but sang a 
drinking song. 

* • 

The Police Question again 1 
" There 's no pleasing 'em," com- 
plained a prisoner charged with beg- 
ging. " One dny they "11 be down on 
you for assaulting em, and the next 
day they '11 take you up for asking 
people to spare a copper! " 

It is pointed ouf by a contemporary 
that Mr. Harry Ladder's income 
averages £250 a week, which is far 
more than the Lord Chancellor's 
salary. We cannot help thinking 
that this attempt to unsettle an 
important officer of State just when 
he is getting used to his work is most 
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FROM PERCY'S POINT OF VIEW. 

I KNEW nobody in the quiet rural retreat where I bad 
taken rooms for the summer— nobody, that is, except 
pEBcv. He wne my only caller. He came in after 
breakfast one morning, through the window. It was 
rather a casual way of making a first visit — but that was 
not the reason why I abstained from asking him to sit 
down. In any circumBtaucea one would not Jihink of 
offering a chair to a Bee^which is what Percv was. 
He began buzzing in my ear, as bees commonly do, 
but rather to my surprise, I discovered for the first time 
in my hfe that I was perfectly familiar with Bee- 
language. 

I can't explain how it was, except by the fact that I 
had just been reading Mr. Tickner Edwardes' fascina- 
ting book. The Lore of the Honcy-Bee. And even that 
does not fully account for my being able — as I was — 
to make myaelf intelligible to Percy. You must accept 
this to begin with— or else we shall never get on. 

Percy — I should explain here that this is not the 
precise name he gave me, but the nearest I can get to 
it — Percy was at first pardonably anxious to impress me 
with the honour he was conferring upon me by his 
visit. " You needn't rise," he said, after introducing 
himself. " We '11 waive ceremony. Can't spare you 
more than a minute or two. Miist he getting back to 
that Kingdom of mine. Any number of important State 
affairs requiring attention. Tremendous amount of 
work a Monarch in my position has to get through. 
You 'd hardly beheve it ! " 

" I don't," I said, deciding that it was necessary to put 
him in his proper place at once. " It won't do, Percy. 
You 're no monarch — and you 've no more to do with 
State affairs than I have ! " For I needn't say that my 
recently acquired knowledge had enabled me to recog- 
nise him at once as a Drone. 

He tried to bluster it out. " Well, if I 'm not exactly 
a Monarch," he said, " I 've got Koyal blood in me. 
I 'm the son of a Queen. And that 's more than 
you are." 

"You know perfectly well, Percv." I said, "that 
every one of the — (how many are there? — forty or fifty 
thousand?) — other members of your community can 
claim precisely the same parentage. It 's quite useless 
to put on side with me." 

He tried to give himself a countenance by stroking his 
thorax with his middle legs, but his big eyes could not 
mcet.jnine. If a bee is capable of blushing, I should say 
that Percy's colour distinctly deepened. But all he 
said was: " How the dooce did you know that? " 

" Never you mind," I said, not feeling called upon 
to mention my authority. " I happen to know, too, 
that in your kingdom it 's the Bee-wofHcn who do all 
the work, and have all the power." 

"Dash it all!" Percy exclaimed, with a sudden 
pettishness that was perhaps due to bis chancing to 
slip up just then on the butter-pat. "I see how it is. 
Old Caroline or Louisa" (I must again remark that 
these may not have been the actual names he men- 
tioned, but the sound was very similar) " must have 
been here and given the show away ! " 

I assured him that I was unacquainted with either 
lady. "Who are Caroline and Louisa, Percy?" I 
enquired. 

" Oh, a pair of old frumps who looked after me when 
I was a larva — fed me and that. Uncommon well they 
did me, too. I u-ill say thai for them. Though they 
needn't have been so shirty over it." (The peculiar 
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Drone-slang which Percy affected can only, I fear, be 
approximately rendered.) " Groomed me, too, when I 
first came out of the cell. Nasty way Caroline had of 
fetching me a wipe with her great thick antennsB if I 
didn't 'come over" soon enough to please her; while' 
Louisa had a doosid heavy hind-leg with the currycomb. 
I like to be well turned out — but there "s a limit, don't 
you know ! .\lways on the go, they were, feedin' the 
gnihs, sealin' 'em up, lettin' 'em out, and cleanin' up 
after 'em, never knockin' off for a moment. But 
they 're all like that. Caroline and LfiuisA went into 
business afterwards — what they call ' Higher Work for 
Women.' In the Pollen-trade, Caroline is. And how 
that old girl does work 1 Makes me tired only to look 
at her. No sooner has she staggered in and let Lizzie 
and Sarah empty her leg-baskets than she 's off again 
for another lood, and goes on at it all day till she 's 
ready to drop, I often say to 'em : ' My good girls, 
where 's the sense in it all? ' I say. ' What do you get 
by it? It 's ruinin' your looks ' (they never had 
much to boast of — but of course I don't tell 'em 
that), ' it 's upsettin' your nerves and spoihn' your tam- 
pers. liOok at Jane,' I say, ' forewoman of No. 5 Comb 
before she 'd been bom a fortnight, and an old woman 
already, by gad 1 .A,nd Mary — there 's a fearful ex- 
ample of the effects of overetudy for you. Passed out 
first into the Architectural Department, when she waa 
a mere flapper just out of the chrysalis. Look at her 
note.' Can't calculate a single strain properly and gets 
her hexagons all cock-eyed I She 'U have nervous break- 
down next, Mahy will! It's a fuimy thing, but none 
of you seem to me to be able to do anythin* without 
ouer-doin' it, if you know what I mean ! ' But it 's no 
use my arguing with them. The whole lot of 'em are 
as neurotic as be-blowed 1 Why, only yesterday, Maria 
— who 'a got Italian blood in her, if that 's any excuse — 
actually drew her sting on me simply because I com- 
plained that 1 couldn't get a wink of sleep owin' to the 
confounded row her gang made fanning all night ! " 

" But, my good Percy," I said, " the hive must be 
ventilated, you know. They have to fan their wings 
so as to carry off all the vitiated air" — a piece of in- 
formation for which I was indebted to The Lore of the 
Honey-Bee. 

" I desaay," he said, " I dessay ; but it makes a most 
infernal draught. I 'd a good deal sooner put up with a 
little stuffiness than a stiff neck ! ' ' 

" At all events, Percy, I gather that you can't com- 
plain of being overworked," I remarked. 

" Me ? " he said. " Not much I Never did a stroke 
of work in my life, and never shall. Not in my line, 
dear boy ! " 

"But don't you ever feel a little ashamed," I said 
(it was such a new experience to find myself giving a 
moral lesson to a bee that I really couldn't resist it) " to 
stand by and let those poor Bee-women do all the work 
for you ? ' ' 

"Why should I, dear old chap? " said the impenitent 
Percy. " It 's their own choice. Besides, they 've got 
all the tools. You won't find any combs or pliers or 
pollen -baskets on my legs. And if I u'antrd to make 
wax — which I don't — I haven't got the proper apparatus 
for it. So what 's the point of pitching into meV' 

I 'm afraid Percy had the best of that. Indeed, I 
think Mr. Tickner Edwahdes is a little inclined to 
underrate the intelligence of Drones. Percy, at all 
events, was no fool, 

" Do you regard yourself as having any particular 
mission in life? " I inquired. 
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THE STRANGE CASE OF DE. LLOYD AND MR. GEORGE. 



Ml Baitoob. "WELL, THIS BEATS EVEN ME/" 
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" Batherl " he Baid. " I 've got to marry a Princess, 
some fine day or other. Mabtha and Emilv are always 
druraoiing that into me. They 've turned me out this 
morning for the first time to have a sort of a look round. 
But there 's no hurry. I mean to enjoy my freedom 
and remain a bachelor for a bit before I get spliced. 
I shall go back soon and tell old Emily I haven't pro- 
posed because I couldn't see any Princess as sweet and 
good-looking as she is. Emily 's as sour as sorrel and 
about as plain-headed a bee as you 'd meet in a day's 
crawl — but she '11 take it all in I Queer thing about 
Beo- worn en— come to think of it — never ttie any 
trouble about themselves — don't care a hang how they 
look — and yet they 're always ready to believe they 're 
beauties. Well, I must be going! " 

" But you '11 look in again, now you 've found your 
way here, and let me know how you 're getting on? " 
I said, for somehow I had taken rather a fancy to 
Percy, with alt his imperfections. 

"Perhaps," he said; "but I can't promise. It de- 
pends. So long! " 

And he was gone. I was not sure, even then, whether 
all Percy's statements could be implicitly relied upon; 
but it was certainly in his favour that much that he 
told me should be corroborated by a work he was hardly 
likely to have consulted. I felt I should like to know 
a httle more of his private hfe— but from certain pas- 
sages in Mr. Edwardes' book, I had very slight hope of 
ever receiving a second visit from Percy. F. A, 



" Wasted, a woollen mnn lor a Cork liouse,"— roi7t f:ra 
This is indeed the day of the specialist. 



"GUESSES AT TRUTH." 
From a Geography Examination Paper: — 
" Canterbury is the site of the Primate." 
" Norwich has a famous castle, there is a wonderful 

moat in which the Duke of Norfolk lives." 
From an Essay on Mu6i,c : — 
" Music is a sound — we cannot tell what music is 

until we go to Heaven." 

From an Essay on Suffrage : — 

" A Suffragette is a woman who wants to have full 

control over the Members of Parliament," 
From an Essay on Electricity : — 
" Many of the unemployed are caused by electricity." 

" I am told hj an Eni^lixli ladj; irho speaks CynirHeg that Ibe alleopd 
untrutliFulaess of the Welsh is in reality the rrsiilt of their imperurt 
onderstanding of English n-ordB. while pretending to do Bo perfectly." 
—Daily Chroniile, 
Perhaps a Cyniraeg lady who speaks English will nom' 
explain what the apparent untruthfulness of " pretend- 
ing to do so perfectly " is in reality the result of. 
After that, the absurd allegnlion will be withdrawn. 



" It was the absence of humour that made a Koepenick poteiblo in 
Germany."— Weslem Mail. 

This is at least an arguable point. Koepenick was 
founded by S. Ansklm, a.d. 800. Whether this gentle- 
man had or had not a sense of humour history does not 
Bay, and our contemporary can only be depending iij)on 
some local tradition. 



.\sTiciPATORV Name for the Scene of tiie FuuK-lNcn 
[ace: The Isle of ^ fans laughter. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

1, — The Passing of the Ttiird 
Floor Back. 

I HAVE a very sincere sympathy 
for the professional humorist who 
wants to enjoy the Jester's privilege 
of being taken seriously at times. 
And if the author of Three Men in a 
Boat felt inspired to make a stage 
phantasy on the theme, " If Christ 
came to Bloomsbury," 1 should be 
the last to let his previous record 
stand in his way ; only 1 doubt if Mr. 
Jerome K. Jerome's hand has quite 
the right subtlety for so perilous a 
task. It is one to which the finer 
intelligences must often have been 
attracted, yet they seem to have 
shrunk from its many pitfalls, and 



"cheat" and "slut" 




LftDY OF THE H0U5E. AMD 'SERVANT 

BKroRR AMD AFTEB HEaESERtTrOK. 

Uiss Agnea Thomaa and Mina Uertmde E!li 
hitherto generally left it to the 
Sioi3«OND GoETZES to rush in with 
elephantine foot where angels feared 
to tread. 

Not that ^Ir. Jerome's work has 
been tactlessly done. It has its nii 
touches, and it has its great momei 
when the slatternly maid — and here 
Miss Geetrude Elliott acted i 
a very noble intuition — tries in 
vain to describe the aspect of the 
Stranger who waits at the door. 
The author has shown great courage 
in choosing, for the scene of the 
mystic " passing," a milieu that 
is not only mean and sordid, but 
abounding in ludicrous possibilities. 
Indeed, it wbb only the infinite charm 
and persuasiveneSB of Mr. Forbes 
Robertson (and no other living actor 
could have even begun, to play his 
part) that carried the play success- 
lully through situations which offered 
themselves with a terrible nakedness 



I target for the humour of con- 
trasts. Yet even so it was almost 
possible not to trace a note of irony 
the flattering appeals made by the 
Passer-by " to the beauty and 
goodness that he found latent in each 
nature. 

Constructively the play lacked 
variety. The types were sufficiently 
numerous and distinct, but there was 
a certain monotony in the Stranger's 
method of treating, and disposing 
of, each individual case in turn; a 
certain flameness, too, in the form 
of his appeal to their potentialities 
for good. 

I thought the author did not get 
all the fun he might have got out of 
his boarding-house in the First Act, 
Possibly he found his sense o. 
humour a little restrained by the 
seriousness of what was to come; 
if so, he will perhaps kindly appre- 
ciate the similar embarrassment 
experienced by the more light- 
hearted among bis critics. Miss 
Aqnes Thomas as the Landlady 
played intelligently, and no great 
fault was to be found with her 
boarders, though Mr. KIarsd Allen 
never for a moment deceived me 
into the belief that he bore any resem- 
blance to an artist; and Miss Alice 
Crawford hardly justified her de- 
cription as a " Hussy," but was 
content to pretend that she was 
Miss Constance Collier, a very 
different thing. My heart went out 
with most sympathy to Mr. Ernest 
Hendrie. Like the others he under- 
went reform; but his face was never 
strictly that of a saint, and his moral 
improvement did not include the 
restoration of a voice irrecoverably 
lost during his experience as a book- 
maker. 

It was a pleasant idea to utilise 
the foot-lights as a fire-place, and 
have a fender inside - out against 
them, and armchairB. But it was 
very trying for the person who had 
been " a Painted Lady " to occupy 
this exposed position, after removing 
her rouge and her yellow wig, thuE 
exchanging a material " transforma' 
tion " for a spiritual one. 

II. — What Every Woman Knows. 
There is something almost wor- 
shipful about the man who has the 
birthright of unconscious humour. 
He is a type of Beneficence, dinging 
its bounties broadcast, unaware of 
its ova generosity, its left hand 
nob knowing what its right is at. 
He is not strictly an Olympian, for 
Olympus laughed at its own jokes; 
he is nevertheless god-like, and pro- 
vokes in one a kind of respectful awe. 



In Mr. B^Qbie's new play every 
Scotsman has tin's splendid, this in- 
human gift. Not one of them could 
open his mouth without convulsing 
his votaries in the audience; yet 
they themselves remained stolidly 
unmoved by their own scintillations. 1 
'I bow to Mr. Barrie's special know- 
edge of his own countrymen. No 
me else could persuade me that there 
.8 such a thing as a Scotsman with- 
out a sense of humour.) Up to the 
final curtain there was only one 
character that either laughed or 
tried to be the cause of laughter in 
other characters, and she was the 
Comtesae de la Brierc, palpably an 
exotic. It is true that Maggie Shand, 
though a Scot, had a sense of humour 



concealed about her, but the admis- 
sion of it was only wrung from her 
at the very end, when she wrongly 
Imagined that her whole future hap- 
piness depended on her husband's 
ability to see through the most trans- 
parent joke that was ever made. It 
was her first success. 

Yet when I conjecture of the 
sequel I am filled with forebodings. 
In one tragic moment John Shand 
had not only had his profound belief 
in himself irreparably damaged, but 
had tarnished his hitherto unspotted 
incapacity for seeing a joke. These 
were the two superb qualities which 
had supplied bis faithful wife with 
her best reason for existence. And 
now her occupation was gone. If he 
could only have eloped with the lady 
who ncvor rightly appreciated him, 
bis unconquerable denseness and self- 
conceit might have been a lovely 
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Owner said be had beautiful hose, ihd tut fart; but 
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memory for Maggie's declining years. 
But it was not to be. 

The First Act, with its purely 
Scots interest, was a very perfect 
ihing. Here Mr, Babbie was seen 
in his most characteristic mood of 
freshness and temerity. Afterwards 
the play, though never dropping 
into mere conventionality, introduced 
certain social elements in which Mr. 
Barbik i3 seldom quite at his best. 
Apart from the Kcots characters, 
there was scarcely one that seemed 
altogether probable. Yet the scheme 
throughout was handled with a very 
subtle finesse, and the . alternations 
of sentiment and humour jarred less 
than usual. For when once Maggie 
had promised that in the event of 
her husband's preference for a more 
attractive woman she would behave' 
differently from other wives one was 
prepared for anything. 

The interpretation was of the most 
sympathetic; though perhaps Mr. 
Norman Fokbes, as the Cabinet 
Minister, lacked assurance, and Mrs. 
Tbee's performance was a little 
wanting in that repose which is 
proper to a Comtesse. Mr. Edmund 
•tiWENN, as the younger of the 
brothers Wylie, showed with admir- 
able force that even among those 
who are impervious to humour there 
may be degrees of opaqueness. 

The enthusiasm with which the 
great performances of Miss Hhida 
Tbevelkan and Mr. Gerald du 
Mauhier were received was sincere 
and universal. Miss THEVEtVAS, it 
seemed, had much the harder task, 
and certainly one that required a 
Btrongor command of contrasted emo- 
tions; but then Mr. du Macrier has 
the art of making the most difficult 
things seem ridiculously easy. 

As for the title, I hope that every 

woman knows by now what it is that 

"every woman knows," Perhaps 

one of them will very kindly tell me. 

For the story of how the first woman 

was made out of Adam's funny-bone 

sounds much too good to be true. 

,^=^z=^^=. O. S. 

The Medicine and ite Antidote. 

{Wesi'piJybolk.) 

From an adverllKcmont of "Re- 
ducing Tablets ": 

"Mi»a Btowd writes: 'I have lost several 
stone up to now : send more by return of iiost.' " 



" On ihe Renliury links H. T. Sully, playing 

in a Mixed Fouinouie, 'liil tbe uIdp IioW in S " 

Cliflmi SociV/r,- 

\Ve should be glad to hear what his 
partner did the other nine holes in, 
it that is the way they play a mixed 
foursome at Henbury. 



CRUELTY TO VEGETABLES. 

Remabkable Meeting of Protest, 

.A GREAT meeting was held on 
Friday last in the grill-room of the 
Cannon Street Hotel to protest 
against the excesses committed by 
extreme vegetarians. Amongst thone 
present were Sir James Cbichton- 
Bbowne. who presided. Sir Cecil 
Spbing-Kice, Mr. Peabs, Mr, Fittek, 
Mr. Habris (the Sausage King), Sir 
Alfbed Jones (the Banana King), 
^Ir. Beerbohm Tree,. Mies Maud 
Allan, Mr. Bernard Shaw, La Loie 
FuLLEB, Mr. Algernon Ashton, Miss 
Isadora Duncan, Mr, Alfred Nutt, 
and the Jam Sahib. 

Sir James Crichton-Bbowne said 
that they were met together to dis- 
charge a public duty imposed on 
them by the momentous utterance 
of Mr. Fbancis Darwin, the Presi- 
dent of the British Association. 
The evidences which that illustrious 
botanist had been able to furnish 
which pointed to the existence of 
consciousness in plants — their intelli- 
gent habits, irritability, powers of 
sleep, and so on — had suddenly 
awakened the national conscience to 
the horrible iniquities of vegetarians, 
and above all fruitarians. Let 
them clear their minds of cant. 
He was, as they ail knew, a con- 
vinced carnivore, and he had no 
intention of giving hp chops whether 
with or without the accompaniment 
of tomato sauce. But between the 
consumption, on the one hand, of 
meat or vegetables which had been 
humanely slaughtered and, on the 
other, the barbarous habit of eating 
the raw flesh of live fruit, there was 
an impassable gulf. The latter prac- 
tice was no better than cannibali.<im 
in its worst fohn. In conclusion, he 
moved a resolution in favour of the 
estabUshment of a Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Vegetables. 

Mr. Fitter, who seconded the re- 
solution, said that he had been pro- 
foundly moved by Mr. Darwin 'a 
addrt'ss. In his thoughtless youth, 
he owned it with remorse and con- 
trition, ho had often eaten raw- 
turnips, but never again would he be 
guilty of such .lavagcry. .As an in- 
stance of the extraordinary inconsist- 
ency of which people were capable, 
he mentioned that he had good 
reason to believe that Mr. Stephen 
Coleridge, the arch - anti - vivisec- 
tionist, was in the habit of mash- 
ing potatoes before he ate them. 
(Groans.) 

Mr, IIabr]}), the Sausage King, 
rose to protest. With the principles 
advocated by the chairman he was 



in complete accord. But in no pro- 
.perly -conducted kitchen that he knew 
of were potatoes mashed while they 
were alive. In his (^'n, for instance, 
there was a special lethal chamber 
where they passed away painlessly 
t-o the sound of slow music, (Ap- 
plause.) He took no credit to him- 
self for this arrangement, but could 
not help contrasting it with the prac- 
tice of Mr. Eustace Miles, who 
openly boasted of devouring live 
gooseberries-— a notoriously sensitive 
and intelligent fruit. Personally, he 
thought a greengrocer's shop-front 
far more revolting than a butcher's. 

Mr. Algernon Ashton here inter- 
posed and asked the Chairman 
whether it was a fact that vegetables 
could commit suicide; but his ques- 
tion was ruled out of order. 

Miss Maud Allan pronounced her- 
self in sympathy with the movement. 
She added that when she lunched 
at the Prime Minister's house she 
especially noticed that the salad was 
not dressed and the potatoes were 
denuded of their jackets. (Cries of 
"Question!" from Miss Isadora 
Duncan and Miss Loie Fuller.) 

Mr. Bernard Shaw, rising from 
the body of the hall amid a storm 
of hisses, said he wished to make a 
personal explanation. It was true 
that he was a vegetarian. (Groans.) 
It was not true, as some people 
thought, that the Fabian Society was 
derived from the Latin word faba — 
a bean. Personally he never took 
beans : he only gave them to his 
friends. (Applause.) But the object 
of his intervention was to state that 
for some time past he had lived ex- 
clusively on macaroni, and that the 
method of reaping the wheat from 
which it was made was as painless 
a mode of extinguishing life as that 
of the guillotine. (Interruption.) 

As the tumult did not cease on 
-Mr. Shaw's resuming his seat, Mr. 
A. C. Benson appealed to the audi- 
ence to be reasonable. He was sure, 
he added, thut they would be glad 
to learn that two out of the eleven 
volumes from his pen which would 
appear this autumn were in harmony 
with the aims of this movement, 
viz.. The Private Diary of a Parsnip 
and The Musings of an InlToapectivc 
Vi-<jetable Marrow. (Great enthu- 

Mr. Beerboh.m Tree said that both 
by temperament and nomenclature 
he sympathised deeply with all sen- 
sitive plants. There was a story 
of a bad actor who had so many 
vegetables thrown at him that he 
left the .stage and set up as a green- 
grocer; but personally he had never 
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suffered in this way. At the same 
time he found that the spectacle of 
people eating oranges in the gallery 
affected him so painfully that he had 
forbidden the practice in his theatre. 
(Loud cheers.) 

Mr. Algernon Ashton, again inter- 
posing, asked the chairman whether 
any cruelty was involved in eating 
Welsh rabbit; but this question waa 
ruled out of order. 

Miss ISADOBA Duncan having given 
a short but masterly account of the 
indebtedness of the true school of 
classical dancing to the jumping 
bean, 8ir James Chic u ton -Browne 
put the resolution to the vote, and it 
was carried with only one dissentient. 
Most of those present then formed a 
procession, marched westward, and 
made a hostile demonstration outside 
the Eustace Miles Bestaurant, 
happily DO lives were l<»t. 



WHETHER TO WORK? 

[" A LoadoQ Coanly Council iichool lu» been 
trpiig to find cnit, by close obaervBtioii of tbe 
effect of weather upon the energies of children, 
and bIbo by some ezperinieats in temperoture, 
wh*t ftra the Bessons and climatic conditions 
best adapted for hard work."~DaiI^ Mirror.^ 

When the hills are bright and gay, 

When the vale is sunny, 
When the bee is on her way 

After heather honey. 
When the hares come out to play 
Id among the new-mown hay. 
Does it strike me—What a day 

This, for making money I 
Tii^t, I say; no use at alll 
Any thought of work must gait 
When the sun begins to call — 

He is such a wizard. 
Time enough to tax my brain 
When Aquarius taps the main. 
When the fog resumes his reign, 

Choking up my gizzard; 
When black winter brings again 

Frost and icy blizzard. 

But, lest I should bankrupt grow, 

Worshipping Apollo, 
Sometimes clouds descend, and low 

Flies the rainy swallow; 
Sometimes summer loves to sliow 
She can make the torrents flow. 
Driving rain-storms to and fro 

Over holt and hollow. 
Then I rouse myself and say, 
Here hath dawned a working dayl 
Shall it useless slip away? 

Up, before it 's ended ! 
80 I struggle for a bit, 
But the gloom is quite unfit 
For the gay and sparkling wit 

That my soul intended. 
Wait till winter fires are lit— 

Then I shall be splendid! 



M 



AT A FRENCH WATERINQ-PLACE. 

31other. "ToMiiT, wHi dos't tou Tbt 10 Tin to 

mQO*Q» ? " Youthful Brilan. "Wbjt's THE a 



Yet, when winter blizzards beat 

Round about my study. 
When the cold and clammy sleet 

^^akeB the whole world muddy, 
Haply all will not be sweet ; 
Draughts will whistle round my seat ; 
Hands will freeze and so will feet. 

Though the fire be ruddy. 
Then I 'II say. No use to-night ! 
But what ripping things I 'd write 
Were the sun but shining bright 

On the Highland heather I 
How can I expect to link 
Sweetness when the icebergs clink 
As they float about the ink. 

Knocking up together? 
Only Polar bears could think 

In this wicked weather. 



Dark aayiDga of a Fropliet. 

" The wentheT to-morroir vM be dull and 
rainy at firtC, cloudy and shoiveiy later." 

Etming X«ir». 

These sudden changes in the weather 
are very disturbing. 



"Tliree Society ladiea (traists 34, 25, 23) 
Irish diBjiose bate, eirellent coaditioii, not 
exaggeration." 

" A diatinguialied youiuf lady wiahea to aeli 
her aabum-broTm tail for 10/G, or offer; 
original cost 22/C ; hardly ever worn." 
These two advertisements from The 
Lady doubtless come among the 
things which " every woman knows," 
but they are mysteries to Mr. Puncli. 
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Janet. " Well, tou si 



T TmnxsoiTiiio." 



■THE GREY UNDERWORLD." 
II. — The Woman who had Done 

WITH Smiles. 
Her name was Mrs. Grumbv, and 
she lived opposite, a pickle factory, 
and had a bed-sitting room to let. 
PoNKER had been trying to improve 
hie acquaintance with the "under- 
world " of London by going about 
and beguiling harmless , landladies 
into the belief that he wanted lodg- 
ings, tempting them, in this way, to 
gossip about themselves and their 
lodgers in a manner that would fur- 
nish copy for the all-important book. 
He liked Mrs. GBDMBx'e face at once, 
because she looked as though the 
iron had entered into her soul; and 
he particularly wished to study 
someone whose soul had been 
entered by the iron. 

Mrs. Qkuhby showed Ponkeb her 
" bed-sit" (oB, I believe, the news- 
paper advertisements have it), and 
PoNKBK looked from the " bed-sit " 
to her, and felt more certain than 
over that the iron had entered into 
her soul. But of that she said no- 



thing, merely asking him if he would 
want hot dishes for breakfast, be- 
cause, if so, that would be an extra; 
but most of her gentlemen had been 
content with sardines. 

Not wishing to make life seem 
darker for one in her melancholy 
state, FoNKEB said that he too 
always ate sardines for breakfast; he 
was, in fact, a whale for sardines. 

Of course, ha doesn't generally 
permit himself to make jokes of this 
elementary character; it was simply 
intended as a test; and Mrs. Grumby 
passed the test triumphantly, emerg- 
ing, ill Poneer's estimation, as " the 
Woman who had Done with Smiles." 
After that, Ponker sat down in the 
" bed-sit's " easiest chair, to talk. 
Mrs. Gbumby might possibly be worth 
a chapter all to herself. 

Ponker admitted to me later that 
she was not very communicative, and 
he had to fill in a good deal of her 
story himself. Her face told him 
more than her Hps, he said. It must 
have been a very speaking face, in- 
deed, because it told him, amongst 
other things, how she had once been 



a Ught -hearted girl in the West 
Country, breaking the hearts of all 
the young farmers in her neighbour- 
hood, until handsome Jack Gbumbv 
had come a-wooing — Grcmbv, the 
smart commercial who put up at the 
King's Head. (How could her face 
give such positive information as to 
the name of the inn? Frankly, I 
don't know. You must ask Ponkeb.) 
She had made a runaway match of 
it with Jack, without her father's 
blessing, and before she realised that 
Jack Gbumby "s heart was very much 
at the service of any pretty, come-by- 
chance acquaintance. Ah 1 she knew 
that later, when he fled to America 
with " the other woman, " leaving her 
stranded opposite a pickle factory, 
to do the best she could for herself 
and her child. No wonder she had 
forgotten how to smile I 

When Mrs, Grombi'b face had got 
thus far with her story, Ponker rose, 
and said that he would write in the 
morning; which meant, of course, 
that the room wouldn't suit him. 

He was about halfway down the 
stairs, preceding Kirs. Grdmby, when 
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he heard, he ie]h me, a sound bchiDd 
him, as if Mrs. Ghumby had tried to 
speak, but had been cholied by 
sudd<.-n mirth. 

He looked round sharply, but her 
face was in shadow. 

" I beg your pardon. Did you 
apeak? " he asked. 

Mrs. Grcmbv made no reply, and, 
thinking it was not laughter but tears 
that checked her utterance — perhaps 
something about his back had sud- 
denly reminded her of Jack Ghumbv 
— he delicately hastened from the 
house — as soon, at least, as he had 
mastered the very complicated front- 
door latch. 

But that stifled sound that he had 
heard on the staircase haunted him. 
Had Mrs. Gkumbv, in spite of all her 
face had told him, laughed? If so, 
the mystery of it was great. What 
was there, for example, to laugh at'.' 

Ho had not walked very far from 
the house when a perfect frenzy of 
curiosity impelled him to return to 
its doorstep. It would be easy to 
make some excuse for seeing Mrs. 
Okl'mbv again, and then perhaps he 
might be able to deduce from her 



manner why she had snorted on the 
stoireaso — whether in sorrow or in 
mirth . 

As he raised the knocker he heard 
a muffled sound of laughter within. 
It rose — it increased in volume — it 
was a duet! The raised knocker fell 
from his nerveless hand, and instantly 
there was silence. After the lapse of 
a minute the door was opened, not by 
Jlrs. Gkumbv, but by her dauf^hter. 
She was a presentable girl so far as 
I'oNKEH could judge, but she had a 
handkerchief pressed tightly against 
her mouth, hiding halt her face. 

" I foi^ot to ask your mother," 
said PoNKKR severely, " whether you 
have a bath — hot and cold? " 

She swayed, like standing com in 
tempest; and then she made three 
attcuipts to answer him: — 

" Oh yes, we have We have 

a— — We have a — ba-ba-ha-ha- 
hath! " 

PoNKER left the door sadly. He 
had lost an Illusion.' No " Woman 
who had Done with Smiles " could 
have had a daughter like that. 

After reaching home in & cab, he 
detached from the back buttons of 



his coat, to which it had affixed itself 
as he sat in Mrs. Grumbv's chair, an 
antimacassar of such revolting hide- 
ousness that he stared at it aghast — 
a thing compact of crochet- work 
oyster-shells, and with the hues of 
some portentous sunset. (Some day, 
when the church at the end of the 
street has a sale of work, Ponkee is 
going to send it in as his contribu- 
tion; and then, he says, the church- 
wardens or other responsible autho- 
rities will bitterly repent of having 
rung the bells whenever he sat down 
to write.) 

As for Mrs. Gru.mby, Fonker says 
he is beginning to wonder if the 
people of the " Grey Underworld " 
differ very much from the shallowest 
of the Smart Set in their notions of 
what constitutes a joke. At all events 
Mrs. Grumby has shown herself un- 
worthy of a place in the book of 
human documents. 



'■Wlipn Mr. Froncia Darwin Btooi! up to 
deliver hh addteBa every seat vas token." 

■ Daily U-ill. 

Study for The Dcscntt of Man: Mr. 
Darwin trying to sit down again. 
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AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

It is announced that Mr, John T>. 
Rockefeller's autobiography will be 
publlBhed in twelve languages simul- 
taneously this month. Will it be 
anything like this? — 

CHAPTER I. 
BrRTn. 

I WAS bom with a silver spoon 
in my mouth. One of my earliest 
toys was a golden calf. I still have 
it. 

CHAPTER II. 
Parentage. 

I AM descended on one side from 
a thnfty and industrious Scotch 
stock ; on the other, from the famous 
KiLMAKSEOO family. 

My instructors never ceased to 
instil in me the importance of eco- 
nomy and vigilance. 

" Many a mickle," they used to 
say, "makes a muckle." 

" Money," they used to say, 
" begets money." 

" Money," they said, " is the only 
monarch." 

"Money," they said, "is wel- 
come, though it comes in a dirty 
clout." 

I never forgot those remarks. 
They sank into ray system and bore 
fruit. I am now the richest man 
in the world. The only thing I 
regret is that those old counsellors 
did not tell me how to keep my 
digestion and my hair. Both have 
gone. The hair trouble one can 
remedy with a wig; but there ia no 
substitute for a missing digestion. 
CHAPTER III. 
BoYHoon. 

My boyhood was happy. Most of 
the technique of business may be 
learned when at school by an ob- 
servant lad; and I was observant. 
I did a successful trade in marbles 
and sweets. 1 lent money to other 
boys at a good rate of interest, and 
rarely returned home in the evening 
without having added to my pro- 
perty. In this way by the time that 
ordinary boys are still doing foolish 
things I was in posseBsioii of a 
capital of two hundred dollars, and 
held I.0.U.8 from most of my 
schoolfellows. 

CHAPTER IV. 
Petroleum, 

The most eventful moment of my 
life was that in which I chanced 
upon rock oil. 

I was walking one day in the 
neighbourhood of my home in moody 
silence. Everything was going wrong 



with me. My business was yielding 
only 98 per cent, instead of the 
100 on which I had set my heart, 
and I waa in despair. Buin stared 
me in the face. Passing through a 
field I happened to see a spring 
bubbling from the ground, but 1 
thought nothing of it (as it was not 
large enough to drown myself in), 
until a little later a poor old woman 
stopped me and begged an alms, I 
obviously had no money to give her, 
as I made clear; but wishing to do 
what I could I offered to get her a 
cup of cold water, it being my steady 
practice to do what I can for my 
fellow - creatures. She was very 
grateful, and I ran to the stream and 
dipped into it a pocket drinking-cup. 
Judge of my surprise when I found 
that instead of water it was oil! In 
an instant I realised the situation, 
and returning swiftly to town I found 
the owner of the property, and, suc- 
cessfully disguising my motives, pur- 
chased not only this particular field 
but all those around it. My fortune 
was made. - 

CHAPTER V. 
Thb Standard Oil Trust. 

After the discovery of the rock-oil 
spring, perhapB the most eventful 
and wonderful moment of my life 
was that in which I first hit upon 
the idea of a Trust. It is a beautiful 
word. Trust, and I have often taken 
it as a text in m^ Sunday - school 
addresses. Trust, We must all trust 
in something or someone. What 
could be more desirable in a world 
of darkness, disappointment and flux 
than that there should bo one man 
to be relied upon for light? Belied 
upon. Many men have offered light 
to their groping fellows and have not 
given it : this man would be trust- 
worthy. 

Coming down to a material plane 
from these symbolical heights, what 
does light proceed from? From od. 
The man, then, who could so mani- 
pulate things that he owned all the 
oil would automatically be the one 
person who could give the light. Do 
you see? He would form an Oil 
Trust, as we say in America, and 
illuminate the world. 

I, I decided, would be that man; 
not because I wanted the power or 
wealth that such a position would 
carry with it, but because if I, a 
chapel-going, reputable citizen and 
Sunday-school superintendent, re- 
nowned for his simple and frugal life, 
filled the place, I should prevent its 
being filled by anyone who was un- 
scrupulous or rapacious. 

Having made this decision, I at 



once began to lay my plans, and the 
Standard Oil Trust was the result. 

CHAPTER VI. 

Mk Auusehents. 

I AH very fond of reading the 

papers, particularly the finance 

columns. 

CHAPTER VII. 
Mi Enemies. 
I HAVE, of course, had my enemies, 
as every successful and determined 
man must. But where are they 
now? I, however, am here, and 
worth sixty millions sterling. 

Chief among them was President 
Roosevelt; and what is he to-day? 
A figure pour rire, at the end of his 
term of office; a hunter of bears; 
the nation's "Tbddy." No one ever 
called me " Teddy," or even "Jack." 
CHAPTER VIII. 
My Ambition. 
I COULD, if I liked, buy England; 
but I don't want it. All I want is a 
cosy little house and a nice uncom- 
fortable pew in the Baptist chapel, 
and the knowledge that no one can 
light a parafBn lamp without putting 
something into ray pocket. And of 
oourso I want also some substantial 
royalties on this book. 



OVERTURES. 

Dear Mam, — Mrs told liza 

and liza told mother you wants a 
young ladey as cook generel i was 

9 months with mrs. in 

street were i did a lot o cookin cos 
they keeps dinin rooms and 3 days 

with mrs. in road but i 

left ther6 all of a cap cos er ushand 
cum ome the wurst for drink and was 
a bit familier so i uped an went, liza 
tells mother youil soot me very well 
an i wants to get in a good ouse 
with a good famfy im very fond of 
childem cos father died las yere an 
mother married mister B an shes got 
2 new childem an i looks arter them 
wen im ome as for cookin an doin 
ouse wurk mother ses i cant be beet 
so i should like to cum to yore ouse 
an if i dont like it well i can leave 
please let me no wen im to cum, 
yours turley 



Extract from th.t IHvy of a Nobody. 
"This WM Bgnted nrm eon Mr. Clements 
voting agninBt." — Stid^KX Indeptndanl. 



their g«nn8nt8."^B'e8tfT7i Wail. 

What absurdly old-fashioned peoplf 

there are about still. 
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OUR ADAPTABLE GOVERNMENT. 

(Mr. Wintttm CfiurrJiill'* aueeesa at the Weteh EUteildfod icilt prvbaUy hear fruit, and otiicr membra of the Min'Mry trill he induced 
to emuUue it hy attending eimilar national gatherings.) 



Wtnntc op Churehyll. "Oh! inteet, Mrs. ap Baldane, you ore just " Inteet iboy mn; make you .Arch-Dru-id wiatefier!'' 

lofel; wliateSer, so I tell 70a ! Ltojd-Qeorge icill pe jusl deliglit-ed, 
and all tbs peoples »t tlie Eialeddfod, inteet bo the; will ! " 



Misther McKinna and tbe Proir.ie Mlm'sUier iroald mhake a gtett Hr. lulu UcHorcourt aad Sir SatnmlB McEvana wouW 

•insalion at an Irish " Peia." Their performance of the Jig inid simply »we«p the " Northern Meeting " olE ita legs itith 

be absolatety matAerti/t Gaelic enthuaiaara. 
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DISCURSIONS. 

Joe Buller'3 Ghost. 
" YE8,"8ftid the pale young Stockjobber, " it 'b a funny 
thing about Job Boller. Not know him? Why, you 
must have seen him any day these last ten yearB going 
up by the nine o'clock, and coming back by the 5.30. 
A great big chap with a red face and a heavy moustache ; 
a scar on hU right cheek. Used to wear heavy over- 
coats in winter with huge saucer buttons, and always 
had his top-hat on one side. When he met a chap he 
knew, he always gave him a bang on the back and called 
out, 'What price that?' That's how he got hie 
name, ' What price Joe.' Ah, I thought you d have 
heard of him even if you hadn't seen him. 



" Well, it 's a funny thing about him. He 'b doing a 
rest cure or something, because he 's got in a way of 
being haunted by a ghost. Fancy Joe seeing a ghost t 
What made it pick old ' What price ' is what 1 can't 
make out — a good shot and not a bad man after hounds 
either — he used to go 
with the stag when he 
WBB a bit lighter — and 
a thumping voice for a 
song. It wasn't as if 
he 'd been a bad kit 
either. I daresay he 
didn't go to church too 
much, jifou know, but be 
was jolly free with his 
money. He 's . got a 
yacht lying at South- 
ampton now, but he 
hasn't been aboard of her 
this season. Too much 
of the ghoBt business 
for that. 

" Joe was the chap 
who knocked my hat o8 
on Mafeking night. I 
was singing and shout- 
ing with the rest when 
I saw a big fellow with 
a false nose and a 
coster-girl's hat on hta head come rolling across the 
street at me. He 'd got a tin trumpet to his mouth and 
ho was making it hum all it was worth, I tell you. I 
tried to get out of his way, but he wouldn't hove it. He 
raared out, ' What price that? ' and away went my hat. 
I knew who it was then. He knocked oft thirty-five hata 
that night and thirty-two on Ladysmith night. He was 
the most patriotic chap I ever knew. He founded the 
Imperial All Bed League. They used to meet once a 
month and had a gold badge with a lion on it. It 
Was dinners mostly, not ordinary meetings, dinners with 
nny amount of buzz — wine and red-hot patriotic songs. 
Job used to sing, Qive the Foreign Beggars Beant. It 
was one of his best songs. 



I mean, bits about the Law and the Blood, and one 
topper about a banjo that fairly made your hair curl. 
It used to go right through me, and made everybody sit 
up no end when Joe spouted it. 



" Joe was the very devil in the Houee. The KaChr 
market was his lay, and when the boom was on he 
roared and bellowed so that you couldn't hear anybody 
else — and, mind you, they were all pretty good at 
making a row, but Joe beat the lot. That 'a where he 
made his pile. Later on, of course, he dropped a bit, 
but nothing to matter. He could always keep going by 
pinning slips of paper on old gentlemen's coat-tails and 
Betting them alight, or dancing round some fellow who 'd 
got engaged to be married, and singing, Listen to the 
Voice of Love with half-a-dozen other mad chaps. It 
was enough to make a cat laugh. 



"Joe always said be couldn't stand poetry and slop 
of that sort, but he was dead nuts on Kipling. He 'd 
Rot an ddition-de-luxe of Kiplino in his library and the 
Encyclopadia Britannica and the back volumes of Bvff's 
Guide and The Sportsman for the last fifteen years. You 
couldn't beat him about a poem of Kipling's or a horse's 
handicap. He knew 'em all, and Bometimes he used to 
recite era — no, not the weights — Kipling's poems. 



" I think the beginning of the whole thing was about 
six months ago, when JoE found a Frenchman bigger 
and stronger than himself. This Frenchman's name 
was JooLS something or 
other, hut Job always 
called him Mossoo or 
Alphokse, with Alf for 
short sometimes. He 
was over here learning 
the language, and be 
wasn't a bad chap for m 
foreigner. Joe used' to 
have no end of larks 
with him, joking about 
frogs and snails and that 
Bort of thing, till one day 
they got to matching one 
another at wrestling, 
and before you could say 
' Knife ' Jools had put 
Joe on his back twice. 

" It gave me quite a 
turn to see it, the 
beggar did it so neatly. 
' Aha, my Jonit Bdll,' 
he said, ' you have 
enough? Or shall I 
reverse you again?' I remember his lingo, and how 
queer it sounded while Joe was picking himBelf up. Joe 
took it very well. He said Jools was the pluckiest 
Frenchman he *d ever met, and he gave him a rousing 
good dinner at the Savoy. I was there; and I noticed 
Joe wasn't himself — sort of quiet and under the 
weather. He tried to sing a bit of the MartetUaUe 
afterwards, but it was no go. He broke down and 
dropped his head on the table and began to sob like a 
baby. We covered it up as much as we could by singing 
Rule Britannia, but it didn't amount to much. I never 
thought Joe would have felt it so much, but of course 
it muBt have been pretty riling for him to be turned 
before a lot of his pals by a Parlyvoo. 



Tfoyal Arademieian, vhom sfu }ta» 



r OHUCEKD AT 



over b 



morning and didn't bang me on the back or play any 
of his jokes. He looked pale and he hadn't shaved. 
First he talked about the weather, and then at last it 
all came out. He told me he hadn't slept the last four 
nights on account of seeing a ghost— no, not the 
Germah Emperor or anything of that sort, but a little 
thin old woman with long grey hair and a white dress. 
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Lady CUrk. " Ym, tbkt 



COMFUIKED IM TBE OmcE TO-DIT BECAUSE * 



WEIE TlUdMa T 



Ho said she 'd been coming regularly at two o'clock in 
the moroiiig. Last night he 'd tried not going to bed, 
but she came just the same to his smoking-room. He 
said he knew she was a ghost because be could see 
things through her. She hadn't spoken ;et, ho said, 
but if she did be thought it would finish him. After » 
week or two more he chucked going up to Ix)ndoD, and 
then he had to have the doctors in. They tell me he 's 
a bit better now. P'raps the old woman 's taking a 
holiday. Anyhow it 'b a deuced queer thing for a chap 
like Joe to get haunted. Ah, well, here we are at 
Paddington. So long." 



AN AUTUMN REVERIE. 

When the Spring is diffusing her sprightly 

New spirit on all that "s alive; 
When the song of the sparrow turns lightly 
To love — about five; 

When the charms these emotions induce urge 

The young man of parts to resume 
Like a robe, with his flannels and blue eei^e, 
Love's annual bloonn ; 

Then, beginning In May as a rule, I 

Myself would awake to the call. 
And in June, or at latest in July, 
Love held me in thrall. 

Ah, those halcyon Bummers! How fleetly 

The year galloped on to its prime I 
What a handful is Love ' How completely 
It filled up one's time! 



Not a year but I poured my devotion. 

Like wine, on the fair and the young. 
From a heart that with lively emotion 

Was full to the bung. 
And though, doomed as they were to disaster, 
. My spirits were apt to rebel. 
They recovered, it anything, faster 

Than ever they fell; 
And the time would go on till again Spring 

Boae up and — I never knew how, ^ 
But it started me off like a mainspriiig; 

It never does now ! 
For — alas, tor the sombre confession— 

W'here, where is the magic of yore? 
It has tailed for three years in succession, 

And this '11 make four. 
'Tie in vain that I meditate numbly 

On where the hiatus can be; 
If the ladies are growing uncomely. 

Or it it 'e in me. 
Can the taste have diminished, the nutty 

Old feelings be lost to a heart 
That was dough to receive, putting putty 

Entirely apart ? 
'Tis a dark and Insoluble mystery ; 

It throws my whole year out ot folnt • 
It 'b opposed to the teachings of history 

(Though that 's not the point), 
And my days are perceptibly duller; 

My being grows vapid and stack ; 
And I 'm rapidly getting off colour. 

And losing the knack, Bum-Duu. 
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OUR BOOKrNG-OFFICE. 

(By Mt, Punch't Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
The minage it trois " up to " Meavy Cot (1 think I 
have that right) cooaisted of David Bowden, his sister 
Bhoda (a cold and beautiful misogamiat), and his wife 
Margaret. David was one of tliose solid, stolid people who 
are always trying to get on, and as his sister was the one 
better able to help him on his farm it was bis wife who 
got out of it rather. The fourth principal was Bartlcy 
CrockeT, a brighter lighter- minded man than David; 
and of ooursa you guess that he and Margaret . . . But 
there you are wrong; Bariley was in love with Bhoda. 
Margaret (the dear) did her best to help him — partly 
because she could not resist a romance, partly because 
the home would have been happier with Rhoda away. 
But Bhoda would have none of any man. Worse — after 
refusing Bariley twice she began to suspect (just as you 
did) that there was something between him and 
Margaret; not know- 
ing that the con- 
versation at their 
many meetings was 
entirely about her- 
self. In the end 
she denounces her 
sister • in - law, and 
Margaret, fearing 
that David will not 
beheve in ber in- 
nocence, drowns her- 
self. Hhoda, learn- 
ing that she is 
missing, suggests to 
her . brother (who 
has just found the 
body) that she has 
rim away with Bart- 
Icy; and then at 
last David turns 
upon her and calls 
her some of the 
which I had 



Yet the book— from Hutchinson — leaves me 

(For all the author has done her best) 
Of a sense of the atnaospbere which rank I 

And fashion and cash suggest; ' 

And I can't suppress an unmannerly doubt 

That the swells who through it S\t 
.\re simply suburban folk decked out 

In clothes that are not their fit. 



hings 



ScDLPToa, MOOBixoia i wivi f 



longing to call her all through the book. The 

Virgin in Judgment (Cassell) is Mr. Eden Phillpotts 
at bis very beat. He has told a fine story, and has not 
ovurweigbtcd it with descriptions of Dartmoor scenery. 
In the earlier chapters there is a great account of the 
prize-fight between Hartley and David. I wanted 
Bartleij to win, but I knew he wouldn't; so that even 
in tlii^ Mr. I'niLLPOTTa did not disappoint me. 

Eileen Fitzgerald, if I may guess. 

Is very earnest, and rather young, 
And she baa heard of the emptiness 

Of life on the topmost rung; 
And so, with many an unshed tear, 

And many a stifled sigh, 
She has stripped it bare of its gay veneer 

In The Heart of a Butterfly. 
The " Butterfly "—one of the Upper Ten-- 

Behaves as no well-bred insect ought; 
She traniples about on the hearts of men 

I, ike a regular Juggernaut; 
And though her troublesome sister Kate 

Remarks " Oh, fie I " of course 
She plunges headlong on to her fate — 

A harvest of dull remorse. 



One of the characters in Patsy (Fisheb Unwin) 
declares that the Irish gossoon to wnom the book owes 
its name is a compound of Machiavelli, Bismabce, Puck 
and one of Shakspeaeb's fools, all compressed into a 
page-boy in buttons. This is pretty well for a begiiming. 
But anyone who possesKes as extensive a knowledge of 
men and of books as Mr. H. Be Vbbb Stacpoole, 
FaUy's creator, could easily add several- more names to 
the list, including Handy Andy,' Oliver Tvnat (in the 
burglary episode at Mrs. Maylte'B), Flurry Knox, the 
page - boy in the 
play of Sherlock 
Holmes, and Mr. 

WlMSTOM OhUKCHILL. 

Patty is always 
putting his finger 
into other people's 
pies. If they are 
nice people he gives 
them the plums. If 
tbey are not he gives 
them beans. Artisti- 
cally he is a com- 
posite photograph 
rather than a por- 
trait painted from 
life. I see that some 
of the critics find in 
this dish of Irish 
stew an aldermanic 
feast of humour. I 
envy them their 
palate an d their 
digestion. Practical 
iokee, such, for instance, as sticking corks into 'old 
ladies' ear-trumpets, are funny, of course; otherwise 
they would not be called jokes. But they are funnier, 
as a rule, to play or see played than to read about, 
unless one has had a particularly good night. So for my 
part I find the love-story in which Patsy officiates as pro- 
vidence more to my taste than his Handy Andy pranks. 



t WEU-KNOWM LIOIEB BAIBDKE8SER. 



I don't think any outsider could possibly hope to keep 
track of all the ramifications of gossip and scandal in an 
Enghsh village, so 1 take no blame to myself that at 
times I was a little bit bewildered by the maze of petty 
schemes which are afoot in the piece of Thames valley 
charmingly drawn in The Easy-Go-Luckiea (Methuen). 
Nor do I blame Mrs. Stepney Rawson either, for I take 
it that, though she herself keeps a marvellously clear 
head throughout, a sense of mild bewilderment in the 
side issues is exactly what she aims at producing. The 
main idea — Hazel Luck's love aflairB — is clear enough, 
and Hazel is a dear. She and her family are as large as 
hfe, and the many local intriguers are as small. The 
tale is. In fact, a chronicle of small beer, but Mrs. 
Rawson pours out the liquor with so much laughter that 
it seems to have more body and head than many drinks 
which are ostensibly more exhilarating. 
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CHARIVARI A. 

" What are Optionettes? " aaks a 
Correspondent. We are not quite 
Bure, but we believe that the term 
signifies a Suffragette who has been 
offered the option of a fine, 
* * 

Tight-fitting gowns are to be the 
winter fashion for ladies, and purse- 
snatchers arc delightt^d at the pros- 
pect of not having l« run so hard. 

" There is no more real enjoy- 
ment," says The Motor World, " to 
bo got out of motoring 
when going at twenty miles 
an hour than when going 
at double the speed," But 
considerably less jolting 
from those wretched 
corpses, we should say. 

" The Public is my only 
master, and the Public is 
a good follow," writes Mr. 
Hall Caine in The Daily 
Chronicle. This, which 
reads like an expression of 
opinion as to the Licensing 
Bill, turus out, after all, 
to refer to tho audiences at 
the Lyceum. 

The Daily Mail states 
that several young children 
have been poisoned by 
sucking brown boots pol- 
ished with a liquid rich in 
aniline oil. It still re- 
mains for our inventors 
to discover a satiafactory 
substitute for the old- 
fashioned and discredited 
" comforter " for infants. 
•*• 

Following on the news 
that a pilot-boat was saved 
from being wrecked in the 
recent heavy weather by 
the use of oil, there is, we 
hear, a movement among 
the little boys of Great Britain in 
favour of presenting all their castor 
oil to poor fishermen who cannot 
afford the luxury. 

Tho fact that* five Paris daily 
papers are at present publishing 
serial stories translated from the 
English ri'minds us of a capital error 
which appeared in some such trans- 
lation a short time ago. The English 
author had written: " ' Ile-he-he ! ' 
laughed Jones." The French paper 
rendered this as: " ' Lui-Iui-lui ! ' 
ria Jones." 

%' 

.\nd the following gem was let drop 



in a French hotel tho other day. 
British tourist to chambermaicl : 
" Donnez-moi de I'eau chaud, s'll 
V0U8 plait — de ires Veau chaud." 
* * 

From Simla comes the news that 
Dr. SvEN Hedin has lost nearly all 
his clothes by fire. He is said to 
have received a congiatulatory tele- 
gram from Miss Maud Allan. 

V 

Answek to a Correspondent. — 
Yes, we believe it to be a fact that 
Terpsichore was called Terps by her 
intimates. 



The White Blava Trade. 

'■ Parcel containing 2 black coals, meil 
la<iy, oveivoiit, 2 overalln, bny 6. sumlries, 
good, IDs."— llazaar, Eitliawje and Mart. 



At the Congress of Comparative 
Religion, Oxford (Sept. 14-19): 

Fiinl Mtmher of Audienee. Is the reader 
ol tba papt^r irhat yau would call a religioua 



" .■Vlsacb - LoBRAiNE." — No; the 
Kaiser did not after all cross the 
French frontier in a motor-car but 
only in a small dirigible 
ballon d'essai; and there 
is no truth in the report 
that a letter was ad- 
dressed by him to Mulev 
Hafid, dated " D<5part- 
ment de Vosges ; Heod- 
quarters of tho Army of 
Occupation." We can 
well understand tho effect 
that such a missive would 
have had upon the im- 
pressionable mind of tho 
Oriental potentate. 



Aubrty (after a teardiinj gaze from 

CAMDIDLT, WIUT 'h TBB HITTER ITItH THE T 

Bruce, "Weu., deab boi, I sitouLD nxv 

ALLDRDia. It IUItDI,T QIVES TOUB FACE 1 



" Saturday was tho tliirly-CrsI 
BQDiversary of the death ol 
Bricham Yonng, the Momioii 
leader, who leltseveuleen wiuUows 
and siity-two children." 

Galicay Ohaercrr. 
One window to every three 
or four chiMrcn seems 
rather a stuffy allowance. 



A Bad Start. 

"St. ViKCE.'iT LiCNCHED. 

Thrilling ReBcues at Sea," 

" Daily Ncica " Poiter. 



"He (Mr. Wilbiir Wri([ht) heard a cracking 
Bound somewhere in hia nuichioe, and he 
diought he had beaten Mr. B'amiau's record." 
The Standard. 
In that case surely the cracking 
sound ought to have come from Mr. 
Farhan's machine. 



Publisher's Annoi^nck- 
HENT. — Forthcoming Hand- 
book r How I can get an 
Old Age Pension. In six 
volumes. Half - morocco, 
143 woodcuts, 81g. Qd. net. 



Pre-natal lufluencea. 
"Tlie HeadmflBlei' will be at home after 
Sept. 15th to interview prospective parouts." 
Ada. in Tlic Sovthporl VisiUr («ic.). 



JonnudUtic Candour. 

"Good Newb fob odh Eeaders. 

With this niunber we finiah tlie sixteenth 

ilotne of The Yoang Wovum. Yot siileen 

years," etc.— 37i« Youiig iroman. 



" RoiAL Adtouobile Clcb. 

Meeting at Norwich. 

Schema to check nceckleas driiiiig," 

Urf/nal yew,-lnler. 
We had no idea that cases of 
" wrackless driving " were at all 
common. 

A Cruel Xxpcwnre. 
" About 3 I..M. a fire broke 

part of the premises of Uessre. , sauiiagH 

and putteil meat makers. Several horses were 
reHCucd."- The Star. 



. in the t 



CommercUl Candour. 

"Wonted, a milk business, to York, with 
3WS or without; without preferred." 

Yorluhire Heral-L 
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HOW PERCY PROPOSED. 

Little as I expected to nee any nioro of Peucy, he 
flew in again the very next day while I was at lunch 
1 guessed at once from the flurried indecision with which 
ho circled about my table, that Bomcthiiig of an uu- 
J) ieasant nature must have happened to him. 

" Don't mind me, dear boy," he said; " I 'm a bit 
upset. Tell you all about it presently, when I 'vc calmed 
down," 

I waited until he became sufficiently collected on thi 
breast of a cold chicken to redeem hia promise. 

"First thing this morning," he began, "those old 
vinegar- bottles of mine " (which, I regret to say, wi 
Percy's disrespectful term for the austere but estimable 
Bee-apinsterB who attended on liim) " routed me on! 
before I was half awake, and as soon as I "d done break- 
fast, began givin' me no end of a wash and brush up. 
Said 1 'd got to be made as presentable as possible, 
because I was to start oft for a neighbourln' State that 
\cry momin' to propose to one of the young Princesses ! 
' Won't it do some other mornin'? ' I said, for I was 
feolin' rather slack. 'No, It icoii'f, so there!' snapi 
Emilv. ' Sooner you 're married and done for the 
better,' puts in Maktii.^. ' But why are you all so jolly 
keen on my marryin'"^ ' I atiked 'em. ' For the good of 
the State, of course,' says Emily. 'If you and y 
brother Drones don't marry, how do you suppose the 
population of thi.") hive is goin' to be kept up?' Plain- 
spoken party, Emily. 'I see,' said I. "'Then, when 
1 marry my Princess, I bring her homo here, and 
set up house together. What? ' ' Nothing of the sort,' 
says Emily. ' As if any foreign Princess would be ad' 
mitted here' She 'd be stabbed to death. After the 
ceremony, she goes back to her own people, naturally.' 
' But, my dear girj,' I said, ' if that 's so, p'raps you '11 
kindly explain how, sujiposiii' there ghoiild happen to be 
any little hostages to fortiine, they 're going to increase 
the birth-rate in this particular hive? ' " 

"And what did Emily say to that?" I asked with 
some curiosity: for, oddly enough, this very difficulty 
had occurred to me in reading Mr. TicKSER EnWARurs' 
explanation of the Worker-bees' motives for tolerating 
Drones. 

" Oh, only somethin' about it.** lieing like my impu- 
dence to question the wisdom of laws that had been 
s-.'ttled ages before I was horn or thought of," said 
Pkrcy. " Cat eh them admittin' tliemseivcs in the 
wmngi But, when you leave these things to be man- 
aged by a pack of old maids, they 're bound to make 
Kiune silly mistake. Well, they bundled me out through 
the gates on to the terrace, and there I found Gus, and 
llRtioiK, and Bkbtie, and a few more of my pais, all of 
'em groomed up to the nines, and no more inclined to 
go courtin' foreign Princesses than I was. Still, as all 
i>ur old sour-faces seemed to make such a point of it, we 
ayived it was be:it to humour 'em. In fact, we jolly 
well couldn't help ourselves, foi' they 'd given us a 
s),ovc-oft before we knew wheie we were. 

" We got to the neighbourin' Bee-state right enough, 
and intntdiiced ourselves and that, and then we were 
presented to the Princesses. A regular bevy they were 1 
And I don't mind tellin' you it was a revelation to me. 
Yoi. see, brought up as I 've been. 1 "d never seen what I 
call a really decent-looking bee — except of course my 
Lady -Mother, who's a fine figure of a bee still, but 
gettin' on, you know. / 'd expected they 'd bo some- 
thing liitc old Loi'isA. And I found they were simply 
rippers! But there was one in particular that bowled 



me over at first sight. The Princess SACt'tiARisSA, her [ 
name was, and the minute 1 saw her I felt myself goin' | 
at every one of my knees. And without wishin' to seem j 
conceited, old fellow," said Percy, stroking what I 
imagine he regarded as his moustache, " I could tell by 
her eyes that she 'd noticed me, don't you know. Per- 
haps you mayn't have heard how these weddin' cere- 
monies are managed? It 's like this . . . ." 

Percy's description of these State functions did not 
differ materially from that given by Mr. Edwabdes. 
That is, there is a kind of aerial Atalanta race, in which 
the suitor swift enough to overtake the flying Princess 
is officially recognised as her Prince Consort. 

" Eeugie, and Bektie, and Gus, and several fellows 
I didn't know." he proceeded, " all decided, like me, to 
go in for Saccharissa; and, as soon as she 'd had a fair 
start, the word was given and oft we all went. She u-ae 
a flier, and ho mistake ! High up in the air, and out of 
sight in no time ! The pace was too hot for most of the 
crowd; they tailed off one after another, till there was 
no one i-eally in the flyin' but Gus, and Reggie, and 
Bertie, and me. I didn't feel much afraid of any of 
'em. 1 know I was goin' fairly strong, and presently 
Eeooie sprained his under-wing, and Gfs tripped up 
over a floating cobweb and had to retire, and there was 
only old Bertie poundin' on alongside, and 1 could see he 
was gettin' blown. And at last he had to give up and 
go home, after wishin' me luck, hke the sportsman 
he is. 

" I was gainin' on Saccharissa with every wing-drive, 
and she knew it, too. But she meant givin' me all the 
trouble she could before she gave in-— downright little 
coquette, she was! I didn't worry; somehow I knew it 
was goin' to be all right. So it wovld have been, if she 
hadn't dodged just at the moment when I thought I was 
going to catch her up. That wouldn't have signified, only 
she was looking back over her shoidder at me, and 
didn't see where she was goiu', I suppose. Anyhow, 
she dodged right into the open bill of a great beast of a 
bird. . . . And that was the end of her! " 

Condoling with a bereaved lover who has just lost his 
intended bride in the inside of a bird is necessarily a 
delicate business; but I said all that could be said. 

" Yes," said Percy, " it was pretty sickenin'. What? 
Though, eomo to think of it, it might have been wome. 
It might have been me! " 

I was a little disappointed in him, though I admitted 
that of course there n-as that way of looking at the 
matter. 

"You see," he continued, " knowin' all 1 do now 
has set me thinkin'. Chances are, if 1 had married her, 
she'd have been a merry widow by this time! Be- 
cause, it 's rather a rum thing, but there were several of 
these Stute weddin's this mornin', and from all / make 
out, not a blessed bridegroom has got home alive ! If 
that 's matrimony, old Emily and Maktoa might have 
given me the tip beforehand! I as.sure you, old fellow, 
it 's quite shaken my nerve. Most awful narrow escape 
I 've had! " 

! recottcetcd that in The Lore of the Honey-Bee the 
inevitable death of the accepted suitor appeared to be 
the one cloud upon the complete felicity of the honey- 
moon. 

" You 'II find some honey on the table, Percy," I 
said. " Try a drop of that." 

He clambered on to the edge of the neat wooden case, 
and inspected its contents with the eye of an expert. 

" If they 've told you that '» honey," he said, " they *ve 
taken you iu, dear old chap. It 's Aphis syrup — if it 
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THE UNIVERSAL CONGBATULATOR. 

(TnY Our Firm. Aij, VicrrmiFJ PimMm.Y AcKsowi.RiiiiEn.) /-■-■ i 
AIuLEY Hafid. -DEAU ME! HAVEN'T I HEARD OF A TELKGRAM ROMETHINO LIKfi '^n^BEFOl 
AND COMING FROM THE SAME QUARTER? " 
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HARD TO PLEiiSE. 

Hoy. "Dok't sit thebe, Sir. That seiT's broke." 

2>«(y 0/d Gtnt/onan. "Hcbph! In irr vooso outs bovb h 



ain't Bome beastly fake. Not that it it was the genuine 
article it would be any uae to me. The old girls took 
good care not "to teach me how to feed myself — afraid 
1 should be gettin' too independent of 'em! I expect 
they '11 be a bit surprised to see me tumin' up again 
But they can't aay it 's my fault. I did my beet. And 
in common decency they ought to give me time to get 
over thia affair before they start me off courtin' any more 
Princessea. What ? " ' 

" But when they do, Percy," I asked, " what then? 

He made a movement with one of his eye-facets that 
seemed to be intended as a wink. 

"Well," he said, "if I ever do go after a Princess 
again, I shouldn't wonder if some other fellow got ahead 
of me. But I shall put in most of the time with you, 
old boy, if you don't mind bavin' me." 

I assured him ho would always find a welcome. 

" Thanks," he said. " Fact is, I 'm rather off matri- 
mony. Too much responsibility and risk and that, 
And now I must be gettin' back to my old acidulated 
drops. They won't find it so jolly easy as they fancy 
to get me married and settled I " 

Perhaps Percy was a little deficient in feeling, but, 
after all, there was some excuse for him. I wondered 
whether he would contrive to wmain much longer in a 
state of ceUbacy. And I had my doubts. F, A. 

A Chaace for the I<itUe Ones. 
" WANTED, Jam Fin ishera.— Apply at once."— Ewninj .Vcm. 



A CONFESSION. 

Oft have I felt the pangs of Cupid's dart 
When Owen's sweet accents thrilled mo to the core, 
Or when with Aileen I have lingered o'er 

Some fond farewell until a rather tart 

Reminder from her mother scared my heart. 
What vows of constancy to Dot I swore I 
And yet in those dear memories of yore 

Elsa, thou hast a place, distinct, apart. 

Was it, you ask, a case of " loved and lost "? 
Did she, so delicately gowned and gloved. 
Spurn my rough hand and curtly bid me go? 
Is that the explanation? Heavens 1 no; 

'Tis this: of all my flames thou, Elsa, wast 
The only girl I never really loved ! 



Food for Babsa. 

I children's night tliere (KViiriogton Theatre) will I* o 



The naturalist of The WeshuinBtfT Gar.cHe notes, 
among " Baffling Phenomena," " the case of the 
regeneration of the lens of the eye of the tadpole of the 
salamander." But there was something very nearly as 
" baffling " about the recent case of the revival of the 
hair of the tail of the dog of the nurse of the eh'ld of the 
Wild Man of Borneo. 
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THROUGH A MAMA FACTORY. 

" I WILL show jou over our worku 
with pleasure," said the Manager of 
the Melodrama Trading and Manu- 
facturing Co., Ltd. ■' We are excep- 
tionally busy just now, as the hurri- 
cane success of Pete at the Lyceum 
hns brought us in a number of rush 
ordei-s for rechauffea. In particular, 
our staff are working overtime on a 
new version of The Rubber Km^." 

'■ The Rubber King J " 1 queried. 

" Formerly known as The Silver 
King, but it has, of course, to be 
brought out under a new title. If 
our men keep up to schedule time " 
— the Manager fingered a time-sheet 
thoughtfully — " same wi]lj)e finished 
inside of four days. Would you care 
to hear how we put a rush job 
through? " 

" Certainly." 

" Tho scenario is planned out by 
myself in consultation with our chief 
carpenter, chief electrician and pro- 
perty manager. Then the scenes are 
divided up, each being marked with 
the proper job number to prevent any 
mistake in the assembling rooin, and 
given out to the head of our com- 
posing department for distribution 
amongst his staff. If you will step 
this way you will see the department 
at work." 

A deafening click and whirr of 
typewriters swept in through the 
opened door. Rows of shirt-sleeved 
young men were tap-tapping fever- 
ishly on their machines, deep in the 
throes of composing dialogue to suit 
the brief directions handed out to 
them. I read over the shouldere of 
one: "Heroine imiAorcs hmihand to 
quit drinking. He curses. Pile it 
••n thick." Small boys were scurry- 
ing about eollectinji; sheets of type- 
written matter and handing them 
through a wire grating to other young 
men wielding formidable blue pencils 
and paste -brushes. 

" These," said the Manager, point- 
ing to the young men behind the 
grating, " are the retouchers. The 
gentleman on the right is our topical 
specialist. His business is to sec 
that all questions of the moment 
receive due mention in tho play. 
You will remember that in the first 
sceno of The Rubber King the hero 
is discovered in a drinking and gamb- 
ling den. This gives an opportunity 
for some observations on tho Licen- 
sing Bill. Hand me section U.K. 1a, 
Mr. ToMPKixsoN. Yes, here we are. 
The hero raises his glass of beer and 
cries, 'A toant, gfuilcmenl Here 'n 
/iroaiicritij to us all, and handx off 
the People's beer!' That will go 



down well. Again, in the third 
scene leading up to the great motor- 
car accident ..." 

" I don't remember a motor-car 
accident in tho play," I put in. 

" That 's right. In the original 
the hero escapes after the murder in 
a railway train which is smashed up 
in a collision. But of course we have 
brought all that up to date. In the 
t'reat motor-car scene — a magnificent 
spectacle this will be — we get some 
observations on the speed limit.- Mr. 
ToMPKiNSON, section R.K. 3c, please. 
Ah, this is it : — 

One of the VillainB. Drive like the 
wind, chauffeur! We must be at 
Livei-pool ere the dawn ! 

Chauffeur. What about the speed 
limit, sir? 

Villain. Curses on the speed limit ! 
It is made for babes and' sucklings. 
For us there is no speed limit. Death 
to whomsoever crosses our path to- 
night ! 

•' How they will hiss that! Then 
the gentleman on his left is our 
sentiment specialist. It is his busi- 
ness to see that the sentimental 
speeches are put in with a broad 
brush. In the scene where the 
deserted wife is turned out into the 
snow with the twins in her arms. . . " 

■' Twins? " I asked. 

■' Yes. Clearly it is up to me to 
go one better than the popular baby 
in Pete, so I have made it twins. 
Bright idea that, isn't it? Hand me 
section U.K. .'iB, Mr. Mcggridge. . . . 
Here wo are: — 

Heroine. Monster, would you turn 
my children out to die in yonder 
snow? Is this the justice of Eng- 
land, the land of the free? 

Bniliff. It is the law. 

Heroine. Then so much tho woise 
for the law! If it is the law to 
oppress a weak woman and murder 
her innocent babes, then I say again, 
so much worse for the law ! ! " 

"Is that quite logical?" I 
hazarded. 

" It doesn't really matter," re- 
plied the Manager carelessly. " The 
People like it, and that 's all we have 
to look to. The great heart of the 
People is tho only standard of criti- 
cism, whatever the bitter-hearted 
blatherskites who write rubbish in 
the papei-8 may say. . . , But per- 
haps you would like to pass on to 
some of our other departments — the 
assembling room, where the different 
parts of the play are joined up in 
proper order (highly jmportant, this, 
as mistakes have occurred); or the 
liming room, where we rehearse tho 
play with gramophone dummies and 



prepare time-sheets for the actors ; or 
the stock-room, where we house our 
raw material." 

'■ I should like to see over the 
last," i replied. 

It pro\'ed to be a large rooni 
stocked with highly -varnished filing 
cabinets prominently marked with 
tho headings of their contents. 
" Law " occupied one entire wall of 
the room, and was subdivided into 
" Unwritten," "Divorce," " Mar- 
riage^ — Foreign," " Breach of Pro- 
mise," "Murder," "Wills," and 
many others. A cabinet marked 
" Epigrams ' caught my eye, and I 
asked to be allowed to look into its 
(ion tents. Receiving permission, I 
read out at random some of tho type- ; 
written slips it contained: — I 

" The man that raises his hand 
against a woman is unworthy of the 
nume of nian. 

London is a wicked city. 

What is home without a baby ? 

When I die your name will be 
found engraven on my heart. 

Yours until death do us part. 

On mv head let the punishment 
foil. 

My life shall be consecrated to 
a ton em out. 

Love is a wonderful thing," 

" We keep a man entirely on the 
job of composing these," said the 
Manager complacently. 

I looked at the cabinet -heading 
again. " Are they in the right 
cabinet?" I asked somewhat diffi- 
dently. 

"Why, yes! What else would 
you call them? " 

I passed on hastily to another 
topic. " Is your business confined to 
njelodrama? " 

" We do pantos as a side line," 
replied the ilanager, " but prices are 
bemg cut too fine nowadays to show 
much profit. Our poetry department 
is mainly responsible for the panto 
wording, and in the slack season we 
turn them on to Christmas crackers. 
Then we are starting an election 
speech department — it will be in good 

" Any particular political side? " 1 
asked. 

The Manager seemed amused. 
" The side that 's most popular is 
the side that represents the People's 
will, and that 's our side, you bet, all 
the time." 



" .Mit. Keir HARme's Missaf. 



Daily il'iil. 
Silly prejudice might have made out 
that it was the boy who had tho 

mishap. 



Seitemde. ic, 1308,1 "PUKCH, OR TUB LONDON CHARIVARI. 



THE LIFE SPHERVCKt. 

It was a bcftutiful Si.'ptt>iiibur day, 
and \vc floated eottly over green 
Surrey. 

" And this is England! " said my 
friend. " I am indeed glad to be 
here at last, and to eome in such a 
way." 

■' You could not," I Baid, " have 
clioseu a more novel or entertaining 
means o( seeing the country for the 
first time." 

We leaned over the edge of the 
basket and loolted down. The earth 
was spread out lilte o map: we could 
see the shape of every meadow, pene- 
trate every chimney. 

" How beautiful," said my Wend. 
" How orderly and precise. No 
wonder you conquered the world, you 
ilnglish. How unresting j'ou nuiflt 
be I But what," he went on, "is 
the empIo.\Tiient of those men there, 
on that jrreat space ? Are they prac- 
tising warfare ? See how they walk 
in couples, followed by small boys. 
One Ktnps, The boj' gives him a 
wrapon. He seems to he addressing 
himself to the performance of a 
delicate rite. See how he waves his 
hands. He has struck something. 
See how they all move on together; 
what purpose in their stride! It is 
the same all over the place— men in 
pairs, pursuing or striking, and boys 
following. Tell me what they are 
doing. Are they tacticians? " 

"No," I said, "they are merely 
playing goH. That plain is called a 
f;r)lf hnkti. There are hundreds like 
that in England. It is a game, a 
recreation. These men are resting, 
recreating. You cannot see it be- 
cause it is so small, but there is a 
little white ball which they hit." 

" The pursuit has no other pur- 
pose".'" Bsiied my friend. "It 
teaches nothing? It does not lead 
to military skill? " 

" No," I said. 

He was silent for a while and then 
ho pointed again. " See," he said, 
" that field with the white figures. 
I have noticed so many. What are 
they doing? One man runs to a sjwt 
i\nd waves his arm; another, soi 
ilistance away, waves a club at son. 
thing. -Then he runs and another 
runs. They cross. They cross ag 
Some of the other figures run 
What does that mean? That surely 
is practice for warfare? " 

"No," I said, "that is cricket. 
t'ricket is also a game. There are 
thousands of fields like that nil over 
Kngiand. They are merely playing 
fur amusement. The man who 
waved his arm bowled a ball; the 
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I'm tijekkin' tuey just gi 



THE HIGHLANDS. 



man who waved his club hit it. You 
eannot see the ball, but it is there." 

He was silent again. A little later 
he drew my attention to another 
field. "What is that?" he. said. 
" There are men and girls with clubs 
ftll running among each other. Surely 
that is war. See how they smite! 
What Amazons! No wonder Eng- 
land leads the way' " 

" No," I said, ■' that is hot-key. 
Another game," 

" And is there a ball there too? " 
he asked. 

" Yes," I sold, " a ball." 

" But see the garden of that 
house," he remarked; "that is not 
lioekey. There are only four, but 
two are women. They also leap 
about and run and wave their arms. 
Is there a ball there? " 

" Yes," I said, " there is a ball 
there. That is lawn tennis." 



" But the white lines," he said. 
" Is not that, perhaps, out-door 
mathematics? That surely may help 
to serious things? " 

"No," I said; "another game. 
There are millions of such gardens in 
England with similar hnes. " 

Yes," he said, for we were now- 
over Surbiton, " I see them at this 
nioment by the score." 

We passed on to Ixtndon. It was 
at that time of September when foot- 
ball and cricket overlap, and there 
was not only a crowded cricket match 
at the Ovul but an even more 
ci-owded football match at Black- 
heath. I foresaw trouble. 

My friend caught sight of the Oval 
first. "Ah," he said, " you deceived 
me. For here is your cricket again, 
played amid a vast concourse. How 
can you call it a gaitif? These 
crowds would not come to see a game 
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played, but. would play one them- 
Belves. It must be more than you 
said ; it must be a form of tactics 
that can help to retain England's 
supremacy, and these men are here 
to learn." 

" No," I said, " no. It is just a 
game. In England we not only like 
to play games but to see them 
played." 

It was then that he noticed Black- 
heath. " Ah, now I have you 1 " he 
cried. " Here is another field and 
another crowd; but this is surely a 
battle. See how they dash at each 
other. And yes, look, one of them 
has had his head cut ofF and the 
others kick it. Splendid! " 

"No," I said, "that is no head, 
that is a ball. Just a ball. It is a 
game, like the others." 

He groaned. "Then I cannot 
see," he said at last, " how England 
won her victories and became 
supreme." 

" Ah," said I, " at the time that 
England war winning her victories 
and chmbing into supremacy few or 
no games wore played. The ball had 
not then conquered us." 

"THE OBEY UNDERWORLD." 
III. — Setu Latimer's Wife, 

PoNKER tells me that quite a lot 
of people in the Grey Underworld- 
nice, intellectual - looking people ■ 
spend hours and hours sitting about 
in public gardens doing nothing {7 
think they are composing answers to 
acrostics; but that by the way), and 
it occurred to him that if he could 
get some of them to tell their life 
histories it might help them to pass 
the leaden hours, and would, inci- 
dentally, greatly benefit his book. 

So be took to haunting disused 
burial-grounds and other picasaun 
but found that most of the people 
there preferred to pass the leaden 
hours in silent meditation, with occa- 
sional intervals for light refreshment: 
and he was getting very much dis- 
couraged when Setu Latimer filled 
him with hopes of "copy." 

PoN'KER came across Seth in 
garden belonging to a dingy square. 
This garden, he tells me, is governed 
by a prison warder administering a 
code of 149 by-laws. (Well, per- 
haps not a prison warder really ; but 
a bad - tempered person with post- 
man's trousers.) It is hemmed id 
by vicious-looking spears, and con- 
tains a fountain basin — too shallow 
to serve the turn of the dejected 
people whom it tills with thoughts of 
suicide — and a statue of an alderman 
by -some anonymous miscreant. 



Into this elysium stepped Seth 
Latimer one afternoon as the clock 
■ the mausoleum on the north side 
of the square (a church, I suspect, 
though PoNKER thinks not) struck 
the hour of one. He came out of a 
house in the square, carrying a black 
hand-bag, and he walked with an 
air of angry determination to a seat 
beside the fountain basin, opened the 
bag, and ate about a pound of ham 
sandwiches. Then he went back to 
the house again. 

PoNKER was only mildly interested 
at first. He thought it a pity that 
lass feehng should be strong enough, 
iven in such a dingy square, to pre- 
vent people from inviting the piano- 
tuner to share their midday meal 
with them — especially as Seth, who 
was a refined - looking old fellow, 
seemed to .take it to heart so much. 

But when Setd Latimer (of course 
the name was merely coined for him 
by Ponkee)— when Seth Latimer 
(PoNKER says the name fitted him 
to a T) repeated the same perform- 
ance at one next day, it became 
evident that he lived in the square, 
and was not & piano-tuner at all. 
Of course, thought Ponkeb, it might 
be some new kind of open-air cure ; 
but the chances were against it, be- 
cause fads are generally confined to 
the idle rich. 

It was not until a little later, when 
PoNKER was contemplating the gold- 
fish in the basin, that the explanation 
of it flashed across his mind, and he 
saw that Seto Latimer was the hero 
of a delightfully sordid little domestic 
drama. 

His shiny frock-coat was sufficient 
evidence that life had not gone too 
well with him, and things hod, per- 
haps, been at their very worst when 
his wife came unexpectedly into a 
little money. Being a woman of 
coarse fibre she had taunted him 
from that time forth with his de- 
pendence upon herself, till at' last his 
proud, sensitive nature was goaded 
beyond endurance, and he cried out 
in his bitterness of spirit: " Woman 
never more will I take bite or sup 
beneath your roof." 

PoNKEH was so pleased with 
discovery that he began prodding at 
the gold-fish, in an absent-minded 
way, with the point of his umbrelli 
and the prison warder came and told 
him that he had made himself liable, 
under By-law 119, to forty shillings 
or a month. (I 'm not quite sure. 
but I rather think there was eveL 
some bint of corporal punishment.) 

But PoNKER was not gomg to be 
put off the trail of " copy " by a 
man in postman's trousers; and on 



the third day he found himself sitting 
side by side with Seth Latimer, on 
a scat upon which they were both i 
forbidden to carve their names under 

penalty of £5. (This, however, was 
no hardship, as Ponker designed to 
send his name and Seth's down to 
posterity in a far more enduring 
fashion. The whole world should 
weep over that attenuated figure 
with the pathetic black bag.) 

Seth opened his bag wearily, ate a 
mouthful of sandwich, and then — 
and then such a look of dumb agony 
came over his face that Poneer's 
heart ached for him. Suddenly it 
must have been home in upon Seth 
that, though he might eat in the 
garden, his food was none the less of 
his wife's providing. (Why hadn't 
he thought of this before? I don't 
know; one can't think of evei^thing, 
I suppose.) 

He could not eat it. It choked 
him. With deft aim he fiung the 
ham sandwiches of dependence in 
among the gold-fish, infringing I 
know not how many by-laws. 

Then his eye met Fomker's. 

" Young man," he said, " if ever 
you marry, you put your foot down, 
and don't you allow any spring- 
cleaning. There 'a my house, now, 
so poisoned with the smell of varnish 
(hat I can't eat in it. But when it 
comes to putting ^ench polish on 
ham sandwiches 1 " 

PoNKER expressed his sympathy, 
and 1 know he would do it In a nice 
and gentlemanlike way; but he was 
a little low that evening. Why, oh, 
why would not people rise to that 
pitch of misery which home and 
foreign realists had taught him to 
believe was the common inheritance 
of dwellers in mean streets? 



Tbe Sanger of a Little Ziearjiiiig. 

"HuonibBl is a new name for Mr. Geo. 
Kenwick. Thia auggeBtion will prabably slicb 
to Ihe Tariff IteFonn csrididate. It makes sai^h 
an iDterestiog pictnre. full of subtle sagKestioii 
for the cartooniHt. Mr. Oeoi;ge Kenwick in 
lOffo viiitia — we will rave him tbe full adult 
privilege— aBBauhing the galea of Newcastle 
or attempting to squeeze hie Tariff Beform 
wooden horse iuaide the citadel." 

Northern Echo. 
None of Mr. Punch's cartoonists is 
prepared to avail himself of this 
"subtle suggestion." 



The Kaiser is reported to be 
annoyed -because none of the German 
aristocracy has at present married 
any of the girls in His Imperial 
Majesty's Sardanapalus ballet. Ho 
does not care for the Fatherland to 
be shown up as inferior to Great 
Britain in this or any other matter, 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 



Kalitte (to Sportsman, at rloae o/ a bla»h after 



THE SINS OF THE FATHERS. 

[" It ma}- pprhaps be diCBcult nFler an much laxily to ya\\ ouraclveit 
toother, but it ib not bI nil im|iossible. At any rnlp. let iih save oiir 
children from n similar uiMntinlii'il nnd rextlean kind of exiKteni^ by 
tesctiing thpm from Imbyhood t!io Irup joy of »?lf-mnstpiy. (if iliKci|>liiie, 
•nrl of ihouglil for otbers, fessiiiiH to be enforced, if neceasary. by 
wholesomo nud just cbaslisenient," — " Priry Vouiicitlor" in '■ The Daily 
Hail" on "The Srnae of Du(y."J 

I ADMIT the acc'iisntion that, icfjardcd as & nation, 

A'c 're developing a toiideru'j to go it ; 
We 've been given up as hopeless, and. as years elapse, 
we cope less 
With onr vices — we itre detadent, and know it I 
But it 'h still within our power, if we really try, to dower 
All our children with tlie virtues that we 're lacking — 
Both by dint of moral siiaBiou, nnd, of course, on due 
occasion, 
By judleious, whoksoiiie, necessary whacking 1 
If my wife and I are seedy (the ("csult ot being greedy) 

When wo 've supped at. eo6tly enfea two or three times 
In a style we didn't ongliter, then IioriSR, our little 
daughter, 
la deprived of jam at just as many tea-tuncfi: 
And our mannors may be iKxirish, and our taste in 
dressing poorish, 
HliU. if Baby Derrick doesn't wear his bib aright, 
Then the naughty little sinner gets no pudding with his 
dinner — 
For no child of ours shall ever be a aybaiite ! 
Though I 'm getting on for fiftv, I am anvthing but 
thrifty— 
I am prodigal and reckless, to be truthful; 



But I often stop remittance ot my soq'b half-termly 
pittance. 
Just to teach him careful habits while he 's youthful; 
And whenever dissipation brings a harsh comnuinication 

From the company with whom I do my banking, 
Then, in tones austere and gloomy, do I call my 
children to me 
And proceed to give them each a thorough spanking 1 
Though a course of bread-and-butler may constrain 
I.dCisB to utter 
Protestations set to weird, chromatic waihugs. 
And though Pail and Babs, iu comers, howl like 
Oriental mourners, 
Htiil, you jiiHsf correct hereditary tailings: 
And, in moments of distraction, it 'b a source of satis- 
faction 
Thus to visit your offences on a nipper ; 
W^heii you know your duty clearly is to kick yoiireelt 
severely. 
You can take it out of Cosmo with a slipper! 
Though your task may seem appalling, not to say 
distinctly galling. 
For I find that, having been discreetly smitten. 
Paul and Bars are in the habit of belabouring theli- 
rabbit. 
While Louise proceeds to bash the Persian kitten. 
Still, by strenuous endeavour, we may tench our children 



To be like their naughty 
Using means at once pr 
incentive 
To a lite ot self-control and thought for others 



ires and silly motiiers ; 
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THE NEW CULTURE. 



"Miia sr, HioiHE." 



TO X. y. z. 

(Aullioi- rj the ■■ Loiido.. Ultfr - In " The DaUy Nttn.") 
Drab X, Y. Z., how do jou do it, pray? 
How get tliat story at vour column 'a foot 
Freeh every dayi" Fresh as n Norman egg? 
What dogs jour friends muBt bf, what TucoHtevrtl 
But tell me how you do it; how obtain 
This absolutelj regular supply. 
For punctually as the rising sun. 
Or, in these days of gloom, we '11 say the milk. 
Your story to the printer's hands is given 
That readers of The Daihj News may roar. 
I seem to see them in their Claphara homes. 
Around the Bourneville tables, cocoa spread, 
And in the dense constituencies of 
Messrs. L. G. Chiozza-Money and 
WiLsov, P. W., their aching sides 
Holding in fierce hyaterical delight. 
Nothing can check the storm ; each morn it comes ; 
Each evening we anticipate the next. 
Here, for example, is a recent jest: 
To-day's slnry. "Did you evtr nolice any firearms in the house?" 

(1x1 toroiifr askoJ a dcttiipsiie servant at a Dublin inquest (he oilier day. 

" YcB," replied llie girl, " there were two air-guus," 

Isn't that good? (Tour ribs, sir, hold them fast, 
Or what the consequeaces who shall say ? 
Madam, I pray you seize a neighbouring prop 
Or doctor's bills will certainly ensue.) 



The point? Why, here 's the point for all astray : 

A gun of atr cannot be arm of fire. 

'Twas well one laughed at once or there 's a chance 

One might be still as sober as a judge 

(Not Darling, no, nor Plowden; but the rest). 

That is the wonderful hypnotic skill 

Which you exert . yoi-r stories make us laugb 

Long ere we study if the laughter 's due. 

How you must be desired of hostesses ! — 
" Dear X. Y. Z.," 1 seem to see cr.u write, 
" Now don't refuse, you dear, dehghtful man, 
Eut come to-morrow, half-past stwen ptecise. 
And bring the very latest jokes with you. 
1 '11 lake no word but Yes, Como — with the jokee, 
And if you have none rob another school." 

How nice to be as popular as that ! 



A Cruel Biaappoiiitmeiit. 
"The eiecution of Ali El-Arabi ban Ijeen postponed by Ibe authori- 
ties owing to the Parquet-tJeueral having received several telegmms 
which sho«-ed that the woiild be victim is quite innocent" 

Bgj/flum Gaxtllt. 

The Invcrgordon Times, commenting on the contents 

of ChatnbcTB'a Journal for September, states that 

" Mr. Uenry W. Lucy writes pleaannlly alxnit ' New Jerusalem.' " 
Afr. Punch was not aware that his Toby, who has views 
on New Journalism, had been taking these higher 
flights. He declines all respousibilily in the matter. 
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"WITHOUT A STAIN ON THEIE CHARACTERS. 

QjNKRAL BooTB ASD Mn. JoHS Bdbks. "YOU SEE BEFORE YOU TWO CONDEMNED CRIMINALS." 

Mr. I'ukui. "WELL, I SHOULDN'T WORRY ABOUT TH.\T." Bora. "WE DON'T." 

[(Jeuoral BcHrrii anJ Mr. Jons Bvrns hove bwu tl* obJKts of severe criiicigin at tlie Tr»<If9 Uuion Congrces] 



y Google 



, 1908.1 PtJl^CH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVABL 



ScESH—TeaSliop at Seaa'ule. 
Avprictor fia Lady tourut, trho htu ordtml a bmt, find tented heraelf at a raeiti 



lablt). " EscosE ME, MiHS J Etna don't bit!" 



DISCURSIONS. 

DlVlNB PatLOSOPHY. 
I MET my triond, the pale young Btouk jobber, again 
yesterday, find found him, as usual, very commuuica- 
tivo. He had complained of the weather, and I had 
ventured some commonplace about philosophers being 
independent of weather conditions. He looked at me 
with Bome alarm, as though be had suddenly met a 
ferocious animal, and began: "No larks," ho said. 
" You 're not one of those philosopher chap3, are youV 
No, I thought not. Fact is 1 don't want to meet any 
more of them. I only knew one, and tiiat was enough. 
Ho just about fed mo up with philosophers for the rest 
of my hfe. Hince then I 've done with them. If I hear 
u fellow talking about philosophers I tell him I 'm not 
taking any. 



" How did it happen? I 'II tell you. There was 
a chap used to travel on this lino, a skinny fellow with 
a pasty face and a queer sort of nose. It started with 
a hook and then finished with a snub — funniest sight 
you over saw. He hadn't got a hair on his face — never 
had had — and he wore a wig. It was a ripping wig, all 
brown and wavy, but it didn't fit very well at the back, 
BO you could Bpot it directly. He didn't snioko and he 
didn't talk much, and I never saw him with a news- 



paper. When a chap said. 

Lady Gwendolen's divorce 

the drinking habits of marquises,' he just looked up in 

a sniffy kind of way. as if he didn't want to be bothered, 

and then got to work at his book again. He was always 

reading some book or other covered up in brown paper. 



" I fancy he was something in the banking line, bul 
I 'm not sure. Anyhow he looked like a banker — pom- 
pous, you know, and very high and mighty, as if fellows 
on the Stock Exchange were mere wonm; to him. I 
didn't cotton to the beggar — none of us did — but after a 
time nobody took much notice of him when he got into 
our carriage, and we just went on with our talk and 
jokes as if he wasn't there. Even old ' What price Joe ' 
couldn't draw him out, and it was no good any of us 
trying if Joe Buller eouldu't bring it off. Generally it 
was the Bank of England to a blue monkey on Jor in a 
game of that kind, but I suppose we all have our 
failures. 



" Well, oJic day I was coming home early by a 
different train. 1 was alone in the carriage, and just as 
the train had started 1 saw thiti banker fellow legging 
it along the platform as if he wanted to burst the world's 
record. He chucked himself against my carriage, tore 
open the door and got himself half in, when he slipped. 
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I hnd Iiim bj' the collur in no time and dragged him in 
on the floor just as all the guards and porters were on 
to him.- It was a near thing, and 1 wasn't sure at first 
he hiidii't left a leg or two behind him. He wasn't 
too sure o£ it himself either, but after he 'd taken stock 
of himself and got his breath and pulled his wig straight 
he began to thank mo twenty-four to th'c dozen and call 
me his preserver and tommy-rot of that kind. 



" One thing led. to another, and before we 'd finished 
that trip I found out he was a philosopher. He 'd 
written a book; First Prittciplea of Ethics, by Hekry 
Lazekby, was its name. I 've got it at home some- 
where — lie gave it to me — but I couldn't get through a 
page of it. It was all stuff I 'd never heard of before 
and never want to hear of again — systems and codes and 
things— and the liugo made yoii red in the face with not 
understanding it. Lazknby was very hard on some of 
the other philosophers—' poisonous reptiles ' he called 
them. He said he belonged to a school that was bound 
to beat all the rest. I thought he meant Eton or 
Harrow, but ho told mo it was a school of philosophy. 
They call themselves schools when two" or three of them 
get together and find out that all the other chaps 
who "ve been at it beforo havo got hold of the muddy 
end of the stick. 



" Of course I didn't get this out of bim all at one go. 
After I 'd saved his bnlly life I took a sort of fancy to 
the beggar and used to see a good deal of him one way 
or another. It made me feel a bit superior, you know, 
to talk to bim before the other follows and see them 
open their mouths when he gave old Aristotle beans. 
He was a Greek chap or something of that sort, but 
Lazekby said his day was past. At last one day he said 
he "d like to get me interested in a meta- something or 
other^yes, that 's the word, metaphysics — and would 
I dine with him and spend the night? I was a young 
foot in those days, and I accepted. 



" You never saw such a place as he lived in — a great 
ramshackle kind of barn jvith books all over it. His 
wife WHS worse than Lazkntiy. She was the boniest 
old scarecrow 1 ever met outside a political meeting, and 
she 'd got an eye on her that looked right through you 
and dried you up. And what do you think we had for 
dinner? Nuts, great Scott ! Kuts and vegetable 
omelets and bean cutlets and mesa of that sort; and 
there thev were both of 'em, quarrelling like cats over 
some blt-sLd phdosophcr while I was starving and 
preteudui„ to hi l their home-brewed ginger-beer. It 
made me so ill 1 touldn't go to London next day, and I 
made out I lost a thou through not being in the 'market. 
That settl d m and 1 didn't go on with his philosophy 
after that He shifted Ills quarters to Kent a month 
later, and I haM-ii t mot him for yeai-s, I 'm glad to 



Some Modem Be-inventiona. 

The Daily Express, after reporting the up-lo-date 
features of the German Army ftJanceuvres — the motor 
cycles and the portable wireless apparatus — sums up the 
picture with the folloH'ing historicr.] reflection : — 

"111 tlip kioijpviiincl were Bmn|w of liliw-bbiiBed, half- Krencli 
reasniito, some of whom, peHinps, hail iritiipuRwl siniilnr Bcenes, umier 
Btpmet coiiditioiiH, thirly-eight years ago." 

It is an awful thought that these useful devices may 
once more perish in the next European war and hi 
to be invented all over again. 



HUSBANDS AND WIVES. 

[Strniigply divcrgpiil views upon tlic dulies of wives toiiardij clieir . 
huBbnade emerge from tlie rorrespoudeure on " Sport and Hntluuids " 
which tias been appearing iu Tlif Daily Mirror.] 

I. 

When Jenny was wedded to Will, said she : 
" A dutiful wife I mean to be ; 
His every thought, his every care, 
His every sorrow I hope to share. 
No thought shall William entertain 
That is not known to his loving Janb, 
His sport shall be my sport and he 
Shall never want anyone else but me." 

Now Will bad no thought in the world but one— 
To kill and slay with his deadly gun ; 
He tramped the stubbles, be tramped the heather 
Ruthlessly slauglUering fur and feather. 
So Jenny, though little addicted to sport. 
Like a dutiful wife, had her skirts cut short. 
And all day long over holt and bill 
Wearily toiled at the heels of Will. 

Kaiu and sun and sun and rain 
Beat on the face of the dutiful Jane 
Till her skin grew leathery, coarse and black, 
Her coat himg down like a shapeless sack, 
Her hands were knotted, her fingers twisted 
And her feet the hugest that ever existed. 
With aching hmbs she trudges still 
Wearily, wearily after Will, 

While he, depressed by the terrible blight of her. 
Shudders whenever he catches a sight of her. 

II. 

When Kitty was wedded to Tom, said she : 
" A spoilt little wife I mean to be; 
I don't care a rap what the world may say, 
I mean to make sure of my own sweet way. 
And instead of my slaving for Tom I 'II see 
That he is the veriest slave to me." 

Scarce bad the wedding-bell chimes grown faint 
When Kitty contracted a new complaint. 
A sort of a kind of a curious feeling 
That seemed to defy all hopes of healing: 
It baffled the doctors' diagnosis 
And called for sofas and restffil poses, 
W'bat it might be no man could say ; 
It came and went in a curious way. 
If dinners and dances were on the tapis 
Kitty grew suddenly well and happy. 
But if household cares began to worry 
Kitty relapsed in the greatest hurry. 
Sank on a sofa and closed her eyes 
And wrung Tom's heart with her deep-drawn s^rgha. 

At first Tom sometimes felt a wish 
To gallop or golf or shoot or fish. 
But it he indulged such a selfish whim 
Kitty was sure to be even with him, 
For when he returned he would find ln-r l\ing, i 

Stretched on the sofa and all but dying, | 

Robed in a peignoir that fitted nattilj. 
Crying for brandy and en} roiaUle. 
So it continued tor several days 
Till TiiM was weaned from his wicked ways, 
And now in liis holidays lie is tied 
To his darling Kittikin's sofn-side 
Feeding her up with chicken and jelly, ^^ ; 
Ami reading aloud from Miss Cokf.lli. 
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THE BRIDEGROOM'S TROUSSEAU: OR, THE NEWEST JOURNALISM. 

I fdbtucohim: bhide, aud of uiouinu ti 



OUR STKENUOUS STATESMEN. 

In welcome contrast to all the talk 
of decadence mid physical deteriora- 
tion by which we are daily beset 
aie tho evidences of courage, stamina 
ftnd agiiity recently furnished by 
leading liiberal politicians. 

Only the other day we read in the 
papei-s of ilr. John Bukss running 
all the way from Putney to Hammer- 
smith Britlge with an Australian 
sculler, and The Daily ChronicU of 
the Oth inst. i-clated how Mr. Llovd- 
Gkokoi-:, while fishing, killed a Bnahe 
n yard long on the river bank. 

These, however, are by no means 
i related instances of the exhibition 
of the manly virtues by our rulers, as 
tho following interesting information, 
supplied at enormous cost by our 



Special Correspondents, will ubund- 
antly show. 

Thus on Friday last, at Slains 
Castle, Mr. Asquith was serenaded 
by four pipers tor the space of half 
an hour without uttering a single 
murnuir. 

Quito recently, while bathing at n 
well-known watering-place, Mr. Hal- 
DAVE was attacked by a porpoise, but 
beat oft his finny foe with several 
we 11 -pi an ted trudgcon strokes and 
swam to shore uninjured. 

Dr. Machamara, M.l'., whose de- 
votion to golf is notorious, while 
playing a rotnid last Tuesday on a 
well-known provincial course, hooked 
his drive badly into a spinney and 
stunned a young luminous owl so 
badly that the bird had to be revived 
with a strong jonim of sloe gin. 



Lord C.vRuixoTox, who was the 
principal speaker at a great Radical 
jiunboreo at High Wycombe on 
W'ednestlay last, took part in the 
athletic sports which preceded thn 
speeches and came in eleventh in the 
Hack -race, 

,\Ir. .Masti;rmas, M.P., while play- 
ing croquet a tew days ago, was 
stung in the hand by a wasp, but 
after a hasty application of amnioni- 
ated quinine phickily continued tlie 
game. 

While fishing on Tuesday last 
Mr. McKenna killed a trout nearly 
.six inches long without any a«siKl- 

Mr. BiKRELL, during a recent visit 
to Norfolk, ran from his house to the 
golf links, a distance of nearly a 
quarter of a mile, in 7 mins. 40 sees. 
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A BROCKEN BENEFIT. 

It is easy enough to guesB the 
reasons that induced Mr. Tree to 
give U8 a rechauffo of " Faust," if 
rechauffe is quite the right word for 
a version that lets the hero ciid in a 
much cooler place than Goethe 
assigned to hinn. First of all, the 
part of Mephittophelet affords a fine 
test of versatility, with lots of isolat- 
ing hnrehght, for a leading actor; 
secondly, the subject offers great 
chances for scenic transformations 
and pyrotechnics; thirdly, Mr. Trek 
had his two faithful henchmen at call, 
Mr. CoMVNg Cark and Mr. Stephen 
Phillips, to rejuvenate the hoary 
legend. In the result he was justi- 
fiud, though I am not sure that the 
human element of the play was not 
u little overweighted by the super- 
natural. I could easily have done 
with fewer angels on clouds and fly- 
ing bogies on the Bmcken and 
" living pictures " of dead women, if 
Favst could only have been a little 
less hustled over bis capture of 
Margaret'a heart. But then, of 
course, Mr. Stepuen Fuillips — to 
say nothing of the stage -machinist — 
had to bo given his chances. And, as 
far as I could follow him, with so 
much to distract the eye and so 
many noises going on in the orchestra 
and the bowels of the earth, he 
seemed to have used them with dis- 
cretion. One passage, however, ex- 
cellent in itself, was damaged by the 
circumstances attending its 
utterance. It was the pero- 
ration of Faust, where he an- 
nounces his intention of de- 
voting hirnself, juirgatorially, 
to the good of his fellow- 
men: — 
" May it be mine . . . 

To drain the marshlaud, 
circumscribe the sea, 

To build aod shelter from 
the tyrannous sky ..." 
Admirable resolutions, which 
would have done high credit 
to a conecientious County 
Councillor, but sounding 
rather priggish when you 
thought of the poor girl whom 
he had ruined lying dead be- 
side him in her prison cell. 
I recommend that in future 
he should utilize the " deso- 
late place " already painted 
for Act II., Sc. 5, and throw 
off his speech in decent soll- 
tnde. 

Of the new features and 
motives imposed upon the old 
scheme, one at least should 
he popular — the redemption 



Maiy/aret (Hia» Marie liibr) lo Faiut (t\r. 
.\iiiley). "My heart "a ihe riglit 8i<e, but 
my liesd seems so miicli amaller than youre." 

of Faugt through the magnetic 
force of the " woman-soul." This 
brought us to a terminal tableau 
which is practically a replica of the 
happy ending in The Darling of the 
Godn. liOSs satisfactory was the 
fatal effect of the soporific on Afor- 
garcfa mother. One easily recog- 
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nises the dramatic utlhty of this now 
device. It gets Margaret to prison 
several months earlier, and her arrest 
makes a very effective culmination to j 
the scene of Valentine's death. But I 
it introduces an alien note into a I 
tragedy of human passion whose i 
appeal lies in its apparent inevita- 
bility. It confuses the issues, since 
the murder is in effect the direct 
handiwork of the devil, and the lovers 
had only an innocent part in it. 

I did not care very much for the 
interpolation of that scene in " a 
desolate place," where Faust is made 
to lie beside a gloomy pool (at a com- 
fortable angle on an artificial couch) 
racked with an anticipatory pain in 
his conscience. I should have pre- 
ferred him to go blindly to his fault ; 
it would have left him fresher for his 
subsequent repentance. 

Mr. AiNLEV was at his best as old 
man Faust. As the lover, for all hJs 
natural grace, he seemed less sincere 
llian usual. Miss Marte Lohr acted 
with astonishing courage in the 
Rucnes that put most strain upon her 
youth and inexperience; yet I wish 
she had never been persuaded to 
appear as ^fargarct. I hope I am 
not too sensitive, but, frankly, I think 
it a pity that, just for the sake of 
Q little more naturahsm, so young a 
girl should have been put through 
the ordeal of plaj-ing the victim's 
part in a story of seduction. 

Miss RosiKA FiLipPi was the best 
possible Martha, and Mr. Godfrey 
Teahle made a soldierly 
Valentine. It must have been 
very exasperating for him to 
hear the dreadful news from 
the bibulous lips of the most 
accomplished toper in the 
crowd; and I can't imagine 
why this gentleman wac 
chosen for the task. 

Finally, Mr. Tree was a 
most attractive and capable 
fiend, especially in his lighter 
and more satiric vein. A 
weaker devil might well have 
been unnerved by his own 
diabolical fireworks ; but not 
he. 

I noticed, by the way, that 
Mciihisiophelea informed ns 
that he took no interest in 
the Law. As an ex-private of 
the Inns of Court (" Devil's 
Own") this meant for me 
the loss of a very dear illu- 
sion. But perhaps he has 
only given up recognising that 
distinguished corps since it 
was embodied in the Terri- 
torials. Another nasty blow 
for Mr. Haldane I O. S. 
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THE LIFE OF LETTERS. 

It ill only in response to the toimt- 
iesa petitions of ftdtnmng relalivua 
find curious frienda tliftt (though 
personally holding strongly the view 
that, in the cose of every considor- 
oble Writer, it is with the message 
rather than the man that the public 
is tx)ncerned) I hnve at last consented 
to issue the following hrief memoir 
upon my own literary career. 

It may be premised as a some- 
what remarkable fact, that, although 
no previous member of my family 
has actually wielded other than a 
commercial pen, I have myself been 
brought variously into contact with 
literary associations since childhood. 
Thus my father, a man of secure 
but not dazzling position in the 
Leicester boot - and - shoe industry, 
oL'oupied during the tirst years of his 
married life a residence (.^till, I be- 
lieve, standing) in that town next- 
door to the local circulating library, 
subsequently moving to one slightly 
larger at Stratford (Bow). How far 
after-events may be traced to the 
unconscious influence of these early 
surroundings might, I dare say, form 
for the curiouH in such matters a 
fascinating subject of speculation. 

To resume, however. The inspira- 
tion of my first literary effort came 
to me, I rccoHeet, exactly a decade 
ago this month, while spending my 
customary vacation at Smellsea-on- 
Solent. Since then it has become 
my habit to confine the practice of 
composition exclusively to the pre- 
sent season of the year; and from 
burning Bournemouth to wintry 
Whitby there are but few of the most 
seleet hohday resorts in this island 
kingdom that have not seen me at 
my self-imposed labour. It has 
truly been one of love. I am natur- 
ally a quick worker, and, once con- 
ceived, the entire MS. was completed 
practically at a sitting, as indeed has 
been the case with each one of its 
successors. H was then submitted, 
not without some natural diffidence, 
to the same eminent firm through 
whom the whole of my subsequent 
publishing busiiU'ss has been trans- 
acted. Its suecess is perhaps not a 
theme tor me to dwell upon. With- 
out exact information, I believe I am 
jitstifiod in saying that the circulatioti 
ran into several hundred thousand 
copies (including six copies which 
were purchased by myself for dis- 
tribution among my wife rt family). 
In the case of later compositions I 
have had the gratification of seeing 
these figures far exceeded. 

That, indeed, was a memorable 
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day! How well do I recall the 
delicious thrill with which on the 
morning of its publication I dis- 
c;o\-ered a complete stranger asleep 
with my own words upon his knee, 
and my wife's emotion when at 
dinner a fellow-guest at the same 
boarding-house actually quoted (of 
course in igiionince of its author's 
identity) a passage from my work. 
These are incidents to the influence 
of which I am even now not wholly 
insensible, tor it is in such apparent 
triHes that intellectual effort reaps a 
reward richer than mere pecuniai-j- 
recompense. The comparison reminds 
me to mention that I have through- 
out consistently refused to accept 
any form of payment for my writings, 
or rather (to clothe the same state- 
ment in language of more pedantic 



i«H-uracy) should certainly so refuse 
did the occasion arise. My own 
literary work, therefore, whatever 
may be the ease with that of others, 
is dictated by no aims more ignoble 
than the education and advancement 
of my fellow-men. It is better so. 
Only free from the sordid trammels 
of finance can the artist hope to 
achieve hia highest level. Thus and 
thus only can he maintain the dis- 
tinction of purpose, the fine uncon- 
scious altruism, that (I arn proud lo 
believe) animates every word that I 
have written in my annual letter to 
The Daily Telegraph. 



An Episcopal BleMing. 
■■Till- Bislio'ii nf Ki|KiLi is ill ilmli fiT 
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OUR BOOKtNG-OFFICE. 

(Dij Mr. Punch's Staff <,f Learned Clcrl-8.) 
It was the ambition of Esther Moor to hear the 
:ox Dei with her outward ears so that througli her 
ftgcucj it might beconio the vox popuU in the little 
country town of I'jowport and the surrounding villagoB. 
Mr. J. E. BucKROSF.'s pleasantly written Voices (Hut- 
cniNSON) describes the success and the failure of her 
venture. At first her hearing of the divine voices — 
rather unkindly compared to the cry of a bat, which 
most people find inaudible — was only a pretence. After 
a time she persuaded lierself, as well as the weak-kneed 
folk whom she cared of hysterical diseases for the 
moderate fee of half-a-sovcreign, that it was a reality, 
and much hearing would have made her mad if she had 
not, to test the good faith of her affianced husband, 
publicly declared that the voices were a delusion. 
Whereupon that gentleman, who, I regret to say, was 
I journalist, seeing that the geese who laid the golden 

coins on which he had pro- 

posed to live a life of genteel 
unemployment were for all 
practical purposes dead, de- 
cided, happily for Esther, to 
remain a bachelor. 

If Mrs. Mary Baker G. 
Eddy should happen to light 
upon the book she would have 
good reason for thinking that 
it constitutes an infringement 
of her own patent religion. 
The two cults are practically 
identical, though Mr. Buck- 
ROSK makes no mention of 
the American seer. But that 
is only his artfulness. Hi^ 
book is obviously meant to be 
a satire on the weak points of 
her popular nostrum. But 
I am afraid it is a case of 
Criticism's labour lost. These 
happy people arc convinced 
that they have no weak points. 

The voice of the satirist is as inaudible to them as the cry 
t bat or a turnip to you or me. Stlil, they might do 
se than see themselves, as in a looking-glasB, In Mr. 
jkrosk's book. 



I cannot say enough upon 
The way he 's done the writing ; 

It's vivid, human, cultured, true; 

In fact, I cussed beneath my breath when 

I found, too soon, I'd read it through — 
Anthony Cvthbert (Methubm). 



Ten years ago we were taught to believe that there 
was no fun left in Ireland, and that women were defi- 
cient in the sense of humour. Then came Miss Souer- 
viLLG and " Martin Itoss " and demolished both asser- 
tions in Sonic Experiences of an Irish li.M. With its 
treble appeal to lovers of Hibemia, hilarity and horses, 
the book -achieved an immediate success, and has long 
been regarded as a classic by those best capable of test- 
ing its fidelity to life. Of the sequel now issued under the 
title of Further Experiences of an Irish R.M. (Lonqhaks), 
it would be flattery to say that it equals its predecessor. 
But from any other ordeal of comparison the new 
R.M. would emerge triumphant. Some of the char- 
acters have sobered a little since we met them last, 
but Philippa can stilt shriek 
like a peacock; Flurry Knox, 
though a married man and a 
magistrate, still presumes suc- 
cessfully on his delusive 
youthfulness of aspect; that 
venerable buccaneer, his 
grandmother, dingy yet be-dia- 
monded, still combines the 
manners of a grandc dame 
with the morals of a poacher; 
and Maria, that incomparable 
spaniel, " elderly but unim- 
paired in figure," has only 
been " fortified in guile by the 
castigations of seven winters." 
Happy are those who are 
prompted by perusal of the 
new volume to refi-esh their 
recollections of tbc old : still 
happier those who make their 
first acquaintance with the 
B.M. in his latter phase, 
and have still before them 



MORE "LANGUAGE OF POSTURE. 

R.S.VJ. ATTEMPia lo" CONVEl 

■IE UHDTTEBIBLE FACT TUAT Tll£ EiiUIBITIOM 

Sundays. 



I don't profess to understand 

The legal ins and outs of niariiago 
As practised in a foreign land. 

And so I don't disparage; 
But if the Italian method "s such 

As Mr. IticuARL Bauot shows it, 
It doesn't luro me over much. 

And I don't care who knows it. 

But, worse than this, he demonstrates 

How homely British ties of blood '11 
Through weddings and unkindly fates 

Produce a ghastly muddle; 
So, what with that, and what with thia 

(His latest novel 's all about it). 
One almost counts all kith amiss, 

And longs to do without It. 

Still, though for me to have to don 
His people's shoes were too exciting. 



the uDtasted joys of his golden youth. 

Mr. George A. BiEUiNGnAM has inscribed hia novel 
Spanish Gold (Methuen) " To Theodosia and Althea 
who asked me to write a story about treasure buried on 
an island," and In a sense be has carried out their wish. 
But if TitEODosiA and Althea are really children (in 
spite of their portentous names) they will have to wait 
a little before they can fully appreciate the author's vein 
of comedy. Pragmatism, for instance, provides the sub- 
ject of one of tlie most delightful conversations in the 
book, but every child I know would shy at it. Mr. 
Meldon, the clergyman who took charge of this treasure- 
hunt and of all the curious people engaged upon it, was 
not a very perfect moralist, but he was " out " to get 
the doubloons, and no trifles were going to stop him. 
If he had not been a clergyman he would have made a 
most successful company -promoter, for he was never at 
a loss for words or excuses. In fact, he talked and 
talked until he found the doubloons. Perhaps Theodosia 
and .\ltuea talked and talked until they got the book, 
and, if so, I should like to include them (always 
supposing that they are children) in my vote of thanka 
to Mr. Birmingham. 



Sbpisubeb 23, 1S08.] 



PUNCH. OB THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



CHARIVARIA. 

The British Embassy in WaBliing- 
toQ was entered last week, and a 
large sum of money and some valu- 
ables were secured. This Is thought 
to be the work of souvenir-huDtera. 

The new Court of Arbitration will, 
it is proposed, be nominated by the 
Board of Trade from three panels. 
One panel will be formed, acuording 
to the official memorandum, of " per- 
sons drawn from the class of work- 
men and trade unionists." We trust 
that the distinction, which is bound 
to cause pain in certain quarters, is 
not justifiable. 

An Optimists' Club is to be 
founded in Loudon. The member- 
ship is to be restricted to persons o( 
a cheerful demeanour, who do not 
believe that the country is going to 
the dogs. In fact, on seeing their 
Bunny smiles, people will probably be 
convinoed that the country is going 
to the Cheshire Cats. 

The IlluBtrated London Hews fur- 
nishes us with an interesting piece 
o[ information concerning the new 
Master of St. John's, Cambridge. 
Mr. Scott, wo are told, " entered 
8t. John's and matriculated in 1875 
as Fourth Wrangler." A man who 
could take Matriculation and the 
Mathematical Tripoe in a stride is no 
ordinary man, and we are Dot sur- 
prised that itr. Scott has risen to 



The following extract from a 
circular inviting artists to contribute 
to a certain forthcon^ng exhibition 
would soem to press somewhat 
hardly on miniaturists: " Please 
note; — Prices should not be lower 
ou an average than four guineas a 
square foot. Prices of pictures 
valued at too little for their size will 
not be entered in the catalogue." 

" There are many good ways of 
advertising," says Modem BusinsM. 
" Anything which is in good taste 
attracts attention." One always is 
drawn to a novelty. 

A motor omnibus entered a front 
parlour in Cumberland Street, Be- 
gent's Park, one day last week. Tlie 
occupant of the parlour was more 
than surprised as he had not hailed 
the vehicle, being asleep at the time. 
While sympathising with the omni- 
bus ooin panics in the bad times 
through which they are passing, we 



Overheated P<diMiiutn (to 

' SOBBT 10V "tB tun inS IROUS 
IITIOM OH THB FOOB PELLOn, k 



FIRST AID. 

il gentlemon vAo kaa ietn eailed tt 



think that this touting for ordera is 
undignified. 

%* 

Clerkenwell magistrate has 
ad that in future when 
paupers tear up their clothing they 
shall not be given any other gar- 
ments. It is thought that the result 
of this may be that some of the 
ofFenders may obtain valuable music- 
hall engagements, to the advantage 
of the rates. 

%• 
The Pall Mall Gazette suggests 
that our banks should issue smaller 
cheque-books. There is, Iiowever, 
a still greater demand, we believe, 
for lai^er bonk balances. 



WANTED, RcNm, UDfunushed, b; quiet 
elderly geoLlemaii ; wilh fireplace." 

Adelaide Rcgltler. 
Sybarite ! 



Ths UnrMt in India. 

" Id India Soaps are now m plenty ai tliA 

TBOVERBIAL BERHIEij, 

But certainly then ir» 

BoifB iHD Soira. 

The 

BENQAL SOAPS 

alone ha-ve stood the teat of time and hav 

slupeGed tbe stadent conuuunitj all ore 

India."— .Ad«. ofaCaUuUa firm. 



According to The Daily Telegraph, 
President Roosevelt recently made 
the following observation: — 

"Hie Siredei teach ub Americans a I«Mon, 
for man; o£ ns live with our btubandt or 
wiveB too far apart." 

We do not pretend to know how the 
Swedes manage in these eases, but 
surely this arrangement is the most 
convenient one for pluralists. 
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PIGS AND THE FUTURE STATE. 

[Tn B paper read before Ihe Congress of Iteligious ot Oxford last 
Teek. Mr. Uahett qiiol^ the views of a nntlve nf Polynesia, who 
irofpssed bimNelf unable In " imagine the ghost of a pig."] 
P(G of the small eusptcious eye. 

And nasal organ so expert 
At poking round jour putrid sty 

For dainty bits of offal dirt; 
I come to break a piece of newB, 

Not huinoroiiLi, not designed for laiiglifer. 
Since it concerns the latest views 
That bear upon a pig's Hereafter. 

Nature denies you ninny things 

Which you regard as hopes deferred 

Such as the joy of wearing wings 

And so behaving like a bird ; 
Calmly you wait the blessed time 

When spirits, freed from earth's infections. 
Attain a larger, happier clime 

Where pigs will fly in all directions. 

But now the Polynesian black 

Asserts that, when he 's had you roast. 
No fliift will sprout upon your back, 

You cannot even be a ghost ; 
Ho far from sailing up the air 

Where mortal vision may not follow, 
You won't HO much as hatmt the lair 

In which your habit was to wallow 1 

This thought should prove a fatal blow 

To those sublime and soaring dreitms 
That cheered your piggish life below, 

Gilding its muck with ghostly gleams; 
If Paradise is barred to swinf. 

As hinted by the negro mystic, 
You must infallibly decline 

On courses purely Hedonistic. 

Am I indifferent to the pain 

This news occasions? Yes, I am. 
I would not wish you back again 

Except as bacon or as ham ; 
I trow I should be dead of fright 

(At the mere thought my reason totters) 
Were I to hear at dead of night 

The tramp of your unearthly trotters. 
Yet would I soothe your gaping sore 

With comfort drawn from logic's well: 
If you 've no future bliss in store — 

If Heaven is sealed, why so is Hell; 
And, though your past were bad to beat. 

And might not bear investigation, 
At least you 'II not be asked to meet 

The Road-hog, your accurst relation ! 



0. i 



The Joumaliatic Touch. 

"Knr«ed by 1II«b Florence Kiglitiiigale nflf r ht'iiijt ivouiiilcd at (lie 
Battle of Almn, .1 veteran lia? died in Iijb seventy-eighth year." 
We think the imputation is unfair to Miss Nightingale, 
and anyhow we feel certain that after this lapse of time 
no jury would convict. 



Several of our contemporaries are devoting their 
columns to an. explanation of the best way to obtain an 
Old-Age Pension. Mr. Pinich'K advice is: Don't save. 



PERCY'S VIEWS ON "SWARMING." ,' 

I HAD heard nothing from Peecy since the day he had / 
informed me of the tragic conclusion to bis first eeaay j 
in courtship. So I was the more surprised, on looking / 
up from my writing one afternoon, to see him perched I 
on the top of my travelling inkstand, obviously con-' 
vulsed with an agony of imperfectly suppressed laughter. 
If you ask me how I was able to detect this expression 
on the countenance of a drone, I don't kiiOiv" that I can 
explain. Mr. Tickner Edwardhs observes somewhere 
in The Lore of the Honey-bee that the great gulf 
between the Bee-world and ourselves is conceivably not 
unbridgable, and Percy and I, as has been sufficiently 
shown, had met each other more than halfway from the 
first. 

" Something sefms to have amused you, PERcy," I 
said rather stiffly, for I had a suspicion — unfounded, as 
it turned out — that he was indulging his sense of humour 
at my expense. - 

" Amused, dear fellow! " he gasped. " I 've nearly 
laughed my head off ! What do you think our Virgin 
Tartars 4iave been up to now'.' " And he was again 
overcome by a paroxysm of mirth. 

■' I 've no idea," I replied; " and I 'm not likely to 
have, unless you can recover enough self-control to 
enlighten me." 

"Give me time, old boy! " he said, as he wiped his 
eyes with his forelegs. "Well," he began at length. 
" the old girls have been gettin' more and more tittuppy 
for the last day or two. Bnrgin" into you at every 
comb-comer, and side-snnppin' 'my dears' at one 
another, the way they do w'hen their temper 's more 
than usually short. And slack over their work into the 
bargain. I noticed it, and Kcgoie and Archie noticed 
it too. Even old Gca did — after he 'd had to wait once 
or twice for his bee-milk. And this momin', on eomin' 
in merry and bright from a turn round the garden, we 
found there was no work goin' on at all! 

Now, girls, girls! I said to 'em, ' this 'II never 
do. If you start slackin', how 's the show goin' to be 
runV ' Old Emilv turned on me with a queer sort of 
glare in her indoor eyes. * What do ire care? ' she says. 
■ We 're sick and tired of running the show, as you call 
it! ' Just then in bounces C'akoline and bangs down 
her bundle of pollen. ' There,' *he says, "that's the 
last load / mean to carry! Why should we go on 
slaving like thit; for a Posterity we'll never see!'" 
'Hear, hear! ' cries Pkiscilla. who's on the Housing 
Committee. ' Blow Posterity! ' ' Wc 've as much 
right to be jolly as other persons! ' says Ursvla. our 
Head Undertaker. ' More ! ' chimes in Matilda (she 's 
Inspector of Noosnnces) ; 'we've done with work for 
ever! ' 

Of course I 'd told 'cm often enough what tommy-rot 
I thought it was toihn' and sweatin' like they did-^ut 
I never supposed they 'd act on anything / said, or I 
shouldn't have spoken. ' I think you 're behavin' jolly , 
selfishly,' I said; 'and let me ask you this: If you I 

't goin' to work, what are you goin' to do with your- j 

says Martha. ' Jiive our own lives! Bel 
free and happy and heedless of the morrow! Laugh, \ 
ft and be merry ! ' 1 

' Oh,' says I. '' is that the idea? ' 
' Yes,' says Emily; ' we 're all going out to dance 
and sing and frolic in the sunshine. And you and the 
other boys must come too ! * 

" Fancy frolicking about with old EMtLV and Martha! 



selves 
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NOT THE BIRD SHE WAS. 

NOW TIIKX, BDCK UP, OLD CIKL. ASD GET ) 
The Go<WK. "WEU.. THE TRUTH 13. I SEEM TO HAVE LOST CONnDKNCE 



Fahiieii IjiJIiyOiaRoi!. "NOW TIIEX, BUCK UP, OLD CIKL. ASD GET FAT AO^^^nQQlr 
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I 'U trouble you! I said I was no end sorry, but I 'd 
got a most important ongagement at home ; and Gu8 and 
Rrggie and the rest aaid the eomc. Not good enough, 
don't you know! 

■''Then stay behind!" says EuiLV. 'We can get 
along without you. The Queen "s coming, anyway. 
She 'a promised faithfully to join us presently. Come 
along, girls I ' 

" And out the whole pack of 'em swarmed, singin' 
and screamin', and walt^-in' like a lot of lunatic midges. 
There were only two or three steady old stagers left. I 
shouldn't have known the city, it was so quiet and 
peaceful. 

" I didn't much believe what Emily had said about 
the Queen joinin' 'em. She might have given 'em to 
understand so, to pacify 'em — but, little as 1 knew 
about my Lady-Mother, I didn't think it likely that 
she 'd take to laikin' about at /ur time of hfe. And I 
was right, for she stayed at home, hke a sensible 
sovereign, 

■' Bkktie and Reggie and Aloie and I went out on 
the terrace and watched the proceedin's, just to see 
what sort of notion the old girls had of a right-down 
regular rollick. Whether they 'd expected some of the 
other drones to put in an appearance is more than I can 
tell you. Any way, they didn't — weren't takin' any. You 
see, these bustlin' managin' Bee-women of oure are pretty 
awful when they're serious; but when they go in for 
' Bin' skittish — well, they 're simply holy terrors! 

" So, bein' left to themselvoB, all they could do was 
to frisk about with one another, and, never having had 
any practice, naturally they were a bit awkward. Rkqgie 
and .\LaiE and I nearly rolled off the terrace with 
ghin'. You never saw anything so dash ridic'lous 



as those prim old things conscientiously tryin' to frivol 
and proteuclin" what toppin' fun it was, and how they 
were havin' the time of their lives! 

" They were gcttin' more sick of it every minute, but 
they wouldn't give in. If the Queen had only been 
with 'em, there was some idea of goin' oft somewhere, 
and startin' a new State on the go-as-you-please prin- 
ciple. But they couldn't do anything without her, and 
they were beginnin' to see that she didn't mean turnin" 
out. How much longer they 'd have kept goin' I don't' 
know, if it hadn't been for a shower luckily comin' on 
and givin' 'em an excuse for breakin' ofl the revelry. 
Doosid foolish they looked, too, sneakin' in one after, 
another, and goin' on with their jobs as if they 'd only, 
been away for a minute or two on buwitess ! " 

I hope I need not say that I felt no inclination to 
share in Pebcv^s ribald mirth at such a fiasco. To me the 
futility of this attempt of the Worker- Bees to throw their 
bonnets over the mills, so to speak, was pathetic rather 
than ludicrous. But Percy could not be induced to see it 
in that light. I suppose it was hardly to be expected. 

" At least, Pkrcy," I said, " I hope you were drone 
enough to refrain from taunting them? " 

" I didn't rag 'em, of course, old man," he replied. 
" All / said was, ' Well, girls, now yeu 've found what 
enjoyin' yourselves is hke, p'raps you 'II understand 
that it 's u« fellows, after all, who 've got the hardest 
work to do! ' And then I came on to you, to have my 
laugh out. 

" But they '11 be waapier than ever after this little 

outin'," concluded Percy; " and, between you and me, 

my boy, I shouldn't be surprised if my poor old Mother 

isn't havin' a rotten time with 'em at this very minute." 

F. A. 
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"THE GREY UNDERWORLD." 
IV. — ■' The Plants of Asia," 

We had been reading in a superior 
weekly how & certain young novelist, 
after being i^iied by the New 
Reclame C]uh, had gone fortii atone 
into the slums, " to toil and sorrow 
and suffer with the people," for six 
mortal weeks — by way of prepara- 
tion, of course, for liis autumn novel. 

This made Ponker jealous, for he 
wanted to do something equally great 
for English literature. " Then why 
don't you toil and sonx)w and suffer 
with the people you want to make 
" copy ' out of? " suggested Posker's 
best adviser. 

PoxKER said he was quite sure that 
thoy wouldn't let him do anything of 
the kind. One of the most tragic 
things about the Grey Underworld ol 
Loudon was the fact that you might 
live all your hfe next-door to a man, 
and never even learn his name until 
the black plimied horses canie for 
him — wheu the charlady would tell 
you it. 

And then the same patient adviser 
had a masterly idea. Why shouldn't 
PosKER go from door to door all 
through the Grey Underworld dis- 
'guised as a book-can vusser, and so 
compel these retiring folk to their 
doorsteps? They might not be very 
chatty, but Ponker would at any 
rate see a little way irito their houses, 
and intuition would do the rest. 

PoSKER brightened at the sug- 
gestion; and a few days later a 
monumental work in forty parts, 
entitled The Plantg of Asia, was 
made, by arrangement with (i friendly 
publisher, his justifieiition for a house- 
to-house visit. 

No photographic weekly told of his 
exploit; no club feted him as the 
guest of the evening. He simply 
had an egg for breakfast, and set out 
one morning, dressed in a rusty 
morning coat that ho thought proper 
to his part, and heavily weighted 
with copies of the monumental work. 
And in the evening he came home 
footiwro and weary, and said that the 
whole plan was rotten. He had only 
lenmt that some people had mutton 
for dinner, and some had fish; some 
people kept more umbi-ellas in their 
liall than any Cllfistian family could 
possibly have come by honestly, and 
some people had no tmrbrellas at all ; 
and there were dark moments, so he 
told me, when he felt inclined to 
pitch The Planin of Ania into some 
yawning area, and come home in a 
hansom. 

Nevertheless the next day he set 
out again — but only to return an hour 



later, with no Plants under his arm, 
and possessed by a mysterious fit of 
silence. 

It was not until the genial hour of 
after-dinner that the secret came out. 

It appeared that he had selected 
that morning the dullest, greyest 
street he could possibly find — Mafe- 
king Street, S.E. — a street in which, 
he felt sure, nobody could ever be 
happy by any effort whatever — and 
had knocked at the door of the lii-st 
of an endless row of brick boxes, all 
exactly aUke. After waiting for a 
minute or two he thought he might 
as well knock again, to find out 
whether all the inniates of the house 
had made away with themselves in 
a fit of depression. 

Well, one hadn't; she came to the 
door jingling a little bunch of keys, 
rather breatliless, and wearing a kind 
of large pink pinafore over her dress, 
(" Pretty? " said Pokker's audience, 
in parenthesis. " Yes." said Pon- 
ker, " aii-full ij ; " and smoked in 
silence for two minutes and a-half.) 

The door being opened', it seemed 
that Ponker had given The Plants of 
Asia a slap, cleared his throat, and 
enlarged upon the advantages of Ai-t 
in the home. 

" Oh, yes," she said, " I should 
like to see " 

So PoNKEit showed her the first 
coloured plate — a pine - apple in 
bloom, or something of the sort. 
{Pine - apples do burst into flower 
sometimes, don't they? In the 
spring, you know.) She looked at it 
with evident admiration, and Ponker 
took the opportunity of explaining 
that it was done in fourteen colours 
by a new process, and was simply 
being "given away at a loss to every- 
one concerned — except the purchaser, 

" It 's beautiful," she said. 
" Only sevenpence for each part? " 
Then, with a- little flutter of self- 
consequence, she produced a new 
purse and took out some money. 

" CnARL 1 mean, my husb^id, 

is so fond of flowere, " she explained 
rather shyly. 

Now PoKKER, relying upon the idea 
that no one would give him an order 
tor the preposterous work, and having 
found that carrying a dead weight 
was no joke the previous day, had 
only brought out with him one num- 
ber of the thing; and this recklessly 
extravagant young person proposed to 
clear out his whole stock-in-trade at 
once, and upset his plans for the day. 
He felt he couldn't spare the copy. 

■' I say, have yon thought that it 
goes on for forty months? " he said 
anxiously — " nearly for ever? " 

" But that will be delightful," she 



observed, looking actually happy at 
the idea. (The absurd creature. 
Forty pleasant surprises for Charley ' 
What?) 

Then Ponker seems to have fallen 
away from his rSle altogether. "De- 
lightful? Do you mean it?" he 
said. "It would bore me awfully, 
do you know, to have a thing like 
that happening every month.". 

She smiled — (I should think a cat 
would have laughed at Ponker's 
notion of doing business) — she 
sniiled; and Ponker gave up The 
Plants of Asia at once, ungrudgingly. 

" I 'm sure Charl I mean, 

your husband, will be pleased," he 
said. " Good-bye." 

" Good-bye," she nodded; and the 
door closed, "but the glamour re- 
mained. 

.\s Ponker's occupation was gone, 
he turned homewards for more copies 
of the monumental work. But when 
he got home he changed his mind 
and stayed there. 

And there is a sequel to this.i 
Yesterday, I saw on Ponker's desk 
a sheet of paper headed " Chap. I.," 
and "Chap. I." opened like this: — 
" Aitliiuigh, Heaven wots, my fin- 
gers are apter with the sword-haft 
than with the goose-quill, yet am I 
minded, now while the matter is 
fresh in my memory, to set down 
what wondrous chonces have befallen 
mp since I rode from the field of 
Worcester fight with the rowels of 
my spurs all blooded " 



POINTS FOE PENSIONERS. 

"Too Young at Seventy." — You 
say that in spite of all your efforts 
you cannot Induce your hair to be- 
come thin or turn grey, and so the 
pension officei-s won't believe your 
age. We can only advise the daily 
use of a hair restorer; you will find 
the advertisements of them in the 
papers. 

"Anxious." — There is nothing 
technically criminal in having once 
run a bazaar, but we should strongly 
advise you to conceal it from the 
authorities, 

"FATtiER OF Twenty-three." — No, 
thepension will only be given to your- 
self — your grandchildren will have to 
wait a little. Meanwhile let them 
begin a course of study on how to 
fill up a pension form. 

"Coquette," — Sorry; you will 
have to fill in your age. But the 
pension officers are very discreet, 

" Constant Reaber of ' Punch. 
— No other evidence of character 
needed. 
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THE BROWN BAG. 

John walked eight miles over the 
cli£Ea to the uesrest town in order to 
buy tobacco. He came baok to the 
fannhouse with no tobacco, and the 
news that lie had met sonie friends 
in the town who had invited us to 
dinner and Bridge the next evening. 

" But that 's no reason why you 
should have forgotten the tobacco," 
I said. 

" One can't remember everything. 
I accepted for both of us. We 
needn't dress. Put on that nice blue 
flannel suit of yours " 

"And that nice pair of climbing 
l>oote with the nails " 

" Is that all you 've got? " 

■'All I 'm going to walk eight mileB 
in on a muddy path." 

" Then we shall have to take a 
bog with us. And we can put in 
pyjamaa and stay the night at an 
hotel ; it will save us walking back in 
the dark. We don't want to lose 
you over the cliff." 

I took out a cigar. 

"Thin is the last," 1 said. " If, 
instead of wandering about and col- 
lecting invitations, you had only 

remembered Shall we cut it up 

or smoke half each'^ " 

" Call," said John, bringing out a 
penny. " Heads it is. You begin." 

I struck a match and began. 

Next day, after lunch, John 
brought out his little brown bag. 

"It won't be very heavy," he 
said, " and we can carry it in turns. 
An hour each." 

" I don't think that 's quite fair," 
I said. " After all, it 's your bag. 
If you take it for an hour and a half, 
I don't mind taking the other half." 

" Your shoes are heavitjr than 
mine, anyhow." 

" My pyjamas weigh less. Such 
a light blue as they are." 

" Ah, but my toothbrush has lost 
seven bristles. That makes a difFer- 

" What I say is, let every i 
carry his own bag. This is a rotten 
business, Jobk. I don't wish to be 
anything but polite, but for a silly 
ass commend me to the owner of 
that brown thing." 

John took no notice and went on 
packing. 

" 1 shall buy a collar in 
town," he said. 

" Better let me do it for you. 
You would only go getting an invita- 
tion to a garden-party from the 
haberdasher. And that would mean 
another eight miles with a port' 
manteau." 



Th&re we are," said John as he 
closed thf! bag, ' 'quite small and H^t. 
Now who 'II take the first hourV " 

" We 'd better toss, if you 're quite 

ire you won't carry it all the way. 
Tails. Jnst my luck." 

John looked out of the window 
and then at his watch. 

" They say two to throe is the 
hottest hour of the day," he said. 
" It will be cooler later on. I shall 
put you in." 

I led the way up the cliffs with 
that wretched bag. I insisted upon 
that condition anyhow — that the 
man with the bag should lead the 
way. I wasn't going to have John 
dashing off at six miles an hour, and 
kaviiig himself only two miles at the 
end. 

'■ But you can come and talk to 
me," I said to him after ten 
minutes of it. " I only meant that 
I was going to set the pace." 

" No, no, I like watching you. 
You do it so gracefully. This is 
my man," he explained to some 
children who were black berrying. 
'.' He Im just carrying my hag over 
the cliffs for mc. No, life is not very 

" You wait," I growled. 

John laughed. " Fifty minutes 
more," he said. And then after a 
little silence, " I think the bag- 
carrying profession is over-rated, 
What made you take it up, my lad ? 
The drink? Ah, just so. Dear, 
dear, what a lesson to all of us." 

" Wait till his turn comes," I mur- 
mured to myself, and changed hands 
for the eighth time. 

" I don't care what people say," 
said John argumentatively ; " brown 
and blue do go together. If you 
wouldn't mind " 

For the tenth time I rammed the 
sharp comer of the bag into thje back 
of my knee. 

" 'There, that 's what I mean. 
You see it perfectly like that — thi 
brown against the blue of the ffanne). 
Thank you very mucli." 

I stumbled up a steep little bit of 
slippery grass, and U>ld myself that 
in three-quarters of an hour 1 would 
get some of my own back again. He 
little knew how heavy that bag could 
become. 

"They say," said John to the 
heavens, " that if you have weights 
in your hands you can jump these 
little eminences much more easily. I 
suppose one band alone doesn't do. 
What a pity he didn't tell me before 
— I would have lent him another bag 
with pleasure." 



' NolKxly likes hlackberrles more 
than I do," said John. "But even 

would hesitate to come out here on 

hot afternoon and fill a great bronii 
bag with blackberries, and then carry 
them eight miles home. Beudee, it 
looks rather greedy. ... I beg jour 
pardon, my lad, I didn't understand. 
">u are taking them home to your 

,;ed mother? Of course, of course. 
Very commendable. If I had a penny, 
I would lend it to you. No, I only 
have a sixpence on me, and I have 
to give that to the little fellow who 
ia caiTying my hag over the cliffs for 

le. . . . Yes, I picked him up about 

couple of miles hack. He has mud 
all up his trousers, I know." 

I began to think of some of the 
things I would say to him in halt-an- 
hour's time. It would be rather fun 

I pretend 

" Dear, dear," he said solicitously 

did you knock your knee? I an 
Sony. If I had seen where you were 
going to, I would have warned yoi 
I do hope you won't do it again, 
man once told me that they fill the 
comers of those hags with lead, so 
as to keep the moths out. Was it 
lead? Oh, well, I suppose you 
couldn't tell exactly. It 's rather an 
art, telling things by the feel." 
He was silent for ten minutes, and 
en broke out rapturously one. 

"What a heavenly day! I an 
ad we didn't bring a bag — it would 
have spoilt it altogether. We can 
easily borrow some slippers, and it 
will be jolly walking back by moon- 
light. Now, if you had had your 
way— — " 

" One minute more," 1 said joy- 
fully; "and oh, my boy, how glad 
I am we brought a bag. What a 
splendid idea of yours 1 By the way, 
you haven't said much lately. A 
little tired by the walk? " 

" I make it two rainutea," said 
John. 

" Half a minute now. . . . There I 
And may I never carry the con- 
founded thing another yard." 

I threw the bag down and fell 
upon the grass. The hag rolled a 
yard or two away. Then it rolled 
another yard, slipped over the edge, 
and started bouncing down the cliff. 
Finally it leapt away from the earth 
altogether, and dropped two hundred 
feet into the sea. 

" My bag," said John stupidly. 

And that did for nie altc^ether. 

" 1 don't care a hang about your 
bag," I cried. " And I don't eara a 
hang if I 've lost my pyjamas and 
my best shoes and my only razor. 
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And I 've been through an hour's 
torture for nothing, and 1 don't mind 
that. But oh!— to think that you 

aren't going to have i/oiir-hour '" 

" By Jove, neither 1 am," said 
John, and he Bat down and roared 
with laughter. A- A. M. 



UBBSIN KURE; 

TO A BAILWAV MOTOB-BL'a. 

tiUPBKB conveyance, strong and fleet, 

Exploiter of the Earth's recesses. 

And (in the handbill) bound to meet 

The London corridor esprcsseB, 
With what delight by vale or hill 
I hoar your horn the woodland thrill, 
While every listening cove admires 
The crunch of those pretentious tyres 



Hero where, a few brief 
back, 

An exile from his feilow-creatures, 
All day the tourist used to track 

The coastline's firm iy -chiselled 
features. 
And wondered at the wilful waste 
OE waters round him, as he paced, 
'And felt, monotonously dull, 
.\ kinship with the gaping gull ;— 

To-day when, tired of cliff and main, 
He halt denies the silver sea's use 
Behold, as once the Wine God's wait 
Descended on the spouse of 
Theseus, 
.\cross the desert blank and mute 
There sounds the well -rem em bored 

hoot, 
And by his side you pause elate, 
Proud catafalque, to lubricate. 

In clouds of dust the road is rent ; 

With petrol run the mountain- 
tossed rills ; 
The rare inimitable scent 

Of Piccadilly smites his nostrils; 
As one that sees before his eyes 
An errant angel in disguise, 
Ho gazes on his past abode, 
He seems to bo in Eulham Bead. 

'Tis sweet for those that toil to rest 
Afar from London 's mad diversions. 
In Bivieras of the West, 

Accessible through cheap excur- 
sions ; 
But oh ! in nooks beside tho foam 
One hungers for a taste of home. 
And, thanks to you, each mom I sec 
And smell my town in Arcady I 



*• T. E, Hammond Wins 21 Hours Itneo ii 
Record Time,"— Lloyds' n'rMy. 
It g^eems that he took e.xactly 24 
hours to do it, which is, of course 
record. 



(Juard (icAo Ana sur 
Amerifan. " Depem 
Guard (jndieiaU'jy " Xv. SiU, 



oil liour'e paiiee). ".Say, <iv 
generat'iong of liaallfru), '" Tfl.i 



THE LEAGUE OF MOTORINC GENTUMEN. 

Thbre is no truth in tho statement 
that H League with the above title 
has been formed, the members of 
which pledge themselves to: — 

1. Drive very slowly through all 
villages. 

2. Drive as little as possible on 
dusty days. 

3. Contribute largely to the rates 
of their own county, so as to relieve 
the poor who use the roads only on foot. 

4. Itefrain from exceeding the 
speed Umit. 

fi. Overtake pedestrian.'^, whether 
children or grown-up, with caution 
and due warning. 

6. Stop whenever the driver of a 
horse signals. 



7. Stop immediately if there 
ihould be an accident and give every 
help possible. 

See that the chauffeur also be- 
?s in the above maimer. 



The Shortest Race on Record. — 
T'he Four-inch Race in the Isle of Man. 

" Litomme propoM." 
" The Loid Prorost has arranged to re 
U> (ilnttgoir on Honda^, refreshed nnd strength- 
ened."— Olatgmc Ntw. 

" Mr. C'lodd quotes nn eiperimenl made l 
ihelnleHr. Romanes upon a Skyeterrier in Ih 
latter'f. own words."- The Daily I'elegraph. 
What was our friend The Spectator 
doing not t« get hold of this item ? 
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OUB TITLED WARBLEHS. 

[Regperrfullij ieditaltd to llie author of 
'•TlieEaHae Vocalil " ia " T)ie Daily Mail" 

ofStpt. nt;..] 

Lady Dorotuy Boodle, whose 
pianoforte boIo was the piece de 
resistaitce at the Penny Beading liekl 
in the Parish Boom at Tiiftonvilie 

1 Thursday lost, is h performer of 
no mean accompUshmentB. Though 
her left hand is somewhat lacking in 
tlie robustness necessary for the in- 
terpretation of such momentous com- 
posers as BoBRiNSKY and Makdy- 
czEWSKY, she plays with an elan, not 
to say a verve and an abandon, that 
ia highly impressive. Such talents. 



in short, would be an acquisition to 
the musical profession, but I-adj 
DoKOTi!V BooBLE has so far steadily 
declined the tempting offers of lucra- 
tive engagements showered upon her 
by the leading impresarios of the 
metropolis. 

Lord Bertie Pangbourne, who 
sang at the Band of Hope Charity 
Bazaar at Yattendon on Saturday 
night, is undoubtedly one of the finest 
teetotal tenors in the United King- 
dom. The timbre of his voice is 
undoubtedly of a more delicate 
quality than that of Tamaoko in h'm 
prime, but his tones easily penetrated 
every corner of the Workman's Insti- 
tute, and, with practice and experi- 



ence, would probably prove equally 
eflicacious in a more extensive audi- 
torium. Both ot his efforts were 
rewarded by encores, and though j 
neither of the vocal items selected | 
imposed a serious demand on the \ 
dramatic qualifications of the 
vocalist they nevertheless sufficed to 
display some of the most engaging 
features of the tenor voice. A touch- 
ing incident marked the conclusion 
of Lord Bertie's last contribution, 
when Mr. Joshua Nosbs, tbe oldest 
farmer in the neighbouiiiood, by way 
of testifying his appreciation of tbe 
uoble vocalist's efforts, threw on to 
the platform a splendid vegetable 
marrow, which he had been saving 
up for the Harvest Festival. 

" A wonderful child was I^ady 
Arabella Mullion, now Codntess 
OF Helbton'," writes Musical Homt 
Chat. " While she was still ( 
prattling infant, she used to accom 
pany her mother to the Ballad Con 
certs, and before she had completed 
her eighth year she could play several 
tunes with one finger on the piano. 
Her father, an accom pUsbed per- 
former on the flageolet, knew too 
much of the seamy side of the 
musical profession willingly to let h' 
daughter follow it, but the ruling 
passion was too strong. At the age 
of fifteen slie insisted on learning the 
banjo, with results only too well 
known in the most recherche draw- 
ing rooms of Mayfair." 

The Marquis of Kingussie, who 
made his dibut at the Annual 
Smoking Concert of the Cairngorm 
Golf Club at Aviemore last Monday, 
possesses a baritone voice of remark- 
able flexibility and charm. Some of 
his high notes have a shrillness which 
is certainly rather disconcerting to 
the naked ear; but this defent, if it 
is a defect, will rapidly yield to the 
training which the Marquis is under- 
going in the studio of Professor 
CoDV Glott, the famous American 
' ' voice- builder. ' ' The handling of his 
solos throughout evinced the enthusi- 
astic artiste, who was perfectly in 
sympathy with his voluntarily 
assumed task, and we can only say 
that such a voice, apart from the 
exalted rank of its possessor, would 
enormously strengthen the ranks of 
the musical profession. 



Notice displayed at a cottage near 
Llanfairfechan : 

" JonN Jones 

Poulterer 

Fresh Daily." 

We like to think of this intrepid 

Welshman washing himself everyday. 
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" ISOLATION." 

PE-*CE (attending the I ntef-FarUnmeiitarif Coinjrege at DerliH). " EVEHYBODY KLSE SEEMS TO BE MV 
FRIEKD; WHY DO YOU STAND ALOOF?" 

Oeimjk K»i»Bli. ■' BUT HAVEN'T I ALWAYS SAID THAT I WAS YOCU EI!IESDrf',-,(-.Q |p 
Prjct. "YES: BCT CAS'T YOU DO SOMETHINO TO PROVE IT?" >-'Xl^ 
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OVERHEARD AT THE 
OPTIMISTS' CLUB. 

[i\ uevt rlub, intended solely fur smiliiiK null 
rWrful pereonH ivlioui iiothiug can diwia.v or 
deprrsH. iu lo be opeaed in IjHidon--if enongb 
meuibeni can be fouud.] 

Firxt Member (an cheerfully as 
Itugiible). 1 've just eoine from tlie 
Oval. Pouring. No play posniblo. 

Second Member. Yes, I noticed 
the rain. Jolly for the ducks. I 
love ducks, and, in fact, all water- 
fowl. 

First M. That 'e all right. I love 
them too — and moorhens, don't yo 
know, and teal. But what please 
me is the thought of my sixpenc 
going to swell the Surrey Club 
balance. All cricket chibs war 
money nowadays. 

Second M. How did you como 
here? 

First M. In a cab. I liked to 
think that the driver was getting a 
job at least. I gave him twopence 
extra. 

Second M. You didn't liurry 
enough, I hope, to hurt the horse? 

Firxt M. Oh, no. I kept on chi.r- 

ruping to the horse ; and when we 

got here I gave him a luuip of sugar. 

I always carry s.ugar for cab horses. 

II. 

Third M, That was a terrible fire 
last night. 

Fourth M. Yes; but it seems to 
have kept the neighbourhood very 
warm. I hear that all kinds of poo: 
old tilings turned out to warm tlieir 
hands. 

Third M. Very heavy loss, I 'i 
afraid. 

Fourth M. No doubt; but it wt 
high time they rebuilt. Now they 'II 
have fiue sanitary premises. Much 
better for all the hands. 



Fifth M. You took rather down 
(lid chap. What is it*.' 

Sixth M. Stopping payment, that 'f 
all. But I tnr to bear up. 

Fifth M. You don't let it worry 
you, I hope? 

Sixth M. It 8 'very difficult not 
to, but I do my best. 

Fifth M. Why, my deai- fellow, 
you are a benefactor. Don't you 
owe our friend B money? 

Sixth M. Yes, a deuce of a lot. 

Fifth M. Well, that 's splendid. 
Now he won't be able to go to Monte 
Carlo, and that means he won'l 
gamble and make an ass of himself. 
He told me it was your debt he wat 
going with. I 'm so aw^ul]y glad, 
and so will Mrs. B be. 




SIGNS OF CIVILISATION-A MIXED CARGO. 

Ageiit {liailing Jieirlij-arriced Kleamtr), "Whit havf tou OCT Fo« OS?" 
Captain. " These 's three hdndked cases o' gin. And the be 's a ooofli 



Seventh M. I 've got a horrid 
operation before me. 

Eighth M. Never mind, old man; 
it 's good for the medical profession. 

Seventh M. But it may be fatal. 

Eighth M. Call no one happy till 
he 'b dead. And think of the poor 
undertaker fellow that the job may 
just save from trouble. 



Wban Boat m«ata I)o«r. 

■' 111 the Forest of , tlie fiint stag ot tlie 

sensoii WHS killed by Uisa , a 6ue auimBl 

with eleveu poiut8."--Sro(»Bion. 

We regard this description of the 

lady a:^ being in the worat taste. 



The Daily MnH is responsible for 
the statement that Baron von 
UsLAR, who has been making mar- 
vellous discoveries of water in 8.W. 
Africa by the aid of his divining-rod, 
" was accorded an ovarion when he 
left the colony." A veiy happy 
thought; for the ovarion, uke that 
otlier musical instrument, the guitar, 
sounds most effective when beard 
across water. 



" Anotb«« 
World's 
Aeiiopl*ke 
Retobd." 

Lieerpoel Kr-ho. 
Yes; but what we want is a good 
aeroplane record for this world. 
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OISCURSIONS. 

A Chinese Railway. 
The young man with the square ehouldevs and the 
clean-cut regular features had hitherto been a eilent 
listener to our conversation, but ho now looked up — I 
think somebody had mentioned Cliincse railways and the 
reform movement in China— and began to speak. The 
crispness of his voice and the intonation o£ his eentences 
confirmed the impression made by his iuteltigeut, deter- 
mined face, and declared him to be, as in fact he was, 
an American. He spolte with no semblance of swagger, 
but cheerfully and meditatively, with a suggestion of 
finding in his own doings an amusing subject of study. 
I will try to set down his story, but I cannot undertake 
to guarantee the proper uames. 

"Yes," he said, "the Chinese are going ahead. 
Their railroad system isn't so bad, and they 're making 
it better ail the time. Still, there are some things they 
might learn from you. I had a queer experience not 
long ago when I was Acting Consul -General at Haifoo. 
It was one on me at the finish, but while it lasted I was 
no end of a fellow, quite the death-dealing white man 
taking up his burden — you know iiie sort, I '11 tell you 
how it happened. 



" I 'd liad ir.f.rmation that there was a bright sort of 
rascal at Haifoo, a man named O'Hanlon, who 'd 
cleared out of the United States at the time of the 
Dakota land frauds. He 'd got any amount of rich 
friends who were interested in getting hint away, and 
keeping him away for fear he might save his skin by 
going on the witness-stand and getting them convicted. 
Anyway he quit, and the Unitet" States Government 
wanted him back in the land of the free, and they 
instructed me to lay hands on him, secure his extra- 
dition from the Chinese authorities, and bring him down 
to Chien-lin. where somebody else was to take him over 
and ship him off t-o America to stand his trial. 

" Well, I got the chap easily enough, and the Chinese 
made no difliculty about the extradition. That was all 
plain sailing, but the rest didn't seem quite so smooth. 
O'Hanlon himself didn't look up to much. Pretty poor 
wTeck of a man he was when I got him. Been 
wandering over China for months and didn't look as if 
he d got any kick left in him. Seemed kind of happy 
to get caught and have the American Eagle flapping 
over him. Still, I 'd heard he could command any 
amount of money, and I thought surely some of his 
friends would feel like risking a dollar or so to keep him 
out of America. I tell you it made me mighty careful, 
and whenever I saw any rough fellow slouching about I 
made sure it was oue of O'Haxlo.n's gang looking for a 
chance of rescuing him. 



" The Chinese gave me a guard of three soldiers, great 
big fellows, but no grit in them, about as fierce as a 
ten-year-old cow in a pasture, and on the appointed day I 
marched O'Haklok to the station at Haifoo and packed 
him into the train. 1 had a whole tar reserved for 
me, and I fixed him up somewhere in the middle of it, 
I put two soldiers at one end of the car and one at the 
other, and 1 told them if they let anyone in, no matter 
who it might he, they 'd have to do without their heads 
for the rest of their lives. Then I went off to finish »ip 
the last extradition formalities with the Chinese officer 
who 'd come to the station with me, and when I 'd got 



the papers signed it was starting time and I wei 
back to my prisoner. You may judge my feelings when ( 
I found three Chinese toughs sitting with him ; 
talking to him. 



" 0-ho, thought I, the game 's begun." By this time 
3 were started and the train had got some way on, 1 'd 
got a six-shooter, but I guessed I 'd try persuasion first, 
and not being much on the Chinese language I let go in 
English. I told 'em politely they 'd got to quit, and 
I 've no doubt I looked pretty angry. Two of them 
moved off sharp and didn't trouble me, but the third 
wouldn't budge. " RIe no go," he said, " Out you 
go," said I, ■' or I 'U shift you." " Me no can go. Me 
belong this side," was all his answer. Well, there was 
nothing for it. I got a good hold of him, hfted him up, 
shoved him along the car and threw him out at the rear 
end into the brake-van. He didn't fight much, just 
resisted passively and clawed hold of things. He made 
an almighty crash wlien 1 threw him, but my blood was 
up and 1 didn't care if I broke his neck. " Next station 
out you go," I called to his remains, and with that 
and a quiet word to my soldier I went back to 
O'Hanlon. 



'■ When the train stopped at the ne.xt station I raced 
along to the brake-van. There was O'Hanlok's friend, 
right enough. ' Ho was writing on a bit of paper, but I 
didn't wait for him to f.nish — just grabbed him, and away 
he went on to the track. Back he came, and I tell you 
we had a high old time in that brake-van, back and 
forth. The train was moving, but I didn't care; I was 
bound to throw him out, and at last I did it. He fell 
like thunder, but he was up directly, racing after the 
train. They must have paid him pretty well, I thought, 
to show such nerve. As he ran he passed his bit of 
writing to a fellow standing by — a confederate, of course 
— and went on a hundred miles an hour till he got to the 
front part of the train. There by some miracle be 
hitched on and got in. 



" When we arrived at the second station I was on 
the look-out, but nothing happened except that 
they brought me a telegram from the authorities of the 
railroad company. It asljed me to allow their officials 
to inspect the train, or-something of that sort. I didn't 
quite undei-stand it, but it didn't worry me. They 
might inspect all they pleased so long as they left 
O'Hanlon with me. However, nothing more happened, 
and I delivered up the prisoner tight and comfortable at 
Chien-lin. So that 's how I bested the O'Hanlon 
gang." There was a pause after the ex -Consul-Gen eral- 
had finished his story. Then someone asked him if he 
had ever found out anything more about the Chinaman 
whom he had thrown out. " That fell6w? " he laughed. 
■' You bet I did. He was the conductor of the train. 
That bit of writing ho passed on the platform was the 
cause of the telegram I got. Plenty of sand he had; 
but it all came of their eonduct-ors not wearing uniforms. 
I guess he 'a had about enough of mad Americans." 



" Patrick Eeynolds," says a correspondent in a con- 
temporary. " has been a smoker of tobacco for 96 years. 
He took to the use of the weed at the age of thirteen, 
and is therefore noW' 109 years old," This shows the 
mistake of beginning too early. If he had only waited 
till he was twenty-five before he began smoking he 
would have been certain of living till he was 121. 
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SUGGESTION FOR A PSEUDO-QUADRIGA FOR THE DECORATION OF THE ARCH 
ON CONSTITUTION HILL, 1908. 

:nteii l^To iTSifPETiTioN WITH Mh. Adbun Joses's brilliant cboup fob 1 



WHISTLES: A WAHNINO. 
Dear Mr. Punch,— In yours of 
August 5tli there appeared aii article 
dealing with " Tho Use of the 
WhiHtTe." Tlie truth of tho asser- 
tiona therein contained ie incontoBt- 
able, and the style iu which they are 
Bet forth is unimpeachable, as I of all 
the people in the world am mofit com- 
petent to declare, being myself the 
writer thereof, By that Rimple but 
elegant monograph I have doubtlcBs 
gained for inysolf a world-wide repu- 



tation as the final authority upon 
Whidtles, and 1 conceive you. Sir, 
sitting at your dftik in your shirt- 
sleeves (with rcvorBiblc cuffs) waiting 
and waiting for another contribution 
froni my pen upon the same all- 
important topic. The desire of your 
heart is now about to be gratified. 

Our chauffeur is a man of inven- 
tion and not without ambition. In 
the latter part of August he turned 
his hand to the manufacture of an 
instrument for the further opprension 
of pedestrians. In short he created 



and fixed to the car a whistle, to be 
worked' from tlie exhaust and to 
oqua! that of the most aggressive 
railway locomotive in tho world. I 
was called upon to examine it when 
finished, and, being the person best 
qualified to speak the first word as 
well as the last upon the subject, was 
present at the trial trip. ThiH was 
in every way successful : men and 
animals were terrified and made 
miserable, supposing not without 
reason that there was a runaway 
train loose upon the road behind 
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tliem. Wlion we camo homo again 
tlie family were keen to hear this 
whistle, of which even I had ap- 
proved. "Blow it," I said to the 
mvontor (without offence). " It will 
not be blown when the car is at a 
stundstill," said he, dismissing my 
exclamBtion of surprise with eon- 
tempt. "This is a racing ear and 
not a movable orchestra." 

On the following day we set 
forth to break all records. We hod 
covered but ten miles of country 
(with dust), whistling most of the 
way, when a sharp tuiTi brought us 
to a level crossing, the gates of which 
were being hurriedly shut as we 
approached. We waited for ten 
minutes but no train came. " This." 
sitid I, "is not the way records are 
broken," and I enquired of the 
Khutter of Gates whether trains upon 
that line were usually so late. " On 
the contrary," said the S.-G., " this 
train is an hour and a half before its 
scheduled time." " But there is no 
(rain to be seen," we shouted. 
" Maybe," he answered, " but there 
is one to be heard, for I heard it 
whistling myself." 

What a situation I To be pre- 
vented by our whistle, devised for 
I the harassing and incommoding of 
j others only ! We laughed our fill 
and mounted to proceed, explaining 
to the S.-G. the true state of affairs- 
But wo were not to proceed, for that 
official combined with a loathsome 
appearance an obstinate nature. He 
would not belfeve us. We argued, 
cursed, wept, swore, preached, 
pointed out, abused, bribed, ridi- 
culed, lectured, laughed, raved and 
I mentioned great names in vain. A 
I crowd of cattle and pedestrians, 
licycles and carts, gathered there for 
the same purpose as ourselves, made 
ominous noises, but the S.-G. re- 
mained unmoved. " If that was 
your whistle," he said, " blow it " 
(meaning nothing wicked), " and I 
can judge for myself." Need I re- 
mind you that, being unable to move 
forward or backwards, we could not 
giatify his lust for music? 

How and when (it evor) the car 
got away anotlier must tell you, for 
mine is not the nature to remain 
upon a sinking ship when there is a 
way out. All I know is that there 
were no records, but only hearts, 
broken that day. For the rest, if 
ever I have anything further to write 
u|K>n the subject of Whistles which is 
fit tor women and children to read, 
yon, Lucky Sir, shall have it. 
Your faithful 

CONTKIBDTOR. 



MR. WALLER AND OTHERS. 

After Faugt, I indulged in what I 
may perhaps venture to call a Waller- 

purgis Night at the Lyric. The 
Viike's Motto ("I am here!") re- 
minded me by its simplicity of the 
motto of my College^ foiuided by 
Elizabeth db Claru of blessed 
memory — which runs as follows : 
Cave, adgum! (I have always sup- 
posed that these two woi-da con- 
stituted the entire stock of schoolboy 
Latin known to the origiiral Earl of 
Clare). Neither in form nor senti- 
ment does the motto of the Duke 
'rr on the side of subtlety ; and in 
his respect it was admirably re- 



llfiiH de. Lagardere (Mr Waller;. " Me M 



flective of a play that went straight 
home to the primitive bosoms of a 
September audience, out for blood. 

The actual owner of the motto 
expired almost as soon as he i 
peared; but Henri de Lagardi.. 
(Mr. Waller) very generously took 
it on, out of respect for a friend- 
ship of two minutes' standing. 
And it suited him well, tor he gener- 
ally was there or thereabouts. And 
this was fortunate, since he tfas the 
whole play. The intervals during his 
temporary absence were filled with 
people in costumes — brigands, of 
.whom two persuaded themselves ami 
some of the audience, but not me, 
that they were funny dogs ; a colour- 
less King who did little beside touch- 
ing his hat; and courtiers who kept 
on bowing and curtseying, but be- 
tween times were largely negligible, 
with the exception of Mr. Stiiel 
B.\KRV, a gallant with a pretty 
humour, and Miss Syril Carlisle 
who looked sweet and gentle. 

There was also an interlude. 



which Miss Dorothy Mikto gave 
what is popularly supposed to be a 
Kpanish gipsy dance. Someone who 
knows his Seville should tell her to 
dance more from her hips and keep 
her feet down. 

I confess that I was a little disap- 
pointed in the number of corpses 
allotted to Mr. Waller's sword. I 
made out that his total bag was actu- 
ally not more than a couple of brace ; 
and his best individual piece of work. 
the killing of Ai'Sop, was done off the 
stage, and we had to take his word 
for it. 

A bon> conqueror, I understand 
that he is peculiarly irresistible at 
matinees, for then the ladies are in 
a strong majority. O. S. 



I>ANGEROUS DRAMAS. 
Poignant Appeal. 
Dear Mr. Pi'nch, — 1 learn with 
deep concern and indignation that at 
oiijy fourteen out of the nineteen 
thealres now open in London is in- 
terest directly focussed on the 
wealthy classes. As England is the 
richest country in the world, this 
unpatriotic behaviour on the part of 
these five theatres deserves to be 
held up to the strongest reprobation. 
The best teaching of proverbial philo- 
sophy points to the paramount im- 
portance of money. What are the 
sinews of war but money? What is 
it that makes the mare to go? And 
again, in the racy phrase of a North- 
country philosopher, " Them a^ 'as 
brass don't care a d - - what them 
as 'asn't thinks on 'em." Yet in 
spite of this overwhelmiug testimony 
to the paramount value of the cult of 
the Golden Calf, we find a play at 
the Queen's Theatre in which the 
interest centres on a poor inventor, 
while Mr. Forb £s - Robert so x, at the 
St. James's, devotes his great abih- 
ties to the impersonation of a super- 
natural character. Worse still, at the 
Duke of York's and the Aldwych the 
central figures are a railway porter 
and a poor clerk respectively I For 
Heaven's sake, Mr. Punch, exert your 
po.werful influence to awaken the 
public to the disastrous consequences 
of neglecting to worship success and 
bow the knee to Boodle. Trade is 
had, as the latest returns show. It 
we cannot be rich, let us at least 
reverence riches and banish from our 
midst this most pestilent and per- 
nicious of all miseries — the worship 
of humility, frugality and failure. 
Yours in great distress, 

Csir.sra Jukiob. 
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TO HENRY. 

[A fortoislil ago HeniT and MftliusrUh, (lie 
aiirienl and elcphanline tortoieeB at the Zoo, 
Here tnpked up tor their six moDtbB* n ' 
dore. tlHiameish went off at once il 
dmunleHH sleep, bnt Heorf has been suffering 
from iDHomnin aud waDdering atvav from hi: 
.bed.] 
Hesby, summer has departed, 

Cosy lies thy winter bed ; 
Wherefore, therefore, Jiiist tlioii started 

From the couch that we have spread ? 
Lo. Methuselah beside thee 

Sleeps with calm unruffled breaet ! 
Henry, let the blankets hide thee ! 

Rest, perturbed spirit, rest! 
Dost thou scoTit the foolish notion 

That a tortoise should be tame 
When an ocean of emotion 

Rages in his fevered frame'' 
Tell me, then, what passion surges 

Through thy troubled bosom ! Tell 
Why thy wakeful head emerges 

From thy agitated shell ! 
la thy tender heart sob-shaken 

Thinking of the coral strand 
Whence thy graceful form was taken 

By some heartless human hand' 
T>ost thou see the palms and mangos 

Where the painted parrots 
screamed 
And the monkeys danced fandangos 

While thy fathers lay and dreamed' 
Has some freak of fancy made thee 

Fondly think of her who bore — 
Rather let us say, who laid thee 

On that sandy, sun-kissed shore? 
Is thy bosom sorrow- laden 

As thy wistful fancies fly 
To some fair crustaceous maiden 

Loved in centuries gone by? 
Or — who knows how many a winter 

Thou hast slept serenely 
through ? — 
Thou may'st be the fabled sprinter 

Whom the late .^sopua knew. 
And to-day, when all around thee 

Talk about Olympic sports. 
Haply has some rumour found thee 

In the Zoo's frequented courts: — 
Hnply thou hast heard some story 

How the hare of old B.C. 
Hungers to regain the gloiy 

Wrested from her brows "by thee. 
Frightened lest thy.star be waning 

And that thou hast lost thy pace, 
Henry, hast thou started training 

For a Marathonian race ? 
If, amid the crowd that there is 

Ever round thee in a swarm. 
One hath told thee that the hare is 

Once again in her old form— 
If. 1 Ray, such .words were spoken 

They were but an idle jest; 
Therefore be thy dreams tmbroken ! 
Rest, perturbed spirit, rest ! 



Hfggar (irho halt leen refused alma on the ground af " 

aiLVEB M THE CHILD. LIIIT, Bill! 'lL BBtNO ITER CHIKGE. 

imBRCEHT, SHE ^LIN'T IOT THE SBKSE ! " 



" SELF-DENIAL WEEK." 

[At n rwen»,(veddiug, says Tlie Obnerrrr, the 
bride and bridegroom apecinlly requested their 
frieudB to send no presenlK.] 

A PROMINENT actress is protesting 
against references in journals to her 
jewellery or carriage accidents. 

Postmen are petitioning the Post- 
master-General against the pernicious 
practice of presenting indiscriminate 
Christmas-boxes. 

Injunctions have been applied for 
by a taxi-driver against persons 
offering him more than his legal fare 
of eightpence a mile. The state of 
his mind ts being exanu'ned into by 
medical experts. 

All information as to the latest 
engagement of a chonis-girl to a Peer 
is withheld by the halfpenny Pres.'j 
as being ediicnttonaiiy worthless. 



Acquitted on his own charge ot 
driving to the public danger, a 
motorist has presented the police 
with several valuable stop-watchcd 
as a token of esteem. 

Mass meetings are being organised 
in Whitechapel and the Old Kent 
Road in favour of a stringent Licens- 
ing Bill. 

A lady advi-rtises herself in The 
Star as follows: 

"AnthoreBs; insnirationa cnlli-d up; dieap 
rate, 30e., 20b., lr.«." . 

If some of the inspirations which 
reach Mr. Punch come from this 
quarter, we think that even the l.'is. 
\aricty is very dear at the price, 
especially when one takes into ac- 
count the cost of stamped envelopes 
for return of MSrt. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mt. Punch's Staff of Learned Clcrlta.) 
The woman wlioiu Robert Ebaos would have ub adore 
is a minx (his own pet name for lier) who Buffers from 
the illusiou that her body is much cleaner than any- 
body else's. To escape from a sordid situation as 
mother's help in a third-rate Manchester villa, she makes 
a marriage that is loveless on her side, and limited by 
strictly Platonic conditions. The man whom the author, 
with your true North -countryman' 8 reverence for wealth, 
wants us to delight in is a multi-millionaire made in 
Sheffield. He picks up the lady without introduction 
on the sands at llfracombe ; bribes her to become liis 
wife in name; loads her vainly with dresses and jewels 
and luxuries — all duly set out as in a shop-window; 
leads a dog's hfe while she makes him ridiculous by her 
stupid flirtations; and goes on hoping for the one thing 
which his beastly money cannot buy. There is an 
almost suburban naivete about tho methods of the 
author of The Maqruite (Hbikemann). He locates the 
hcneynioon in tne 
Kiviera because he 
has been there end 
thinks that wo should 
all lik? to be told 
something about the 
ninghbourhood and 
how tho novel game 
of roulette is played 
ut Monte Carlo. 
Cannes, Nice and 
Monte are called by 
their real names, but 
Mentonc is childishly 
disguised as Torreuto, 
Cap Martin as Cap 
Montferrat, La Mor- 
tola as ]<a Tombola. 
There was a moment 
in the early part of 
the book when I felt 
ashamed of perse- 
vering, and wondered 

what the critics had found in it to flatter so loudly. I 
never to the end discovered this, though the second half 
is very good reading. 1 trust Mr. Elsun will not allow his 
head to be turned by these reviewers. For a first effort 
his book is well enough: it shows promise above the 
averai^e, and his study of the millionaire has many 
merits. But let him in future concentrate his powers, 
avoid catalogues and other unessentials, and use one 
word where now he uses ten. And 1 hope he will grow 
out of the irritating habit of claiming for himself a 
special erudition in the lore of Woman's ways; and also 
not allow the lady who helps him in the miUinery depart- ' 
ment to have quite so free a hand. 1 

My ! Hnlly Mike ! Gee ! Gee Wi?; ! I swan '. 
Mercy sakes ! My Suz ! It beats the Dutch 1 And : 
really, you know, 1 think it does. But, according to Mr. 
George Norman, and Mr, T. Fishek Unwin, not for- 
getting the Wegtmiuster Gazeite. in which smartest 
of smart Society journals Sylvia in Society first madi 




as lief as not if you want I should. Mercy sokes ! I 'm 
crazed to have you know. I don't want to make a 
towse about her, but you 'U be plumb-crazy and hoppin ' 
mad when I tell you she was less than a yard high, and I 
therefore, I suppose, not more than six years o\d. Most I 
like you 've been thinking she was the most poiaonouB \ 
ole cockroach uubusted. Now haven't you? That on\7 
shows you 're not worth a hooter. You 'vc been flying 
right off the handle all the time, you everlasting poppy- 
cock. But don't fret, honey. You needn't worry any. I 'm 
about tuckered out quoting Sylvia, and bimeby I shall 
hand in my checks and quit. Guess you think 1 'm 
puttin' on frills right from the jump. That only shows 
what you know about li'l Sylvia and the American 
language doesn't amount to a pile of beans. She wasn't 
any hayseed, wasn't Sylvia, and she 'd gotten the 
daisiest English aunt, as good as candy, and that 's a 
cinch. Say, honey, aren't you tickled to death? Or 
are you as mad as a pin? Stars and Stripes 1 I'm 
through. Gee Willikins! 

If industry were the principal quality demanded of a 

— novelist, Amovl tlie 

Englishman (Meth- 
L'En) would bring im- 
mediate fame to Mr. 
Francis Avelixo. 
The author has evi- 
dently studied many 
contemporary ocu- 
ments for the pur- 
pose of making his 
romance of the thir- 
teenth century a 
faithful picture, but 
as he is entirely with- 
out the power of 
selection I soon found 
myself wishing that 
his researches had not 
been so thorough. He 
seems to me to 
have axes to grind, 
and in the process 
his poor hero is 
elbowed into comers by a crowd of Cistercians, 
Carmehtes, Premonstratensians, Bernardines, biblici, 
sententiarii — and others. I felt at last as if 1 were 
playing a game of hide-and-seek, in which Mr. AvELlNo 
was trying to conceal Arnoul and I was endeavouring to 
find him, I did not care twopence whether .irnoul 
became a secular or a religious, but I did want him to 
do something worthy of a hero of romance, and nothing 
of the kind occurred till the tale was nearly told, Mr. 
AvELiNQ has, in fact, failed to combine Arnoul's love- 
story with the bitter struggle of creeds, and in spite of 
some strong descriptive writing his book requires almost 
OS much industry to read as it must have taken to write. 



The following notice appears in a Glouoeater hotel:- 

"THE AUTOMATK: TROUSERS PBESSEil 

(Penny in the Slol) 

in use Hi this Hotel. 

APPLY lo the BOOTH." 



curtsey to the polite world, this is how Sylvia used The method suggested certainly relieves one's boot-trees 
to talk at Dieppe when she was in one of her e^cciam- lof a great deal of labour and responsibility, but is it 
atory moods, Wlto in Sam Hill, you naturally ask, is acting quite fairly towards one's trousers to leave them 
Sylvia 9 1 don't care a dite whether I tell you, but I 'd out of the treatment* 
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larj at Mark Twain's countrj home, 
we are reminded that this ie not the 
first occaBion on which the veteran 
humouriBt has been the victim of 
thieves. His jokes are constantly 
being lifted. 

The statement that the " Autumn 
Girl " is to wear toilettes in all the 
season's colours — russet and bronec 
and gold — points to a striking differ- 
ence between the two sexes. Wc 
doubt very much whether the man 
who appears in a black coat which 



CHARIVARIA. 

" Japan," says Commercial Intelli- 
gence, "is, in a sense, the missing 
link between the apathetic East and 
the commercial West." When one 
remembers the trouble that was 
oaused by the Russians referring to 
our plucky little allies as " Yellow 
monkeys," we cannot help thinking 
that the expression "missing link" 
is a wee bit unfortunate. 

" Qoethe's Faust has had many 
translators and many adap- 
ters since Marlowe's day," 
says The Sphere. Aye. and 
since Chaucer's day, too. 

The Local Government 
Board has issued a circular 
condemning motor-omnifcus 
racing. A vigorous protest 
from sportsmen is expected. 

A lady artist who at- 
tempted to sketch from one 
of the L.C.C. piers was 
stopped by an oEBcial be- 
cause she had not complied 
with certain red-tape require- 
ments. This may explain 
why the L.C.C. steamboats 
failed to draw. 
'.' 

Apparently the Govern- 
ment does not hiteud to re- 
place the torpedo-boat des- 
troyers Gala and Tiger which 
were sunk in collision. The 
official view is, we believe, 
that the new boats might be 
lost in the same way, so the 
money is to be saved. 
« * 

The Select Committee on 
the Beform of the House of 
Lords recommends that the 
Upper Chamber be popu- 
larised. This is taken to 
mean that those members 
who have Musical Comedy 
wives will be asked to invite 
their spouses to give an occasional by reason of its age bears ( 
performance at Westminster, tints will be c 



" There now. I 've left my book at 
'ome!" He. "Never mind, 'Ave 
a look at the scenery." She {with 
withering scorn). " What d'you take 
me fori " 



Waiter (oery tceary, but a 

O OH TBINIINO i LITTLE I 

lUEE IT PHEASANT." 



«). "Ab- 



As a result of the intimation that 
no more attempts on the Channel 
will be made this year, the water has 
now calmed down and may occasion- 
ally be seen smlhng. 

V 

" I regard angels as sexless," says 
Mr. Beerbohm Tree. Yet the police, 
we believe, do not look upon the 
mihtant Suffragettes as angels. 

With reference to the recent burg- 



Motorists are said to be in favour 
of the recommendation of the 
Cyclists* Touring Club, to the effect 
that deaf oyclists, in order to show 
that sound signals are inaudible to 
them, shall attach two red and white 
discs to the back forks of their 
bicycles. These will make it clear 
to the Coroner that the accident was 
not the fault of the motorist. 
• • 

The Londoner at the seaside ! 
An overheard conversation: — She. 



TEASHOP GOLF. 
The object of the game is to eat 
cakes, muffins, ices, etc., in the least 
number of bites possible. Euch 
player's plate must originally contain 
eighteen specimens. 
It was the other day that I met 
Smith in the Oxford Street 
A. B. C. Amateur Champion- 
ship. 

1 won the first, a currant 
bun, in 4, Smith, who got 
well through the brown with 
his first, going to pieces — or 
rather one of his teeth did — 
on a stone in the third bite. 

Having the honour, 1 now 
negotiated a buth-bun, the 
bogey for which is, I be- 
lieve, 8. I got into diffi- 
cult stuff with niy second, 
and could only manage a 
nibble, and in the end Smith 
won. The third, the rasp- 
berry sandwich, 1 won in 4, 
while Smith was victorious 
at the cheese cake and 
chocolate eclair. We halved 
the crumpet in two, and 1 
won the muffin, S-mitr get- 
ting into casual butter. He, 
however, took the meringue 
and the apple dumpling, and 
at the turn was two up. 

Coming home, I began by 
being badly bunkered in the 
crust of the custard. Finally 
1 gave it to Smith. The 
eleventh, however — the plum 
tartlet — 1 did in four, Smith, 
who was liothered by the 
stones, taking twelve and 
two cups of tea. Smith 
took the tea-cake, but 1 
took the biscuit, in what 
1 found afterwards was a 
record for the cafe. 

At the seventeenth we were like 
as we sat, and everything depended 
on the strawberry ice. Smith drove 
on to the cup-brim with a good 
swallow. I got off slightly better, 
reaching the pretty. With his 
second. Smith lifted the melted 
remains. I saw I had only one 
chance unless we were to play 
another currant-bun for the nine- 
teenth. I took my spoon with a low 
grip, and playing well through, ran 
the rest of it down with my seuond. 
Smith, who was lying practically 
dead, recovered a week later. 



tudyinj 
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HOW A 313TER OF PERCY'S BECAMEQUEEN 

" So you 're still & bachelor, eh, Percy? " I remarked 
88 he flew in. " All right up to now," he said; but I 
noticed at once thnt he was not in such high spirits as 
on his previous visit. " My old termagants have had 
other things to think about than marryin' me off. Been 
havin' no end of a ruction — a revolution and that. My 
Mother ain't Queen now. One of my Sisters is. 1 call it 
playin' it rather low down, if you ask me." 

1 asked for particulars. 

"It's a long story," he said, "and I daresay 1 
haven't got to the bottom of it. They don't tell vs 
more than they can help. But you '11 remember me 
telUn' you I expected my poor old Mother would find 
herself unpopular after leavin' 'em all up the polt 
she did over that silly swarmin' business? Well, she 
did, and no mistake. They 've had a down on her ever 
since. Went about buzzin' that she was past her work; 
and it was time to think of lettin' out one of the young 
Princesses to take her place. They always keep a few 
handy, you know, in case of a vacancy on the throne. 
Well, when my Lady-Mother got wind of what was 
up she was awful wild. Got her scimitar out and made 
a rush for the cells where the Princesses were, to settle 
the whole lot of 'em. Only they were so well 
guarded that she couldn't — which made her simply 
frantic. Mind you, I 'm not excusin' her — but it was 
only natural that, after having reigned such a dooce of a 
time as four years she should cut up rather rusty at the 
idea of abdicntin'. 

"Next thing I heard was that they called a meetin' 
of the Cabinet to decide what was to be done with her. 
/ wasn't there, of course, but, from what I picked up, 
they voted for packin' her off to start a Colony some- 
where on her own. She wouldn't hear of it — said she 'd 
jolly well stick where she was and be hanged to 'em. 
So they were in a bit of a fix. 

" It was old Caroline that pulled 'em through by 
oomin' forward with a confession. She 'd been gettin' 
shaky for a long time, but it was the swarmin' that 
broke her up. Never the same bee afterwards. Now, 
she said, she felt she was nearin' her end, but she 
couldn't Qy off with a quiet conscience to the usual 
dyin' place until she 'd unburdened herself of a State 
Secret that had been weighin' on her mind ever since 
it had been revealed to her by her aunt, who 'd had it 
from her aunt, who 'd been told it by hers. So the 
Council invited her to get it off her chest. 

" Accordin' to Caroline, several generations ago the 
Queen they had then was missin', and there wasn't a 
single Princess ready to succeed her, and Caroline's 
great-great-aunt, bein' Prime Miniuter, saw something 
had got to be done. Her first idea was to' get hold of a 
worker-larva, slip it into a royal cell, and feed it up into 
a Sovereign of sorts. But there didn't happen to be a 
larva about who was young enough to fill the bill. So 
what did Caboline's unscrupulous great-greot-aunt do 
but go off on the quiet to a neighbourin' State, sneak a 
common laYva of theirs, bring it bome, and pass it off 
as the rightful heiress. ' That larva,' said old Caroline, 
with quavering antennse, ' is her present Majesty! ' 

" I call it a jolly thin story myself," was Percy's 
comment, " and it 's my belief that either old Caroline 
was dotty or else she 'd been put up to tellin' it. If her 
great-great aunt ever had managed to get into a foreign 
city, she 'd have been stung to death long before she 
could have boned a larva. What'/ " 

But I could not help remembering that in The Lore of 



the Honey-Bce it was stated that in certain emergencies 
worker-bees have been known to resort to such unprin- 
cipled expedients. I feared that the scandal was only 
too' well founded, though, of course, I did not mention 
this impression to Percy. 

" Well, when the old girls heard Caroline's rigmarole 
they declared they 'd suspected something all along— 
there were lots of little things they 'd noticed in the 
Queen (so they said) that showed bad breedin' — though 
they 'd never believed till then she was actually a low- 
bom foreigner. Anyway, it gave 'em the excuse they 
wanted for gettin' rid of her. 

" It may have been necessary, hut what I barred was 
the way they went about it. It isn't etiquette, it seems, 
to use violence to the Queen, so — you mayn't beheve 
it — those confounded humbuggin' jades all closed 
round and kept on cuddhn' her till they 'd cuddled the 
life out of her ! I saw them at it, and though 1 only 
knew my Lady-Mother by sight and she wouldn't ha" 
known me from a bluebottle if she 'd ever noticed me ( 
the comb, still, after all, family ties do go for something, 
and I did think it was a bit too thick. So did Aloie 
and Reggie and poor old Gus. ' We shouted ' Shame 
round the comer, but we might have been so many 
maggots for all the effect it had I 

" No sooner was she no more than they proclaimed 
one of my Sisters. She 'd been out and crawlin' about 
for some time, but none of us had noticed her. But I 
will say she made a rippin' Queen, I felt quite proud of 
her at the Coronation. Top-hole, she looked ! 'Then she 
sailed off on her weddin' journey with some poor devil 
of a drone from the next State, and when she arrived 
home alone I can tell you she bad something like a 
reception. The old girla went almost off their beads 
with excitement. Though they kept w« out of it — 
we weren't even allowed to come and offer our con- 
gratters to our own Sister! Humiliatin', I call it. 
What? 

" But I must say her next proceedin' rather put me 
off; for she went straight to the other Royal cells, which 
had. been left unguarded on purpose, and polished off all 
the Princesses, one by one, with her scimitar. Seemed 
to be enjoyin' it, too! Girls will be girls, I suppose, and 
she had her position to think of; but, all the same, a 
fellow don't like to see any sister of his goin' on like 
that, and it 's given me a fit of the blues. 

" One good thing about all this," he continued more 
cheerfully, " it 'a put all that mstchmakin' nonsense 
out of their heads so far as / 'm concerned, as I said 
when I came in. I 'm beginnin' to hope tfcey 've given 
up Archie and Aloie and Gu3 and me as hopeless bad 
jobs by this time." 

" But mayn't they get tired <rf keeping you some day, 
Percy? " I ventured to hint. 

" They may get as tired as they like, dear old chap," 
was his reply, " hut they 've jolly well got to keep ma ! " 

I said nothing. After he had flown away 1 wondered 
whether I ought not to have warned him, as I might 
have by the knowledge I had gained from Mr. Ticener 
Edwardes' volume, of the fate that awaited him, 
whether he married or remained single. 

But no warning of mine could avert it. even if it 
succeeded in shaking an optimism which was probably 
incorrigible. I thought — and still think — that silence was 
the truest kindness. F. A. 



Tbe Pionevr. 

On Sunday, September SO, the wife of of a daughter. Others 

please copy."— The Daily Telegraph. 
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IN AND OUT. 

Engineer (ittumimj to work- to eaUon operative). " OFF TO PLAY ? WEU., I 'VE JUST HAD SEVEN 
MONTHS OF IT, AND I DON'T SEEM TO HAVE DONE MYSELF OR ANYBODY ELSE MUCH GOOD." 



y Google 



30, 19O&0 



PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHAMVARI. 



Squire'B Daiigliler. " Would y 

Vtilojer. "CEHTAIliLT KOT." 

Squirt't Daughter. " I do wis 
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WILSON HADDINGTON; 
OB, The Uses op a Mutual Friekd. 

Hostess. Mrs. De Forrest, I want 
to introduce Mr, Wilmington to you. 

Mrs. De Forreel. Charmed. 

Hoateas'. Mr. Wilmington is an old 
friend of Wilson Haddington. 

Mt8. De F. How very intereeting. 
[Tfie Hostess recedes and retreats. 

Mrs. De F. So you know Wilson 
Haddinoton? How very interesting. 

Mr. Wilmington. Yes, yes, ho is 
an old friend. Do you know him? 

Mrs. De F. A little. Isn't he 
charming'.' Have you seen him 
lately? 

Mr. IV. I saw him only last week. 

Mrs. De F. Since they came bock 
from Venice, then? 

Mr. W. Yes, they were just hack. 

Mrs. De F. She is very attractive, 
don't you think? 

Mr. W. Yes, very. 

Mrs. De F. Was Alison there? 

Mr. IV. No. Alison was away. 
Staying with the Tbrkys, I l»elit 
Do you know the Tkkrvs? 

Mrs. De F. I don't know th. 
properly. We met once. I thought 
she seemed very chonning. 



Mr. W. Yes, I believe she is. The 
Haddinotons are very fond of them. 

Mrs. De F. Have you known 
Wilson Haddington long? 

Mr. W, Several years. We first 
met at the Wilbraiiam Favles'. 

Mrs. De F. At Bentwood? 

Mr. W. Yes. It was just before 
thoy moved to Moot lands, 

Mrs. De F. What a beautiful place 
Bentwood wasl 

Mr, W. You knew it? 

Mrs, De F, I saw it once. I did 
not know the Wilbraham Fayles. I 
was taken over by a neighbour to 
see the gardens. Is Moorlands as 
beautiful? 

Mr. W. Not quite, I think. 

[Pause. 

Mrs. De F. It wa« at Bentwood, 
then, that you first met Wilson 
Haddington ? 

Mr. ir. Yes, at Bentwood. 

Mrs. De F. He was not grey then, 
I suppose? 

Mr. W. No, he *s greyer than his 
years now. 

Mrs. De F. Let me see, how old 
would yon say he is'.' 

Mr. W. Forty-seven, 1 should 
guess, or perhaps forty -eight. 

Mrs. De F. Oh, do you think so? 



I should have said forty-six at the 
most. But how tery young he 
seems I 

Mr. W. Yea. This is a nice gar- 
den, don't you (hink? Those snap- 
dragoiiB are really wonderful. After 
so much rain, too., 

MrsT De F. Yes, indeed. [Pavse. 

Mrs. De F. Is Wilson Hadding- 
ton writing anything just now? 

Mr. H-. A novel, I think. He 
spoke about something of the kind. 
I can't think how people get turf hke 
this. I wish I could. Our turf is so 
hard. 

Mra. De F, Where do you live? 

Mr. W. In Berkshire. 

Mrs. De F. Is that near Wilson 
Haddington ? 

Mr. W. Everything Is near now, 
with Ihe motor car. [Pause. 

Mrs. De F. Has Wilson Had- 
dington got a new car? 

Mr. \V, I don't know. He drove 
over in a large red one. Have you 
been seeing any of the new plays ? 

Mrs. De F. None. I am sorry to 
say. I have not been to town since 
June. [Pause. 

Mm. Dc F. When is Wilson Har- 
DiNOTON going to give us a play? 
It 'a quite time. [And so forth. 
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DISCURSIONS. 

The Hef-tisg. 
Scene — The Library of a Country Hou»c. He is 
writing at a table near the windotv, tcith hia back 
tamed to Her. She is standing irregolutely in the 
middle of the room behind an armchair, which ahe 
has juat dragged and pushed laboiiously from its 
usual place. The time ta 3 p.m. 

He (turning round upon her suddenly). I wish to 
hoaven you wouldn't make such a frightful racket in the 
room ! I can't get & thing written, and I counted on an 
hour or two o£ quiet. 

She. Oh, don't bother about your writing now. You '11 
: have to give it up anyhow in about twenty minutes, so 
■ you may as well'get up at once and help me with these 
choirs. 

He (pettishly). Bother the chairs I Why can't you 
leave them as they are? But you 're never happy unless 
you 're moving gigantic pieces of furniture from one 
place to another. My wardrobe, for instance. Where 'b 
that gone? It was io my dressing-room two days ago, 
and now 

She (appealing to the universe). There — he grudges 
me the wardrobe, the only place where I can really put 
: anything comfortably. He wants it for his coats and 
I his trousers and his overgrown riding-boots. And I 'm 
not to have even a tiny corner to hang a dress in. 
Charles, how can you be so selfish and so heartless? 

He (desperately). Oh, take the wardrobe 

She. 1 have. 

He. Take everything. 1 never met a woman yet who 
didn't consider a man selfish for wanting to keep what 
Dclongs to me. 

She. Him, Charles, him. You're getting your pro- 
nouns mixed. However, if you '11 help me with these 
chairs, I '11 forgive you even that. 

He. But what on earth do you want to move the 
chairs for? Why can't you leave them where they are? 

She (again to the universe). He 'a forgotten again. 
Didn't I see an advertisement of Memory Powders some- 
where the other day? Charles, you must take one in 
water after getting out of bed in the morning. Tt 'II 
help your writing, too, you know. You 're always for- 
getting where the quotations come from 

?lc {jumping from hia chair). Will you or will you not 
tell me what gam.e you 're up to? 

She (placidly). I'm not sure 1 like .that expression, 
CfiARLES. It doesn't seem to be quite in your best "four- 
guineas-a-thousand " style. " What game you 're up 
to " I No, no, " What design you are contemplating," 
or "What project you have set your baud to." I 'm 
sure something of that sort 

He. If I were a weaker and a more brutal man, I 'd 
throw you out of the room 

She. Don't be unjust to yourself, Cdarles. 

He. Once more; what are you up to? > 

She (cheerfully). Now honestly, Charles, do you 
really mean to say you 've forgotten that the S.P..\. are 
to meet here at 3.M to-day? 

He (passing his hand over hia forehead). The S.P.A. ? 
What 's that? Senatus Populus — no, that won't do. 
What is it? 

She. Tkm't be absurd, Charles. You know well 
enough it 's the Stocking and Petticoat Association. 

He (blankly). Never heard of it. 

She. My dear I It 's had two meetings h^re already. 

He. No. That vf&e the Tea and Coal Club. 

She. Same thing. It 'a ohanged its name. Instead 



of giving tea and coal to the parents, we 're going to 
give stockings and petticoats to the children. 

He. Oh, that 's it, is it? But why is it to meet in 
this room? We had it in the dining-room last time. 

She. My dear, it 's too dreadfully formal having them 
all sitting round the dining-room table. We shall be 
much cosier here. 

He. If you 've settled it, of course there 's no more 
to be said. / know that well enough. 

She. That 's a good sensible boy. Now 

He. But, I say, didn't they make you Secretary last 
time? 

She. Yea, I 'm Secretary. 

He (malignantly). Have you posted up your minutes? 

She. What a funny thing to say, Charles. What 
does one do when one posts up minutes? Is it a painful 
thing to do? 

He (appealing in his turn to the universe). Here 's a 
woman, a Secretary, who doesn't know what minutes 
are. (To her) Have you written your account of the 
last meeting in the minute-book? 

She. Don't be ridiculous. Of course I have. How 
could I know you meant that? Listen. (She takes tip 
the minute-book from a chair and reads) : " Monday, 
July 6th. A meeting of the Tea and Coal Club wae 
held at Bristol House, Sir William Lampeter in the 

chair. There were present " There you are, all 

complete and beautiful. In fact, I 'm the champion 

minute-poster of the parish (There is a sound of 

carriage-whecla outside, and a ring ia heard at ike front 
door.) Gracious! There they are. Hurry up, Charles, 
and help with the chairo. 

[He dashes in and helps magnificenthj. In the space of 
a minute they perform prodigies of chair-and'Sofa- 
and -table -changing together. The whole aspect of 
the room ia altered. A butler throws open the door 
of the room. With a tohisk of her hands she 
smoothes herself and advances smiling. He remains 
in the background also smiling. 

The Butler (announcing). Sir William and Lady 
Lampeter 1 (Curtain.) 



A SEBVANT OF THE PUBLIC. 
Dear ilR. Punch, — I have read with profound admira- 
tion the letter that Mr. S. F. Edge has addressed to The 
Times. He promises, in deference tcr public feeling, to 
abstain in future from entering his motor cars (he men- 
tions their name) for dangerous and abnormal competi- 
tions; with the proviso that, if this abstenticHi ia found 
to affect his business unfavourably, he will conclude 
that he has " mistaken the trend of public feeling " and 
will again "lead the way," as he modestly says, in 
these unnatural contests! I like Jlr. Edge's hedging, 
and I am going to imitate it. I am a female writer of 
disgusting and nauseous novels: but in deference to 
public protests I shall in future abstain from this kind 
of thing and take to clean wTiting. If, however, my 
sales fall of!, I shall conclude that I have " mistaken the 
trend of public feeling," and shall revert to my wallow- 
ing in the mud. Yours faithfully. 

Another Heoc&r. 



" Qugtfl, if you choose, publiot 
the cftpaciUM olcbkcks; cite 
BncchuB to sobriety." — Churrh Faaiilg Ktiitrpaper. 
" Sbelgrove.to sobriety " would have looked better, if it I 
was impossible to spell Martial's name correctly. {' 
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AmaUur AgrlevUnnel (after a blank forrnoon, pointing to field knee-detp f 
to o> TWO HUE. Best bit or coveb I've ocrr." 
Friend. " Es— Br the wi 
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IP, Wttir ABB WB 



? — EB— CIMIBIEB?' 



WHAT EVERY WOMAN 
DOESN'T KNOW. 

["Time-Savers for Servants" are dractibed 
M m feature ol Ihe drocpra' Eibibitioa at 
the Agncultnrsl Hali.] 

AuoNO Tiine-SaverB which our 
housekeeping expert missed from the 
Exbihition were: — 

Dajlight- Saving Clock, constructed 
to go half an hour fast in the morn- 
ing and half an hour slow in the 
evening. Testimonial from board- 
ing-house lady: — "It bamboozled 
my general for five jears," 

Pair of gramophones for conductmg 
courtships at the back door, gradu- 
ated from " First Advances " to 
" Proposals," with special apparatus 
for breaking oft engagements. 

Time-Limit Servant's Candle, with 
attachment for extinguishing it at 
Q.30 p.m. ; not relightable until next 
day. 

Penny-in- the- Slot Letter Writer. — 
" Saves my servants four hours a 
day." — Householder. 

Patent Dummy Door-Opener. — 



Opens hall door within ten minutes 
of a knock. Complete with clean 
apron, cap and trigger. 

Account-Book for Single Entry. — 
Saves the cook the trouble of enter- 
ing housekeeping items twice over. 
To which is attached the Secret Com- 
mission Beady Beckoner. 



" Experiencp Krb already Hboim tliat Ibere ia 
no limit prarlicall; to the Bum irhich even a 
relatively poor qbIiou will spend on a single 
armoared ship. The money, it may be, is 
found with difficulty, but the posseaBiou of a 
vessel of nuiiimum Bize and power ministers 
to the armour propre of the population." — 
Tlie Karat and Mililani Urtord. 
Not good. And, anyhow, quite out 
of place in a serious article. 



" When n boy named Fred Haylor attempted 
to kill a lar^ snake at Shaldon, South UcTon, 
the reptile jomped at his face. The boy bent 
his bead, and Ibe siiake went over him." — TIte 
Vorh ConHitution. 

This exoiting story of adventure falls 
quite naturally into a column headed 
" Passing Events." 



A good game for the long autumn 
evenings can be played in this way. 
Each person in turn reads out a little 
paragraph from The Daily Mirror, 
and the others try to guess what the 
paragraph is beaded. Here is an ex- 
ample from the issue of the 23rd : — 

" If you please, air, I want to be a soldier,' ' 
said a binr who was " going on for sixteen " to 
the Ijunbeth magistrate yesterday. It was 
uiranged that he should see the court 

Probably somebody would suggest A 
Yoking Briton or Lambeth Lad's 
Longings as a suitable title; hardly 
anyl>ody would think of the right 
answer — A Centenarian's Estate. 



"It iseurioua to see Mr. Winston ChuichUl 
with anything of a fluali on his dead-while face 
(says The Hnilih M'eekly). but when he entered 
the church from the veatiy there could be no 
question of his nervouaness, and Lord Hugh 
Cecil, who stood over him grarely pulling at 
hU moustache, took the very proper course of 
insisling npon Ihe bridegroom seating himself 
OB quickly as possible." — Daily DIepaick, 
We always thought Mr. Churchill's 
dond-white face was clean-shaved. 
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AT WIUIAM'S WEDDING FEAST. 

I ENVIED not tlic novel biles 
That glittered, William, in your 

eyes ; 
I should have held it much remiss 

Had you looked otherwise, 
And your hilarious moods did not 
Cast shadows on my single lot. 

Your blushing bride (who won all 
hearts) 
I gazed upon without annoy ; 
She seems a tiling of pleasing parts, 

What about dross, dear boy? 
But all her charms did not abate 
The comfort of my lonely state. 

No, William, no. Howe'er divine 
Your fortune (and the girl's) may 
be, 

I yet remained convinced that mine 

Was good enough for me ; 
And I had been contented still 
But for those lovely presents, Bill 1 

Silver on silver, new and old. 

Rich furnitures for either sex. 
The jewels, William, and the gold, 
The cheques, ah gods, the 
cheques !— 
Oh, William, William, these to scan 
Was painful to a single man. 

And ever as I gazed, my breast 

Grew heavy with a growing doubt ; 
What had you done to be so blest? 

Why should I go without? 
Nay, to upset my simple mind 
Was bad, but worse remains behind. 

I could condone the jealous fire 
You kindled in a lonely hard ; 
But, William, was it well to hire 
A sleuth from Scotland Yard 
.\nd put him there as sentinel? 
That was not well. It was not well. 

DUII-DUU. 



THE CITY OF DREADFUL 
WHITE. 

At a mass meeting held on the 
Flip Flap last week, to decide as to 
whether or no the White City should 
be an Eternal City, there were 
present H.R.H. the Prince of 
Wales, Sir Geobo£ White (in 
the Chair), Mr. Richard Whiteing, 
Messrs. A. and C. Black, Sir James 
Cbichton-Bhowke, Messrs. Gkeen- 
iNO, Mr. J. B. Pinker, the Mayor of 
Reading, Sir Edward Grev, various 
representatives of the Yellow Jour- 
nalism, and a variety of coloured 
gentlemen. 

On the opening of proceedings 
letters were read from various foreign 
Powors that wished for an entente 
with Great Britain, and thought that 
Shepherd's Bush might help to 



cement such a bond. The Prince of 

Monaco suggested a Monaco-British 
Exhibition, and t>iTered a handsome 
subsidy towards it and the loan of a 
royal bodyguard of croupiers. "In 
this case," he wrote, " the colloquial 
name might be the Rouge et Nolr 
City, and the Earl of Rosslyn would 
perhaps take the place of Mr. Imre 
Kiralfy." 

President Castro also wrote asking 
that a VenoKuelo-British Exhibition 
might be arranged, with the substitu- 
tion of a Great Wheel (at several 
Revolutions a minute) for the Flip 
Flap. 

The Chairman then called upon 
the meeting to offer suggestions as to 
(I) the desirability of opening the 
Exhibition again next year, and (2) 
the nature of the Exhibition to be 
held. 

His Royal Highness the Prince of 
Wales suggested that next year a 
quite new kind of Exhibition should 
be held — an Exhibition that was 
really ready for the public on the 
day it was opened. That, he said, 
would be a novelty worth visiting. 
{Loud cheers, during which H.R.H, 
returned to Marlborough House.) 

Sir James Crichtun-Brownb said 
he was in favour of continuing the 
Exhibition, but he failed to see why 
tbey should continue to show such 
exclusive preference to one colour — 
if. Indeed, it was a colour at all. 
The only advantage about a White 
City was that it was the easiest to 
paint red. (Sensation.) Sympa- 
thising as he did with his friend 
Carlyle in his estimate of human 
folly, he thought the best thing to do 
with it was to convert It Into a resi- 
dential estate for vegetarians, and re- 
christen it the Green City. 

Sir Thomas Mountain Dewar sug- 
gested that the Exhibition should be 
continued under the title of the 
Black and White City. The Editors 
of The Graphic, The Sphere, and 
The Ilhigtratcd London News strongly 
protested. 

Mr. George R. Sims pointed out 
that London was singularly deficient 
in an adequate museum of crimin- 
ology. Madame Tussaud did what 
she could, poor old lady, but her 
space was limited, and Scotland Yard 
showed a curious and old-fashioned 
reluctance to admit the public to view 
its treasury of turpitude. The Shep- 
herd's Bush buildings were admir- 
ably suited for the display of morbid 
rehcs, reconstructed crimes and so 
forth. His suggestion was to hold a 
Murder Exhibition next year and call 
it the Black City. 

Mr. Joseph Lyons said that his 



idea of an Exhibition was an Exhibi- I 
tion where people got hungry. It 
did not in the least matter what they 
saw. All that was needed was 
plenty to Bee and plenty to eat. If 
he had his way the present Exhibi- 
tion would remain untouched, but 
the title would be changed — say to 
Russo- British or Gneco-Roman, or 
anything catchy. 

M. Faillabd, the famous Parisian 
restauTateur, supported Mr. Lyons. 
The great thing, be said, was to 
choose a good name. Nothing mat- 
tered after that. The people came 
and asked no questions. 

Mr. Tom B. Davis, the manager of 
the Lyric Theatre, said that as 
Honorary President of the K.O.W. 
League he had no hesitation in. ex- 
pressing his opinion that the White 
City ought to be the permanent and 
abiding home of the Whitest of 
White Men — need he say that he 
referred to their idolised friend Afr. 
Lewis Waller? 

Mr. Chirgwih, who addressed the 
meeting through the spout of a 
patent cofiee-pot of his own inven- 
tion, was understood to say that if 
the Exhibition was going to be re- 
served for Albinos he would have to 
reorganize his entire complexion. 

General Roger Pocock, command- 
ing the Legion of Frontiersmen, 
pleaded eloquently for the conver- 
sion of the Exhibition buildings into 
a permanent barracks for his famous 
corps. Camping out in the open was 
all very well in a tropical or sub- 
tropical climate, but there were 
moments when even his hard-bitten 
veterans hankered after a roof. For 
himself he would be content with the 
Court of Honour if the Stadium were 
covered in for the gallant fellows 
who had escorted La Milo in her 
perilous ride through the streets of 
Coventry, and who were all ready to 
do the same service for the biblical 
homplplst of the Palace. (Cheers.) 

Mr. Algernon Ashton said that it 
gave him great pleasure to sustain 
the rdle of skeleton at the feast. 
They could not all hope to live for 
ever. (Applause.) What better use 
could they make of the White City 
than paint it black and turn it into 
a standing reminder of their mor- 
tality ? It might then be utilised for 
a great Exhibition of mausoleums, 
cenotaphs, sarcophagi, cinerary urns, 
tombs, vaults, epitaphs and other I 
funereal adjuncts. Music would nstu- \ 
rally form an important feature at I 
such a show, and he had already I 
composed one- hundred- and-fifty van- I 
ations on " Down Among the Dead I 
Men " for the opening concert. I 
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A novoiist and dramatist, who pre- 
ferred to remain inuugnito, and who 
had red hair, a Shakspearean brow, 
threo legs and no tail, suggested that 
the Exhibition should be transformed 
into a permanent wax-work repre- 
sentation of the characters in his 
many works. {Help! Help!) 

A similar suggestion was made by 
a retiring lady from Rtrattord-on- 
Avon with regard to the romances 
from her pen. (No offers.) 

The meeting then dispersed with- 
out coming to any definite conclu- 
sion ; but whatever happens to the 
Exhibition there is every reason to 
fear that the Golden Dome will con- 
tinue to draw its millions of enrap- 
tured sightseers every day. Nothing 
can alter that. 



" Mr. Lloyd-Oporjjp, who lins ]ieea mifff-riiig 
frooi a roll), is slaying willi Mrs. I.lojd-ttporae 
U Folkralone. and Ihe chniige has lioa* him 
much gpodr—Thf DaUy MaU. 



" t^wT. — Fi>i terrier, all nliile eicfpl liLirk 

one fiiie Init and Mr : angwers modpmtrly to 
Cinders,"— J/uni-Zr^nMr ETeiiing Xrtn. 

Probably he would be most amenable 
to lumps of coal. 



A yXHAIGHT TIP. 

{" BiU'e just sone back to school You 

miffht writeanQ give him n little sound advice." 
— £'j:(rac( fivm a letter.] 
I 'm rather pleased with what 1 
wrote : 
It didn't cost me much reflection, 
Yet struck, I fancy, just the note 

A letter should, in this connection. 
I might have written, il I would, 
Some such advice as, " Be indus- 
tiious ; 
Be punctual, my boy ; be good : 
And one day j'ou will be illus- 
trious." 
But then he 'II have that preached 
him by 
Some other chap more skilled to 
speak it. 
One better qualified than I 

To take his moral ear and tweak it. 
I might have spoken of his sports. 
And bade him " tackle low — and 
hard, toot " 
With other points, of divers sorts, 

A rugger man should pay regard to. 
Yet that, agoin, though just the stufl 

I happen to be rather apt in — 
He 'II hear it all quite soon enough, 
With more couviction, from his 
captain. 



And so I let didactics go. 

And wrote (you '11 notice) simply, 
briefly : 
He didn't think it " rot," I fenoic — 
And that was what I wanted 
chiefly : 

" Dear Bill, — Here 'e luck from 
Auntie Bess 
And me, as well as Geoff and 
Winnie ! 
Your loving Uncle DrcK. P.S. — 
Enclosed with this you 'U find a 
guinea." 

" IIahpstejio.— -Unique Uppeb Pact of aeven 
roouB and l>ath." — AdTt. in " Mamiag Pa$l," 
We accept the advertiser's state- 
ment as to the unique character of 
his ofier. But wa rfiould hke to 
know whether the water that wants 
to get to the upper half of the bath 
would have a right of access through 
the lower half, or whether a false 
bottom would be necessary. And if 
this contrivance were made a fixturct 
what about the tenant of the lower 
half? But that, of course, is his 
affair. 

The Penonality of Boota. 
Seen in a Paris shop : — 

"BuTTINES i L'ANOI.WSE. 

Tuts Smob." 
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MOOR MYSTERIES. 

BIBD IK>«1N?" •■No*, J 



THE DANGER OF OVEROOINC IT. 

[" ll is not often on EnRliflh actor is ro- 
proaclieii for plajiug a pari loo Bympathcli- 
callv. but Mr. Allan Aviit^wonli , . . haa jtiel 
bad riiia curious experience. After a recent 
performance of 'JiMs' . . . ayounp'Vjmily man 
appeared in Lis dreasing-ruom with very red 
eywt. ' Ix>ok here,' be siid, ' if you want the 
piei« to have a long run you must tone down 
yonr pert n bit, A man cuti't Bland bavii.g hiM 
ferlingK woAed on till he inaken on ai>E of 
himKvlf— like me this eveniiis. If you make 
the nien cry tbey will be afraid to come ti> the 
theatre. Act a bit less as though you really 
felt it aU."'—Dai(i/ Paper.] 

Mr. Beerbohm Teee has recentlj- 
boon the recipient of a gratifying tee- 
timony to the extraordinary lifelike- 
ncKs of his acting. After a perform- 
ance of Fau»t, in which, as everyone 
knows, the faniouB aotor- manager 
sustaing the role of the Prince of 
Darkness, a young curate buret into 
his dresBing-room in a state bordering 
on frenzy. " Pardon my intrueion," 
ho observed in soul-shaking accents, 
" but if you wish to secure the ap- 
proval of the clorgy you realty must 
modify your conception of the part. 
If you frighten grown men like me 
they will be afraid to come to the 
theatre. For heaven's sake make 
the part a little more amusing- 
little leas devilish." 

Among recent visitors to Le Mans 
to witnees the astonishing exploits of 



Mr. Wilbur Wright has been Mr. 
Hksrv Bird, the popular accom 
panist and organist. After Mr. 
Wright's record tlight Mr. Bird was 
among the first to accost the intre- 
pid aviator. "Oh, Mr. Wright." 
pleaded the talented musician, " 1 
beg, 1 beseech you not to fly so 
high. \ man cannot stand having 
his feelings worked on till he wants 
to be a bird in nature as well as in 
name." 

The seclusion of The Pines was 
rudely disturbed last week by a 
r.udden visit from Mr. Raymond 
BegthWayt, the famous professional 
panegyrist and interviewer, who, 
bursting into Mr. Swinburne's sanc- 
tum, besought him in poignant tones 
to abstain from the passionate in- 
vective which bespangles his new 
volume of Essays. "If you want 
your book to sell," panted Mr. Beg- 
THWAVT, " you must tone down your 
abuse. To hear Euripides described 
as ' a mutilated monkey * is more 
than I, an Oxford man, can stand." 
Here Mr. Begthwavt wiped away a 
few natural tears and proceeded : 
" You are the most opulent of 
eulogists. Why, then, deviate into 
censure at all? " Hurriedly pressing 
a copy of M.A.P. into the hand of 
the great poet, Mr. Begthwayt 
returned to his motor. 



Aa Mr. Mark Hambodhg t 
leaving the Queen's Hall by the 
artists' entrance the other day, he 
was abruptly addressed in Russian by 
o sinister-looking stranger with a pale 
face and blazing eyes. " I was 
Anarchist two hours ago," he began, 
" but I am one no longer. Your 
miraculous playing of Schumann's 
htudeB Sympltoniqtieg wrought such 
an overwhelming effect, on my nature 
that I am now consumed and per- 
vaded with the spirit of universal 
brotherhood," The ex-Anarchist, 
whose real name we understand is 
quite unpronounceable by British 
vocalists, has now assumed the aliag 
of Philadelphus Ix)VEJov, and fol- 
lows Mr. Hambocrq everywhere with 
dog-like fidelity. 

Seventeen illustrated interviews 
with Mr. Bernard Suaw have been 
the inevitable result of the reference 
to the gifted playwright which ap- 
pears in Miss Ellen Tbrry'3 auto- 
biography, Mr. Shaw is deeply 
wounded by the phrase " A good, 
kind, gentle creature " applied to 
him by Miss Terbv, and has let her 
distinctly understand that if this de- 
plorably erroneous impression of his 
true character were to be generally 
accepted, his reputation as the all- 
wool Machiavelli of Mayfair would 
be blasted for ever. 
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THE COMPLETE KITCHEN. 

I SAT in the drawing-room after 
dinner with my knees together and 
my hands in m; lap, and waited 
for the game to be explained to me. 

" There 's a pencil for you," eaid 
somebody. 

" Thank you very much," I said, 
and put it carefully away. Evidently 
I had won a forfeit already. It 
wasn't a very good pencil, though. 

" Now, has everybody got pen- 
cils?" asked somebody else. "The 
game is called ' Ii'urmBhing a 
Kitchen," It's quite easy. Will 
somebody think of a letter?" She 
turned to me, " Perhaps you 'd 
better." 

" Certainly," I said, and I immedi- 
ately thought very hard of K. These 
thought-reading games are called 
different things, but they are all the 
same really, and I don t believe in 
any of tfaem. 

"Well?" aaid everybody. 

"What? . , . Yes, I have. Go 
on. , . Oh, I beg your pardon," I 

said in confusion. I thought you 

N is the letter." 

"NorM?" 

I smiled knowingly to myself. 

" My godfather and my god- 
mother," I went on cautiously 

" It was N," interrupted some- 
body. " Now then, you 've got five 
minutes in which to write down 
everything you can beginning with 
N. Go." And they all started to 
write like anything. 

I took my pencil out and began to 
think, I know it sounds an easy 
game to you now, as you sit at your 
desk surrounded by dictionaries; bu4} 
when you are squeezed on to the 
edge of a sofa, given a very blunt 
pencil and a thin piece of paper, and 
challenged to write in five minutes 
(on your knees) all the words you 
can think of beginning with a certain 
letter — well, it is another matter 
altogether. I thought of no end of 
things which started with K, or even 
L ; I thought of " rhinoceros," which 
is a very long word and starts with 
R; but as for 

I looked at my watch and groaned. 
One minute gone. 

"I must keep calm," I said, and 
in a bold hand I wroto Napoleon. 
Then, after a moment's thought, I 
added Nitro-glycerine, and Nats. 

" This is splendid," I told myself. 
" Notting HtU, Nobody and Noon. 
That makes six." 

At six I stuck for two minutes. I 
did worse than that, in fact; for 
I suddenly remembered that gnats 
were spelt with a G. However, I 
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Elder Terrar. " Mue i' 



decided to leave them, in case no- 
body else remembered. And on the 
fourth minute I added Non-aequiiuT. 

"Timol " said somebody, 

"Just a moment," said every- 
body. They wrote down another 
word or two (which isn't fair), and 
then began to add up. " I 've got 
thirty," Bttid one. 

" Thirty-two." 

" Twenty-five." 

" Good Heavens," I said, " I 've 
only got seven." 

There was a shout of- laughter. 



"Then you'd better begin," aaid 
somebody. " Bead them out," 

I coughed nervously, and began, 

" Napoleon." 

There was another shout of laugh- 
ter. 

" I am afraid we can't allow that." 

" Why ever not? " I asked in 
amazement. 

" Well, you *d hardly find him in a 
kitchen, would you? " 

I took out a handkerchief and 
wiped my brow. " 1 don't vant to 
find him in a kitchen," I said ner- 
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voualy. "Why should I? As a 
matter of fact, he's dead. I don't 
see what the kitchen 's got to do witli 
it. Kitchens begin with a K." 

" But the game ie called ' Furnish- 
ing K Kitchen.' You have to make 
a list of things beginning with N 
which jou would find in a kitchen. 
You understood that, didn't you? " 

" Y-y-yes," I said, "Oh, y-y-y- 
yes. Of course," 

" So Napoleon " 

I pulled myself together with a 
great effort. 

" You don't understand," I said 
with dignity. "The cook's name 
was Napoleon." 

"Cooks aren't called Napoleon," 
said everybody. 

" This one was. Cakrie Napoleon. 
Her miiitreas was just as surprised at 
first as you were, but Carrie assured 

her that " 

"No, I'm afraid we can't allow 
it." 

"I'm sorry," I sold; "I'm 
wrong about that. Her name was 
Carrie Smith. But her young man 
was a Boldier, and she had bought s 
Life of Napoleon for a birthday pre- 
sent for him. It stood on the 
dresser — it did really, woiting for her 
next Sunday out." 

" Oh ! Oh, well, I suppose that 
possible. Go on." 

" GnaU," I went on, nervously 
and hastily. " Of course I know 

that " 

" Gnats are spelt with a G," they 
shrieked. 

"These weren't. They had lost 
the G very early on, and conse- 
quently couldn't bite at all, and Cook 

said that " 

" No, I'm afraid not." 
"I'm sorry," I said resignedly. 
" I had about forty of them — on the 
dresser. If you won't allow any of 
them, it pulls me down a lot. Er — 
then we have Nitro-glycerine ■" 
There was another howl of derision. 
"Not at all," I said haughtily. 
" Cook had chapped hands very 
badly, and she went to the chemist's 
one evening for a little glycerine. 
The chemist was out, and his assis- 
tant — a very nervous young fellow — 
gave her nitro-glycerine by mistake. 
It stood on the dresser, it did, 
really. ' ' 

" Well," said everybody very re- 
luctantly, " I suppose " 

I went on hastily. 
"That's two. Then Nobody: Of 
course, you might easily find nobody 
in the kitchen. In fact you would 
pretty often, I should say. Three. 
The next is Noon. It could be noon 
in the kitchen as well as anywhere 



else. Don't be narrow-minded about 
that." 

" All right. Go on." 

' Non-xcquituT." I said doubtfully. 

" What on earth " 

" It 's a little difficult to explain, 
but the idea is this. At most 
restaurants you can get a second help 
of anything for half-price, and that 
is technically called a "follow." 
Now, if they didn't give you a follow, 
that would be a Non-seqvituT .... 
You do see that, don't you? " 

There was a deadly silence. 

" Five," I said cheerfully. "The 
last is NoHing Hill. I muat con- 
fess," I added magnanimously, " that 
I am a bit doubtful whether you 
would actually find Notting Hill in a 
kitchen." 

" You don't say so! " 

" Yea. My feeling is that y 
would be more likely to find the 
kitchen in Notting Hill. On the 
other hand, it is just possible that as 
Calais was found engraven on Mary's 
heart, so— — Oh, very well. Then 
it remains at five." 

Of course you think that, as I 
only had five, I came out last. But 
you are wrong. There is a pleasing 
rule in this game that, if you have 
any word in your list which somebody 
else has, you cannot count it. And 
as all the others had the obvious 
things — such as a nut meg -grater or 
a neck of mutton ot an omelette — 
my five won easily. And you will 
note that if only I had been allowed 
to count my gnats, it would have 
been forty-five. A. A. M. 



envelope shall receive an explanatory 
booklet, fully illustrated, by return." 
Sir J. CKicnTON-BROWNE writes us 
a strong letter against the use, as 
diet, of sausages and kippers, which, 
as he very truly says, are the main / 
food of Bohemians of the present \ 
day. In all bis long experience be 
has never known a sausage and a 
kipper live peaceably together, and 
he gives it as his firm opinion that 
only in good red beef can quiet be 
found. 

Oo* Tho Kno'ws. 
"There w?re tivo .Toliiisans— one tbe poet, 
esBcifigt, critic, editor, and dictionsty-maVer ; 
and oncitber Johnson the talker. Th« Gist nss 
H very wcond-mte poet, nn eEBsyist whose style 
thp [■laBKicistB of tbe present a^ rightly rejpct ; 
occiislooally iDcieive and brilliant, bnt as often 
OYerlatimEed, pompons, aad turgid, who talked 
not of a 'chain,' but of a ' conentenatioo ' cf 
idena." — Daily Tejrgra^, 
We cannot help feeling, as we reach 
the end of this passage, that this is 
an instance of the little pot calling 
the big pot black. 



A Natural Phanomenon. 
"A Heatt Showbb. —Between 2.30 and 3 
o'clock this nflemoon tbe sky in the City grew 
very dark, and a heavy shower mine up from 
tbe can. For ter miuatea or eo the min fell 
furiouely in drops so large that at iiret Ibey 
were ti^en for hailstones. The etre«^ were 
flooded for a short time, and tlie man withoat 
overcoat, wnbrella or shelter thou^t hima^lt 
wrt/ nnlncky."— IV««tiniii«t«r GaielU. 
We congratulate our wide-awake con- 
temporary on being the only news- 
paper to report this truly remarkable 
occurrence. 



THE IDEAL DIET. 
We have received several letters 
respecting an article in last Thurs- 
day's Wcstmingler Gazette entitled 
" Wild Scenes in the Bohemian 
Diet." Space will not permit us to 
print them in full, but we feel 
strongly that such regrettable occur- 
rences justify the publication of any 
reasonable means that may be sug- 
gested for their prevention in the 
future. Mr. Eustace Miles writes 
that he has been much shocked by 
the news. " I do not know what the 
diet of the Bohemians may he, but I 
feel confident that it is not in accord- 
ance with my rules for healthy feed- 
ing. My E. M. Froteid Mush and 
Chips are perhaps the ideal foods 
among quiet diets, and I would 
humbly commend them as a sure 
prevention of future trouble of this 
unhappy nature. Any Bohemian 
sending me a stamped addressed 



Frofoactonal Football. 

"At the beginning ot each aeaaon it is 

cuBlomary to take a more or less sangninary 

view of a team's chances in the League csoi- 

paign." — Blackburn Weekly TdrgrajA. 



" Boma the boxer, and the late Bums, bridge- 
lumper, are diOerent perame." — tjitugoa 
Etming Timea. 

" So are Burns the Cabinet Minister, 
and the fate Busks, poet." — Punch. 



Hiai Marie George wears nn invisiUe 
green and dark red tartan killed skirt."— Daily 

Graphic. 

So does Miss Maud Allan. 



"Snofinum. — lOOwsrds 1 tnontb. Calland 
see world'i fastest writer."— Bel/ost Nev 
Letter. 

Nearly four words a day — the imagin- 
ation reels at it. 



"As Gabdenei, Head or Second, i 
(inside out)."— The Yoi'kehirt Pott. 
Personally we should love to & 
inside out for a second. 
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AMONG THE DUKERIES. 

The way in which marriages are 
made in Mayfoir has long been an 
unwrittea scandal. You start by 
being already married and sick of 
your old wife ; then you get a divorce 
in some obscure country, such as 
Switzerland, by a process which 
doesn't count in England; then you 
marry again and are still received in 
a Society that is rotten to the 
marrow. It was high time that the 
whole ugly system was exposed ; and 
^Ir. Cecil Baleigh, like the ardent 
reformer he is, has undertaken to do 
so, with Kir. Hauilton'3 assistance, 
at Drury Lane. It is true that la his 
drjima, The Marriages of 
May fair, there is only one 
Mayfatr marriage, and that 
a perfectly sound one; so 
that the moralist's design 
might have escaped our 
notice but for a long pre- 
monitory interview iii the 
Press, in which ho clearly 
defined his lofty motive. 
Yet I half fear that the 
pulpit homihes of Father 
Bernard Raleigh are like to 
be overwhelmed by the gor- 
geous pomp and ritual sup- 
plied by Lay- brother Col- 
lins; and that many an err- 
ing Mayfair sheep, that 
should have left the sacred 
edifice resolved to make 
cleaner marriages in future, 
will retain nothing but vivid 
pictures of Kompelmayek's, 
of the theft of the Tower 
jewels, of a warm corner in 
the Duke of Ezmoor't coverts, 
with a cock-pheasant stuck 
fast in mid air, and of a 
villain and a pony precipitated 
down an Alpine snow-ehoot. 

I am certain that the intellig'.'ncc 
of a Drury Lane audience is higher 
than mine : for nobody else seemed 
to be worried about the plot, which, 
as I gathered, runs as follows; — 
The late Lord Alaric ViKiVrs gets 
himself divorced in Switzerland from 
his first wife, and within a year mar- 
ries Lady Margaret Constable. His 
son by this second marriage eventu- 
ally inherits the Marquis ate of Deer- 
minster. It is then shown that the 
Swiss divorce was invalid in our 
courts, and that therefore the new 
Itlarqitis was not bom in good British 
wedlock. Ho is accordingly ousted 
from his title. But there is still a 
chance left of restoring his poor 
mother's honour. The first wifi" is 
known to be dead; it is merely a 
question of proving that she died 



before Lord Alaric'a second marriage. 
Unfortunately there is but one person 
who can witness to the date of her 
death, and he is a gentleman of so 
obscure a life that he is only trace- 
able once a year in a hospice on the 
lop of a snow-bound Alpine pass. 
However, he is run to earth, and 
admits that the deceased lady, of 
whom ho has many kind things to 
say, perished in a neighbouring drift 
two years before Lord ^loric'a second 
marriage. This contented everybody 
but myself, I being left wondering 
how she contrived to die a whole, year 
before her own divorce. 

Another thing that troubled me 
was the stupidity of the Tower guard. 



WIDEAWAKEFIELD TOWER. 

Jim Calli-nitfr (Mr. Lj-n Harding) 



performance at which we jointly 
assisted-^namely, a knock-out fight 
at a Calcutta circus — and in defer- 
ence to his dignity I retrained. 

The cast included several very 
capable performers, to whose credit 
it must be laid that they never let 
you see their cheeks bulging with 
their tongues. Mr. Lyn Hardiko 
seemed really to enjoy himself as the 
villain. His presence on the stage 
always inspires me with confidence, 
so sound are his methods; and he 
doesn't mind what he plays in, from 

SiLAKSPEARE tO nALEIQH. MiSS EvA 

Moore was very graceful and natural, 
although she sufifered dreadfully frona 
second -sight. This infirmity was 
shared by Mr, Chevalier, 
who shot a beater in the 
middle of the thigh and ex- 
cused himself on the ground 
that he mistook the fellow's 
feet for a rabbit. It was 
very di£BcuIt after this buf- 
foonery, and his previous 
comic vagaries, to take seri- 
ously the many noble senti- 
ments which he threw < S 
with a superb rotundity 
which greatly impressed the 
Pit. 

People who sacrifice their 
dinner so as to be in time for 
the First Act should be 
warned to bring matches and 
a candle, or one of those little 
electric bull's-eyes as used by 
the pow-opeuers; otherwise, 
in the awful darkness that 
shrouds the intervals between 
the scenes (rendered more 
appalling by a pitiless orches- 
tra) they will be unable to 
consult the chart and get 
their bearings in a iiost be- 
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ildering sea of characters, 
A final tribute of praise is 
Not only were the arrangements for' due to the glories of the renovated 
the theft of the jewels made under; Lane; and I felt rather a brute for 
of the sentry, but the I having carried oft, on the sleeve and 



poor amateur burglar actually 
for quite a long time palsied with 
fright not more than six feet of! a 
squad of soldiers facing his way, 
while an officer put them through 
their night-drill. It was an extra- 
ordinary oversight on their part. 

Thirdly, I could not understand 
why Lord Adolplitia Villiers should 
have regarded himself as incapoble 
of revoking a power of attorney which 
he had once made in favour of Mi^e 
Bess Bisactt of the Halls. On this 
subject I should have liked to consult 
a retired Anglo-Indi 
I saw in the stalls. But in recalling 
acquaintance I might have been 
tempted to remind him of anothi 



I of my coat, a lot of lovely fresh 
paint from the box which the Man- 
agement kindly placed at my dis- 
posal. This sort of souvenir-hunting 
was, I now think, a mean return for 
so much luxury both in the spectacle 
nnd its setting. 

I was late for The Early Worm, 
which had had some ten days' start 
and was going strong. It is a nice, 
careless, inconsequent play- — on the 
borderland of farce — dealing with the 
harmless intrigues of some comfort- 
able middle-class people to whom the 
author {Mr. Frederick Lonsdale), 
out of deference to the demands of 
the British snob, assigns such titles 
as Duke of Tadcaater, Lord Steyne, 
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etc. " Tho Worm" is a term of 
boyish endearment applied to 
AUan Marchmont, a delightful out- 
sider; but I never discovered that he 
did aoything to deeen'e the attribute 
of " early." The epithet muet 
have been thrown in just for joy. 
Mr. Weedon Qrossuith pUyed tnE 
part with infinite relish. Miss Fannv 
Bkouoh, as Lady Sieyne, lightly 
ignored the nominal dignity of her 
social status, and made a really 
admirable domestic shrew; and Mr. 
Alfred Bishop, as her errant lord, 
preserved, with great decorum, the 
traditional demeanour of the weaker 
vessel. It was impossible to mis- 
take Mr. Matthews for a Duke, and 
to do him justice he made no attempt 
to impose upon us. Indeed, I 
thought he carried to greater lengths 
than usual his charming air of indif- 
ference, as if he found the whole 
thing too absurd. Miss Muriel 
Beaumont was very attractive, and 
Mr. Baskcomb a really humorous 
figure as a yacbt-stoward, whom the 
rival lovers bribe to fall overboard 
that they may rescue him and so 
establish a claim to valour in their 
lady's eyes. 

A pleasantly ridicalous little play, 
and saved from commonplace by the 
novelty of the situation on the yacht, 
and by the fresh candour with which 
people gave one another, and them^ 
selves, away, in the manner estab' 
lished by Mr. Bbkhard Shaw. Tht 
author of Xrms and the Man will 
have to keep a sharp eye on his 
patent rights. O. 8. 

MAXIMS FOR MOTORISTS. 
For the Chauffeur, 

1. Don't in busy places run over 
sixty miles on hour, or, in fact, over 
anything that is likely to injure your 
reputation or tho car. 

2. Don't take up a lot of room in 
turning street corners. All self- 
respecting chaufieurs do this on the 
two outside wheels. 

3. Don't creep under the car at 
every httle dislocation. This, be- 
sides suggesting the comic postcard, 
looks cowardly. If the fault be actu- 
ally underneath, wait until the car 
turns over of itself, then operate 
before righting it. 

N.B. — An exception to this rule is 
where a constable is seen approach- 
ing with his notebook, in which case 
both owiier and chauffeur may do 
well to crawl beneath the chassis 
for a space. 

4. Save with an upward lift of the 
eyebrows or a downward turn of the 
mouth, never deign to notice other 
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makes of cars or the driving abilities 
of other chauffeurs. 

5. Always leave the thingummy 

vibrating when the car is pulled up 

for a long roadside chat. It is a 

great assistance to conversation. 

For the Owner. 

1. Attempt no familiarities with 
the chauffeur; at the same time 
avoid obsequiousness. 

2. When being towed home by 
another car lean back and look 
amused. 

3. Except in tho presence of the 
chauffeur let your conversation be 
heavily charged with technical terms. 

4. For districts infested hy the 
police a disgui sable number-plate 
should he used. The letters and 
figures can be temporarily changed 
by the pulling of a cord from inside 



the car. As to pereonni disguise no 

reminder Is necessary, its advantages 

having been recognised from the first. 

For the Owner's Wife. 

1. Avoid any appearance of in- 
terest in the scenery. 

2. Cultivate the motor bow. It 
is less formal than the carriage bow, 
and is sometimes accompanied by a 
flutter of the left hand. 

3. Back up your husband's protest 
at a " hold-up " by the police with a 
look of haughty astonishment, as if 
to say, " But surely this is absurd I 
We were only doing seventy miles 
an hour." 

4. In town, if the car is a showy 
one, leave it palpitating at the shop 
door while you purchase your pins 
or tape. The sound of it may 
strengthen your credit. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mt. Punch 'fi Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
One of the critics of Diana MalloTt/ (Smith, Elder) 
observes that in readiog it " we soon feel as if we had 
been at a reception by a highly popular hostess with a 
wide circle of political friends." I 'ro not so sure that 
I do feel this. I suppose 1 ought to appreciate more 
than 1 do the high privilege of reading the minds of the 
eminent politicians, from the Prime Minister down- 
wards, whom Mrs. Humphry Ward brings into relation 
with her latest heroine. But, except that 1 enjoy the 
shrewd knocks which she deals to such people as plat- 
■ form women of the baser sort and wealthy democrats 
who must have the best of everything, the political part 
of the book leaves me cold. It seems to me more 
artificiftl than the work which one naturally expects from 
the creator of Robert EUmcre and Sir George Tresaady. 



study in character-drawing Mar»ham is a masterly 
achievement. But as a fit mate for Diana be is 
impossible. And I think Mrs. Ward asks too much if 
she expects us all to be as forgiving as Diana. 



No coterie has been more fully or more frequent); 
written about than that which in the early half of last 
century was gathered under the hospitable roof of 
Holland House. Gheville, Macaolay, Beougham, 
.\bhabam, Hev worth, Sydney Smith, Tom. Moorb, 
BvBON and Guizot have contributed to tlie gallery of 
portraits. In The Holland Housc^Circle (Methuen) Mr. 
Lloyd Sandess does not add anything to the familiar 
story. A dihgent gleaner in the fields where grow thi 
harvests of other men, he has garnered, in a portly 
volume a fascinating collection of reminiscences. 
Lucidity is not his most shining virtue. To tell the 
truth, he is occasionally as " confused and unintelli- 
gible " in his narrative as was Canning's friend Geoboe 



A CONTRAST. 



TuE Yellow Pbe£s as n 



A FEW OF THE 



It is like a picture-frame, carefully squared and neatly 
dovetailed, but composed of machine-made moulding 
which can be turned out by the yard. On the other 
hand the portrait of Diana herself is in all respects 
natural and charming; and Ferrier, the Opposition 
leader, Sir James Chide, the eminent lawyer, and one 
or two other of the most prominent characters are well 
and truly drawn. But when we come to the figure of 
Oliver Marsliam, the weak, vacillating, insincere member 
of the Radical Party, who is throughout the object of 
Diana's love, the general harmony of the picture is to my 
mind spoilt. At hie mother's instigation he feebly con- 
sents to break off his engagement to Diana, on dis- 
covering that her mother had been condemned to death 
for a murder which was in reality only an act of self- 
defence, and he is basely disloyal to Ferrier, his party- 
leader. Yet in spite of these, two acts of treachery, both 
of them the natural outcome of his character, Diana 
continues to love him, and eventiially marries him on 
what is wrongly supposed to be his death-bed. As a 



Ellis in conversation. But the theme is bo attractive 
that, having turned back in vain attempt to see where 
odd sentences lead to, one can pass on to be reminded 
of Sydsey Smith's sparkling wit or Lady Holland's 
studied rudeness. The value of the book, which is 
great, is increased by the reproduction of portraits of 
most of the men whose names are associated witi 
Holland House. A company that included Samdel 
RoQEKS, SyriNEY Smith, Bybon, Guizot, Sheeidah, 
LuTTRELL, Tom Moore, Francis Horneb, Moncktom 
Milnf.s, to mention only s few names, was never before 
drawn together, and its equal has not since fore- 
gathered. 



'■The 



ot Mix) 



- to Mr. look place in Dmeseli 



the bridegroom'a graai 
How rare, indeed, is it nowadays (as they say at Prury 
Lane) to hear of a marriage taking place eimply and 
solely for Love. 
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CHARIVARI A. 

The next bare-foot— or should it 
be bare-laced V — dancer to visit us 
is to be Jlias Ruth St. Desis, Thie 
fair American has confided to an in- 
terviewer that her dances are " real 
expressions of the soul," and that 
she does them for no other reason 
in the world than that they are 
beautiful to her. After this state- 
ment the rumour that the customary 
fees will be charged for see- 
ing Jliss St. Denis's per- 
formance may be dismissed 
as a spiteful invention. 

We regret to Icani that 
Lord RossLYN is suffering 
from a shock to his system. 

The Kaiser, it is said, 
tias appealed to Count 
ZEt'PELiN and Major Cross 
to sink their differences. 
Does this mean that they 
are to attempt to cross the 
North Sea? 

If ever a misprint was 
pardonable it was the fol- 
lowing : — 

Seizure of a Railwax 
w bukglaria. 



The combined indigna- 
tion of the nine Bank 
Managers who were duped 
last week by Mr. D. 8. 
WiNDELL is, we hear, a 
mere flea-bite compared 
with the wrath of the taxi- 
cabby who drove Mr. Wjn- 
DBLL on his long journey of 
adventure and received a 
gratuity of sixpence. Even 
before the fraud on the 
banks was discovered this 
astute Jehu had come to 
the conclusion that his fare 
vas no gentleman. 



the further intimation that the Big 
Toque is coming. 

The fact that iSe Pereira Medal— 
the annual " blue riband " of the 
world of pharmacy — has been won by 
a lady makes one wonder what a 
female chemist should be called. A 
Chemisette? 

An account of the debut of the 
Aldershot aeroplane states that " an 



]. I 



" Tq dieat thee of a aigh, 



B-«-e-e-e-«-«-a-r-r 

: Gol/cr (from thf saiter-j). "JoLl.T 



Is ten minutes sufficient for a ser- 
mon? asks The Daily Mail. In our 
opinion one requires more sleep than 
this in these strenuous days. 



The craze for novelties in wedding- 
presents has received a set-back. 
Two persons have been arrested for 
sending an infernal machine to a 
bridegroom. 

* * 

A fashion authority informs us 
that the vogue of the Large Hat is 
on the wane. Any jubilation would, 
however, bo premature in view of 



artificial bunker belonging to the 
Command Golf Club lay in its course, 
and this it cleared quite easily. ' ' 
Where 's your Wilbur now ? 

Major W. P. Drurv, in an article 
in The Western Daily Mercury, in- 
sists that England is threatened with 
an attack by Jap:in on India, a 
second Indian Mutiny, and a German 
invasion. However, things might 
be worse. Now that Lord Kosslyn's 
system of breaking the bank at Montc 
Carlo has been discouraged nothing is 
to be feared from Monaco. 



We are surprised that The Daily 
Chronicle, which we have always 
understood to be in favour of an 
improvement in the relations between 
this country and Germany, should 
have published the following para- 
graph, which is bound to cause 
grave offence at Potsdam : " It is 
perhaps not too much to say that at 
the present moment the two most 
prominent Sovereigns in Europe. 
.ifter the Sultan, are King Charles 
-of lioumania and Prinfo 
Ferdinand of Bulgaria." 

Penny Post has now 
been established between 
England and America, and 

this renders it possible to 
fiend a letter to a friend in 
the next street for the 
same price as is charged 
for a journey of five 
thousand miles. 

As a result of continual 
complaints from the 
Metropolitan magistrates 
of the constantly-increasing 
pressure of work it is now 
proposed that a special 
tribunal shall. be instituted 
to deal with all charges 
relating to the Joel 
family. 

The Morning Post re- 

Srts Mr. Haldake as 
lows : — 
"The QoTemment bud croeseil 
the Rubicou and burned Its IhhiIh 
(eheera), and tliey did that nilh 
their eyes open. 'Iliey knew 
perfeclly well they were driving 
away many people wbo had mip- 
port«d them, but in the uaia tljc 
current of opinion in a great nation 
made for righteouaiieas. The 
Govenimeut would tnist llieir 
barque I o this current." 
Perhaps the earlier part 
of this heroic statement 
would have been received 
with less enthusiasm had 
it been known that ihe 
Government had taken the precau- 
tion of sparing one ship from the 
flames. 



From a notice in an Americ 
store : — 

CI.EANERS, ETC. 
Your Siit pressed between trains. 
It seems rather a drastic method. 



"Belweeu twelve and noon to-diiy n Vtir.- 
giiard niulor-buH suddenly burxt inio tlanicH," 
TlieWeflmln»ler<;azclle. 

This defines the moment of the 
occun'cnce with an accuracy alnlo^■t 

pedantic. 
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"THE ARGONAUT." 



Toll for the gallant ship juet gone below, 
And with your salt tears swell the briny main ; 

Yea, let the univereal chest heave-ho 
To think that she will never float again ; 

Never, in charge of her respected skipper. 

Carry to Isles of Greece the cultured tripper. 

What high and hallowed memories haunt her sleep) 
Visions of poets rampant on the poop, 

Behearsing Homer's views about the deep, 
Or flinging off at some enchanted group 

A lyric wail inspired by southern waters. 

Yet not unfit for clerics' wives and daughters;— 

Visions of scholars, steeped in antic lore, 
Who, in return for food and passage free. 

Played showman to the panoramic shore 
Or else located legends of the sea — 

The spot where Bacchus found the lady stranded, 

Or Aphrodite left the foam and landed; — 

Visions of spinsters, dumped in Greekish ports. 
Consulting guide-books on the glorious age 

When good old Pindau boomed the Olympian sports 
And Sophocles repaired the Attic stage ; 

While ushers pointed out that trams and steamers 

Were still unknown to these delightful dreamers. 

Yet, though we mourn the fair ship's dolorous fate. 
She might have ended worse ; she might have suuk, 

Some night of winter. With her homing freight 
Of pedagogues, wrapt each within his bunk, 

Wasting the local tips that they 'd collected 

And leaving many a schoolboy much dejected. 

Nor you, Doctor, count yourself undone; 

She was insured, I hear; and soon you '11 build 
A second Argonaut to sally, Ja'xn. 

On the old trail with all her cabins filled. 
And, ere her educative mission ceases, 
Carpet your nest with further Golden Fleeces. 

0. S. 



A PUNCH EXHIBITION. 

This is to give notice that Afr. Punch proposes, early 
in next year, to make an unparalleled Exhibition of 
himself. He therefore begs to invite all his friends who 
possess any desirable memorials of his career — from its 
inceptioQ iu 1841 to the present day — to be kind enough 
to make him a temporary loan of them. 

This is the class of thing he wants: — 

(1) Original drawings by Mr. Punch's artists, especially 
those whose work is over. 

(2) Prints, lithographs, coloured plates, etc., from 
pictures by Mr. Punch'it artists. 

(3) Documents and autograph letters relating to Mr. 
Punch. 

(4) llamiscripts of ^fr. Punch's articles. 

{.')) Objects of interest that have been in the posse:iKion 

of Mr. Punch's men. 

The above will he very gratefully received, cared for, 

and eventually returned by Messrs, Brapbi'hy, Aovew A 

Co,, Punch Office, 10, Bouverie Street, Whitefriars, E.C. 



PERCY'S LAST VISIT. 

About the middle of July the weather suddenly turned 
wet and chilly. I had not seen Percy for some days, 
and was feeling considerable anxiety about him, when h( 
suddenly apjieared one morning at my window, whicL 
was fortunately open. But on this occasion he did pot i 
fly in — he crawled over the sill, and had to wait there 1 
some time before he could muster up sufficient strength | 
to wing his way on to my break fast -table. I was greatl,' ; 
shocked by the change in him ; it was difficult to rew^- j 
nise the trim and debonair drone he had once been in 
the abject dishevelled creature that clung trembling lo I 
the toast-reck. " I 'm done for, dear boy," he said,: 
with a pitiable effort to preserve his former JHuntinesB. 
" These infernal old judies have put me in the cart this 
time ! Only looked in to say good-bye and that." 

1 said I hoped things weren't so bad as he seemed to 
think, that " while there was life," etc. ; but even ai 1 
said the words I felt how horribly banal they muet 
sound. 

" Wait till you 've heard I " he said; he was too un-, 
nerved to say more just then. " There 's been a good 
deal goin' on lately," he began at last, " which struck 
mo as rum, though I didn't think much of it at the 
time. They 've been doosid stingy with the hee-tnilli 
for one thing, and cut me off my nectar altogether. 1 
made complaints of course — but nothing came of it. j 
Then, the other day I found Matilda and Ursula cDd] 
some others hauhn' the little nipper -drones out of theirj 
cells before they were haW hatched, and pitchin' 'em' 
o\ef the terrace! 'Why the doocc can't you let tb 
poor little beggars' alone? ' I said. 'What harm hi" 
they ever done yov ? ' 

' There 'a hard times comin',' said Matilda, ' wiJ 
the fewer mouths to feed the better.' | 

" W'ell, I saw there was some sense in that — but it 
was the sort of way she said it that gave me cold chite- 
However, that soon passed oft. But this momin' "— ! 
(he could not continue for a moment) — " this momin' I 
I was snoozin" comfortably in a corner when I wbsI 
awoke by a most fearful shindy. So I tumbled out to; 
see what was huppenin'. And a pleasant sight it va 
when I did see It I Bertie rushed past me, sprintin' for | 
all he was worth, with MatiLda after him, full cry.' 
Next came Martha chevyin' Aloie, and Pbiscilu ' 
leggrn' it after AKcniE, while that beast Maria had got 
poor old Gus by the hind-log with her great heavy jawT- 
And no rompin' about it, mind you — they meant (ttni- 
ness! I could see that every one of the poor dear chap* 
was green with funk. Then I saw Rhoda comin' aloi^R 
with every feather on her back brlstlin', evidently 
makin' for me. I didn't wait for her. Over and under 
the combs we went, and round and round—till by good 
luck I saw a heap of late pollen they 'd forgotten lo' 
store, and dodged behind it. Rhoda ran on, thinldn' 1| 
was ahead, and as soon as she 'd turned the comer I; 
made a bolt for the gates. It wasn't much of a chance. , 
for I knew it was old Emily's turn to be on guard, and 
she 'd he safe to spot me before I could slip through. 
She did right enough— hut she let me pass, only telliu' 
me to take care I didn't come back. She ain't such a 
had old sort. After I 'd got out I hung about, wahin 
to see how the other fellows got on; and presently out 
they all came fumblin' in couples — Matilha hangin' on 
to Bertir, Martha scufllin' with Algie. and Maw* 
clawin' poor old Gi'S, till they jockeyed 'em up to thf 
edge of the terrace — and «hat do you think ther did 
t? Gnawed oft one of each of those [fedr cfl»p< 
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A CHRONIC COMPLAINT. 



I4IS — (908. 

HAJ.DAKE. "O THAT WE NOW HAD HERE 

BliT ONE TEN THOUSAND OF THOSE MEN IN ENfiUAND ^-, , 

THAT DO NO WORK TO-lUY!"-//rnrj thg Fifth, Art IV., Sc. 3. V.tO("^Q [P 

ive(t the admirable iOca of rwruiliuff his Anny Rcoerve thin winter froni Ihe riiiiks of The Snmpl^M J" 
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vings close to the root, so that they '11 never fly any 
iiore, and bundled 'em all over, neck and crop, to 
;tai-ve ! Last thing I saw was old Gus flounderin' on 
his back in the grass, tryin' to make out what it was all 
about. Poor dear old Gus — he wasn't over bright — but 
one of the best I And by this time I expect they 'vo 
ierved every blesBed drone in the city the same way. 
After all their talk about ' the good of the State,' tool 
Perfectly rotten, / call it. I tell you what it is, my boy, 
if we "d only kept these Bee-women in their place, 
instead of letthi' 'em have everything their own way, 
they "d never have got above 'eiiisehes an they have! 
But there," he concluded dismally, " it 's too late to 
think of that now. The question is. What 'a goin' to 
become of Me? " 

' Why not stay here, Percv? " I suggested, " I can 
put you up. There ought to be enough for both of us." 

Ho turned a lack-lustre !;ye on me. " What 's the 
good of talkin' rot hke that, dear fellow? " he said. " I 
can't cat the sort of stuff you do. I want bee-milk, and 
chyle, and lots of it, if I 'm to keep fit. Besides, .as 
1 've told you already, I 've never been taught to feed 
myself. I "m entirely dependent on those confounded 
girls. Which reminds me I came away without my 
breakfast this niomin', and I 'm feelin' uncommon 
peckish. 1 shall have to be gettin' back to 'em soon. 
.\nd yet if I do, they 'II nip my wing off and kick me 
)ut as soon as look at me. It 'a the dooce and all of 
t hat to be in I " 

It did seem to be a particularly unpleasant kind of 
lat. I could only express my profoundest sympathy. 
But gradually he trimmed and pulled himseit into a 



sotnewhat less despondent state. " I 'II go home and 
chance it," he said. " I might manage to get round old 
Emily. If I could only get 'em to give me one last 
blow-out of bee-milk before they gnawed my wing off, it 
would be something to go on with. Well, old fellow, 
I 'm afraid I 'm not very likely to run up against you 
again, so I'll say 'Good-bye.'" And he flew out, 
humming with a light-heartedness that was too ob- 
viously assumed. 

I saw him off, with a sad foreboding that it would be 
his very last flight in this world. 

My foreboding proved, I am hoppy to say, to be 
unfounded. Two or three mornings later I was equally 
surprised and delighted on coming down to breakfast 
to find Percy waiting tor me on the bop of a loaf. 
" Came round to tell you I was in clover again," he 
said. " Thought you might like to know." And after 
my landlady had brought in my bacon and eggs, he pro- 
ceeded to relate his experiences. " I got back to the 
hive the other mornin'," he said, " feelin' && limp ast a 
last year's cocoon — didn't think I had an earthly! But 
instead of tearing off my wing and givin' me the chuck, 
they all came rushin' out to welcome me! 'It's 
Percy ! ' they cried, ' Oh, Percy, we were afraid you 'd 
deserted us for ever!' And I'm blest it Rhoda 
didn't fling her forelegs rouni^, my neck! 'When I 
ieft.' I said, 'I didn't notice that any of you were 
exactly pressin' me to stay.' At that they all started 
apologisin' and explainin'. It appears they'd sacked 
all of us they could get hold of because they 'd got 
nervous about there not bein' enough stores to go round. 
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Then they 'd found they 'd miscalculated somehow ; 
there was plenty of food for everybody, and later on 
the State might come to grief for want of the very 
drones they 'd been in Buch a hurry to get rid of ! 
Another of their confounded silly mistakes! But it 
gave me my chance. ' All J came back for,' I said, 
' was to tell you girls that, after the disgustin' ingrati- 
tude you 've treated me with, I 've made up my mind 
to cut the whole concern, and share diggin'a with a 
Human Man pal of mine who knows how to appreciate 
niel ' 

" They said if 1 'd only stuy, they 'd agree to any 
conditions I hked. First thing I insisted on was that 
old Gus and the others should receive out-doqr 
relief tor the rest of their lives. It was the best I could 
do for the poor dear ehaps. And the old girls are all 
as meek as maggots now — ilo everything I tell "em to, 
I 'm Cbainnan of the General Purposes Committee, and 
no end of a pot! 1 make the hive foirlY.huni, for they 
know / won't stand any slackin'. And^mey like it, my 
boy. They 've found out at last that they get on twice 
as well when there "s a Man to manage 'em! There 's 
(wnie talk of makin' me Prime Minister, and of course 
if it conies ofi you mustn't expect to see any more of 
mc, l>oosid responsible business, bein' Prime Minister. 
Ho p'raps you 'd better take this as a partin' visit. 
Good-bye, dear old chap ; pleased to have met you and 
that! " 

Percy, never came to see me again after that, so possi- 
bly hij really was made Prime Minister. In any case I 
feel no further anxiety about him. as he is clearly able to 
take extremely good care of himself. F. A. 

The End. 



DiSCURSIONS. 

The Dinner Party. 
Scene— T/ic Library of a Country Hotiac at 5.15 ;i .ii. 
o« an Autumn afternoon. Tea is just over. He is 
about to light a cigarette. She is still sitting in 
her presidential position at the tea table. 

He. But what 's the point of having a dinner?. .Why 
have we got to give one? What 's the use 

She (scornfully). Don't be a base utilitarian. There 's 
no use in a cigarette, but you 'le going to have one. 

He. I am, if I can make one of your matches bum. 
[He strikes a wax match viciously. The top drops off 
alight and settles on his thumb. 

He {shaking the injured part violently). Owl Owl 
Why u-ill you have these rotten matches? I haven't 
got a limb on my body which isn't burnt to a cinder 
through this new mania of yours for cheap matches. 
{He sucks his thumb vigorously.) 

She (laughing heartily). Oh, my dear Charles, if 
you could see yourself now 1 

He. That's right; laugh away. I suppose if you 
saw mo blazing all over you 'd think it the best joke 
in the world. (Continues sucking.) 

She (seriously). Certainty not, Charles. I should 
be very, very sorry. I should run very fast for the 
extinguisher, and I should do my best — yes, Charles, 
my very best — to put you out. How can you be so 
cruel as to doubt me? (Turns her head away, sniffs, 
and daba her eyes with a handkerchief.) 

He {laughing uneasily). Oh, don't let 's have any more 
nonsense. About this dinner, now. What day did 
you 

She. IJever mind about the dinner. Iseeit worrieifyou, 
and I 'm not sure it doesn't worry me, I-et 's give it up. 



He. I don't see why 

She. No, Charles, we 'il give it up. I wanted to 
tell you about baby. He was so sweet just now. He 
had got his feet entangled in his frock, and nurse was 
trying to arrange him, and he turned quite red with 
rage and hit her on the head 

He (admiringly). The little rascal! 

She (continuing). And then he opened his little arms 
to her and smiled like an angel, and wouldn't be satis- 
fied until she 'd kissed him. I often wonder where that 
child gets his sweet disposition from. 

He (gallantly). 1 don't. 

She. Well, perhops it is so. Your mother told me 
you had charming ways as a child. 

He. But about this dinner. I daresay we 'd better 
get jt over. 

She. Just as you like, of course. There 's really no 
absolute necessity, but perhaps (She pauses.) 

He. What were you going to say? 

She. I thought perhaps a little hospitality of that 
sort might be expected of us. 

He. I daresay you 're right. Let 's 

She. But mind, Charles, I don't want the dumer. 
In fact, I shall be happier without it, but if you think 
we ought to, of course I '11 do my best. 

He (cheerfully). .\\l right. You can put it on me. 
I '11 carry the burden. What date? 

She (with alacrity). Tuesday the 20th. 

He. Itight. (Enters it in a little red pocket-book.) 
Whom shall we ask? 

She (diffidently). We ought to have the Lampeters, 
I suppose, and the Bowles-Dicksons, and the Col- 
li Nr< woods. 

He (airily). Why not the Doblevs? 

She. The Dorleys ! Of course, if you want paint 
and powder, Mrs. Dorley 's the one. 

He. Oh, come, she 's not as bad as all that. 1 
thought she 'd cheer it up a bit, that 's all. 

She. Vos, she 's just the sort of woman that twisf-s 
all you men round her little finger. You 're all as 
bhnd as ft bat, and you "re the battiest of the Igt. 

He (with a suspicion of jaunty devilry). Didst think 
me blind, when 

She. A lucid interval. No, Charlks, / was the blind 
one then. However, have your Dorleys. Only, if 
you do, I 'II have Captain Ones and his sister. 

He (loudly). No, no. 

She (insistently). Yes, yes. Captain Okes has & 
bold, free, irresistible way with him, and even if Mary 
Okes has turned forty she 'a a pattern of all the girlish 
virtue;4. 

He. Let 's toss. 

She. Right. (He produces a coin and tosses.) 

Slic. Heads! 

He. Tails it is. (He nausea.) I choose the Okeses. 

She (loudly aside). He has a noble heart after oil. 
(To him). You shall have the Dorli;vb, too. It shall 
never be said 

He. I don't want the Dorlevs now. 

She. And I don't want the Okesbs. 

He (resignedly). Let 's have the lot. 

She. .KU right. That makes twelve with ourselves. , 
Now come up and see baby. 

He. But hadn't you better get the invitations off? 
There 's not too much time left, you know. 

She (with sweetness and dignity). My dear Charles, 
what do you take me for? I sent all the invitations out 
yesterday. 

He. Well, I 'm (Curlain.) 
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OUT OP TRAINING. 

[A Penally of Ihr Vara' Ion.'] 

Ar.AS for days sublimely Block, 

Of lounging over gorse-clad acres. 
Of flogging with relentless smack 
The bum that could not hit me back. 
Of idling with the breakers I 

Of links that hardly let me go. 
Of earth and sky's voluptuous 
kisBee, 
Of hanging on by tooth and toe 
To mountain-crags, with views below 
Of bottomless abysses. 

They had their charm, those hours of 

In spots unspoilt by urban hustle 
But oh, the wild regret for kneea 
So soon deprived, on moors and seas 

Of town-engendered muscle ! 

With helpless limbs again I face 
The strife that turns the heart- 
blood chilly. 
Re-enter for the Vanguard chase, 
And try to hit the spanking pace 
For crossing Piccadilly. 

I fear the elemental roar 

That issues from the Strand's np 
proachcB, 
And, cleaving to its strap once more 
My unaecuHtomcd ann grows sore 

In restive railway coaches. 

Oh. interlude of heath and brine, 
That all my hard-won thews re 
I axes ! 

Where are those DiBtrict-legs of mine! 

When shall I i-eassert my fine 
Unflinching nerve with taxis? 



["' For In admin> nil' fnr to («>*, for lo be'oid 
the world so wiJp, it Jipvpr doue no good 
nifl, 1ml I rnn't <lrop it it I lri«i. — Able; 
("olnniiil piperipiicT ; Himiijlit rr<Mrd. Position 
WaNTKD."- jt'/c». ill (1 nioriiiitg pnpri;] 

Tills application of verse to the 
" small ad." suggestn possibilities: — 
" Tiger, tiger, shining bright." Dis- 
engaged through master giving up 
trap for motor. Heven years present 
place. 

" Kind hearts are more than c 
nets." Nobleman's valet desires 
change with greater liberty. 
" I mtist lenm Spanish one of tliese 
days." Young gentleman about to 

tiroeeed to South America requires 
essons in local vernacular. State 
terms. 

"Learn to labour and to wait." 
Having learnt latter in good provincial 
club, advertiser desires sit. in London 
ditto. 



Smalt lioij (tihoM father t" lery balil, li 



I NAT 



L I B 



Tigoroiudy brunJtinij I 



"There is none like her, none.'" 

General, 25, cook, wash, iron, bake, 

wait at tabic, attend children, darn 

and mend. 

" A sensitive plant in a garden 

grew." Wanted, someone to take 

care of it, also p(u>y. 

" As idle an a painted ship upon a 

painted oceini." Roes not describe 

advertiser, who is enger to find work. 

Under-gardener or handy man ; 29. 

" Yearning for the large excit-ement 
tJiat the future years would yield," 
Advertiser seeks sit. Draper's bar- 
gain oounter preferred. 
" Rejoice that man is hurled from 
change to change unceasingly." Par- 
lourmaid seeks new sit. 



" Maud is not seventeen but she is 
tall and stately," Same here. Ex- 
perienced housem ft id- waitress. Suit- 
able for bachelor household. 
' ' Then felt 1 like some watcher of 
the skies when a new planet swima 
into his ken; or like stout Cortez." 
If you do not want to feel like stout 
Cortez write for our pamphlet of 
figure -reducing exercises. 



"Severnl cara were Laving round Hillierrj- 
corner st n speed which as one of the \'iiiois 
B-ilh its cnrbureUor nnd a S.C.A.T., which h.id 
water in tlie petrol " —The FArerpool Hrho, 
Obviously a very serious accident. 



Nkw Name for Habiti'Sa of tuf. 
LvcKVM Thkatrk. — The Itepeters, 
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WILLIAM'S WORD. 

1 don't go in for Anagrams inyself, 
but William did once, and he hae 
told me all about it, and what very 
hard luck he had not to win a prize. 

William's word was Anti-bilioH» ; 
and the anagram he made from it 
was ••Better, Oswald! — Much, 
Hiitlic," or sotnething hke that. 1 
don't 8ny that that was the actual sen- 
tence, but it was certainly the idea. 
There were a lot of Christian names 
in it which nobody is ever called, 
and a distinct impression that you 
were getting too many letters for 
your money. Of course the word 
may not have been anti-bilious after 
all — in fact, I am pretty sure now 
that it wasn't — but it was quite that 
sort of word, and that is as near as 
w? can go. Anyhow wc may be cer- 
tain that the whole thing was 
extremely clever of William, and 
that he had the two hundred pounds 
absolutely safe. 

Tacticn was the name of the paper, 
and William bought a copy next day. 
When he had signed his name and 
written down his anagram, he made 
HU unfortunate discovery. The word 
had to he taken from pages 203, '204, 
205. 206, and 207 of that number. 
William, rather anxious now, turned 
to page 203, and found that it was 
; the beginning of an exciting story of 
Spanish life. With an eagerness 
which would have made the author 
blush with pride could he have seen 
it, William read that story through. 
He paid particular attention to the 
doings of the heroine, because (as he 
said) you never know what a Spanish 
lady is going to do next. But though 
the Sefiorita was soinetiniee fierce as 
a tiger, sometimes caressing as a 
dove, and sometimes one of the ani- 
mals in between, she was never once 
anti-bilious as anything. 

The story went on to page 207, ftt 
the bottom of which, to his extreme 
disgust, William read the wordi 
" Another of thin gerica next week.' 
Next week, as he had feared, the samt 
pages were chosen (the editor was 
evidently determined that his stories 
should be read somehon-), and Wil- 
liam once again chased the Seflorita 
through five pages. There was a 
moment on the fourth page when she 
staggered back, put her hand to her 
brow, and wailed in a voice of inde- 
scribable emotion, " My head, Teresa, 
ah; my poor head." William was 
longing to jump forward and say, 
" Excuse me, madam, but have you 

tried these anti ," only Tekesa 

wns too (juick for him. " Mailana, 
siiiielio finma; biictios ayrcs," she 



r.nid, and led her mistress into the 
fresh air. 

This went on for a month. At the 
end of that time William was in a 
desperate state. He calculated that 
the author had used every word in the 
English language except " anti-bili- 
ous " (which would be held by any 
decent editor to give it the required 
standing for an .\nagram), and con- 
)d reluctantly that Spanish life 
was more healthy than people 
thought. And he came to the con- 
clusion that the only thing. to do was 
to write the nextTacii'cs story himself. 

Authorc will tell you that the 

finning of a story is the most difli- 
t part; there are, moreover, pro- 
verbs in several languages to that 
ffect. William's trouble was quite 
otherwise. He began easily and at 
once : 

Anti-bilious," said the Colonel as 
he leant baek in his ehair and puffed 
at hia cigar. There mas silence for a 

oment. 

That was his opening, for he was 
taking no risks; the difficulty was to 
go on. William was, and indeed is, 
a stockbroker; fiction — save for one 
slight effort about Oswald and 
Sadie — had never been in his line. A 
strenuous week at it now made him 
more sure than ever that he was right 
to have become a stockbroker. 

Now William was a man of re- 
source — as I gather stockbrokers have 
to be. One chance was left to him. 
He called upon a journalist friendof his. 

" Hallo," he said, " I 've come 
on business. An editor man I know 
wants a short story from you. Have 
you got one'/ I said I 'd see you 
about it." 

" How much? "said the journalist. 

■' Twenty pounds," said William 
hurriedly, " and I 'II pay you now." 

" Done," said his friend, and got 
up to rummage in his desk. " There, 
take it away. I 'm sick of it." 

■' It isn't about Spanish life by any 
chance?" asked William nervously. 

"No. Why?" 

" Br — well, it 's Fact is, 1 

don't think the editor "s very keen 
about Spanish life. Can't say why. 
Just a fancy of his. Hallo, this 
looks a bit short — just about five 
lines short, 1 should say. Well, we 
can easily stick five lines in some- 
where. Here 's your cheque. Many 
thanks." 

William went back to his office and 
wrote in five lines at the beginning 

"Anti-bilious," said the Colonel, 
he leant back in his chair and puffed 
at hia cigar. There was silence for a 
moment. Then he told me the fol- 
lowing story. 



He had it typed, and forwarded it 
to the editor of Tactics, pointing out 
that he (William) owned the copy- 
right and would take the brass- 

1 must bring this sad history to a 
close as quickly as I can. There 
came a day when the Coloiiel's story 
appeared. (There was another day 
later on when William only received 
three guineas for it, but we cannot 
bother about that now.) Of course 
the Spanish stories bad been read 
to the end by this time, and ap- 
parently that was all the editor cared 
about. This week the Anaf^ani word 
had to be chosen from the City Notes- 
a way it was a compliment to 
William's judgment in selecting 
stories; as much as to say that any- 
one would read a tale submitted by 
him, without the incitement of an 
onagram; but he wouldn't see it in 
this light. He was quite angry; and 
he went out at once to try and per- 
suade his journalist friend to return 
some of the twenty pounds. On the 
way he noticed a poster of Imitations 
which called attention to the fact 
that an Anagram competition 
proceeding within. In the faint hope 
that " anti-bilious " might have 
strayed into their story too he bought 
a copy 

He was really very angry. It 
seems that for the Imitations com- 
petition you are not limited to certain 
pages. You may select any word in 
the language that you like. Of 
course, then, any time the lost six 
weeks he might have sent up hia 
anti-bil 

As I say, I can quite -understand 
his being angry. For a word in the 
list of winning Anagrams of the week 
before caught hia eye. It would have 
caught his eye anywhere by now; — 

Anti-bilious: " Better, Oswald? — 
Much, Sadie " (or whatever thi 
wretched thing was). 

The word William used when he 
read this was useless for Anagram 
purposes. On the other hand I can- 
not help feeling that it would have 
come quite easily into a story of 
Spanish life. A. A. M. 



A writer on Hockey begins an 

article in a contemporary as follows-' 

"It is a Inct, but navfrthelcsa esHfiHiiJIj 



Wo forbear to give the name of th* 
paper which has bred in him thi« 
cautious spirit. 

" V. B., it wflrt sUefted, did twenty-five mil** 
ill one boiir over tlie meHmired quarter ot n 
mi\e." -Daily Mail. 

And at the end of it they went an-l 
fined him ! 



OcrouEK 7, 1908.] 



PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVAKI. 



THE POLICEMAN'S LOT. 

[An Oliio policHium hn.l to nrreat nn ullift iti 
laitt H'et'k. It happened nt tlie time to l>e Folloi 
ipg au intoiicated petlestriau.] 
RoBKRT, I envy not 

Thy lot! 

When chill the night and polar, 
Aad thou art whistled to thy work 
To probe my garden's inky murk 
Leet haply some slim burglar lurk 

Behind the ghost-like roller; 
And when thou rush est in where I 
Tremble to tread lest bxiUetfl fly. 
Then, Robert, as I watch thee go 
I marvel? Yes! — I envy? No I 

Nor, Robert, would I choose 
Thy ahoea 
When Suffragettes will fight thee. 
And thy coercive arm must quell 
The lawless wrath o£ Chbistabet. 
And all thoae Amazons who swell 
The swarms that scratch and bite 
thee. 
Yet though, when all is said and 

done, 
Thy lot is not a happy one. 
Believe me, thou art blest beyond 
Thy luckless peers across the Pond. 

If oak and brass be bound 
Around 

The length of thy equator. 
What adamant canst thou suggest 
Must gird the hero's dauntless breast 
Who may be summoned to arrest 

A scaly alligator? 
No Suffragette has such a jaw 
To scare the guardians of the law, 
Nor such B long and moving tale 
To make them tremble and turn pale. 

It makes my heart grow queer 
To hear 

The tasks they may be brought to, 
If they must seize each fearsome 

beast 
That hunts, with fury still increased, 
Convivial gentlemen who feast 

More freely than they ought to. 
Ah ! if 'tis difficult to snare 
An alligator which is there, 
How much more hard his hapless lot 
Who has to capture one that 'a not I 



TRUE DIFFIDENCE. 

[■■The Duke of the Abninzi, now that the 

naviJ nuiiKcuvrea are over, will aliortly leave 

tor Atnericn. wliPre Iiib martiase with Mjga 

ElkiriM will take plare in Novpniber. 

_ " A IthoHgh the Duke does not wish the wed- 
ding to be accompanied by miiph peremonial 
bo will, on Km mum lo Italy with hia bride, 
be eixoned by Bevenil Italian wnrsliipa." 

Rcaler.] 

TiiK great Bostock, on the com- 
pletion of his engagement at Earl's 
Court, will, it is said, deliver a 






e-^^ 



THE "EMPIRE" STYLE IN SUFFOLK. 

ll>'U Fl^lUON PAPERS, EVEN 



course of lectures at the Royal In- 
stitution on " The Power of the 
Eye." Mr. Bostock, who is of an 
exceedingly retiring disposition, has 
stipulated that there shall be no ad- 
vertisements or fuKs, but he will be 
escorted to Albemarle Street ctich 
Wednesday evening by a bodyguard 
of lions, tigers, elephants and 
camels. 

Madame Mklka, on passing 
through Paris the other day, con- 
siderately requested President Fal- 
LifcuES not to meet her nt the 
Gare du Nord. She has, however. 
graciously signified her willingness 
on her return journey to receive a 
deputation consisting of sixty Depti- 
ties, who will present her with a 
magnificent tiara and an address 
rting her incontrovertible supe- 
riority to all human warblers alive 

dead. 



For the Home. 
A Scots contemporary kindly ex- 
plains how " to keep butter cool in 
hot water." For the moment we 
cannot think of any situation which 
would call urgently for a solution of 
this problem, but if ever the emer- 
gency should arise it would be our 
duty to inform our readers that the 
contemporary iu question is The 
Oban Times. 



The DaiUj Telegraph on the irolice 
arrangements at the Licensing 
Demonstration : — 

" Halt o[ them were told off to line the sreat 
thoroughfares ... a third oF them were atatioiied 
in the nark itxelt. and the remaininK thifd were 
ordered lo varioim important points to meet the 
lis proceBsioiiH." 

i is known in the trade as " half- 
and-half." 
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PROBLEMS OF THE ROAD: A STUDY FROM LIFE. 

" U0TOBIHT8 HCST LEARN TBAT OTBEB PEOFLE IIE8IDE TUEHfiELTU BAVE A SIOHT TO TBE HOID." — AfUiinotOrilig PrtK'. 



STRANGE INNOVATION. 
Heavily Dressed ErnicML Dancer. 
Yet another intelkctuat dancer of 
world-wide repute is to make her 
appearance in London shortly in the 
person of Misa Vashti.Bt. Vitus, a 
young Anitrican of Semitic origin 
and extraordinary command of the 
moralising influences of corybantic 
undulation. 

It should be noted at onco that 
there is a vast difference between 
Miss St. Virus's method and that 
of Miss Maud Cunard or Miss 
MusiDORA Buncombe. As might be 
expected from her name, it is at once 
more strenuous and more saintly- 
more in keeping with the beet Bol- 
landtst traditions. Miss St. Vitus 
never wears less than three skirts, 
five petticoats, and four pairs of 
stockings; and she usually done 
goloshes over her shoes. There is 
laturally very little play of the feet 
aljout her dancing, but especial em- 
phasis is laid upon facial expression, 
frou-frou, and vortical convolution of 
the drapery in accordance with the 
theory of the late Lord Kelvin. The 
main aim of bar performance, it can- 
not be too insistently asserted, is to 
inculcate ascetic Altruism on the 
lines of the strictest Pragmatism. 



Miss St. Vitus — who, ,in the 
chaste phrase of The Daily Chronicle, 
is a most charmingly-lissom , fresh, 
lively, practical and thoroughly 
American young person — contendu 
that it was she who first invented 
the vermiform arm-wriggle which is 
one of Miss Maud Cunard's most 
applauded achievements. " I intro- 
duced it at Boston," she said. " long 
before even Miss Musidora Bun- 
combe came out. As a matter of 
fact, I started my ethical and prag- 
matical dancing — in a previous in- 
carnation, of course— -just about tbo 
time that Taolioni first made her 
appearance in London." This settles 
tlid question of priority once and 
for all. 

'■ There 's just one thing," said 
Mise St. Vitus in an interview with 
the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
" that I want to say slick out. My 
dances are in no way connected with 
the prevalent cult of Apolaustic 
Hedonism. They are just the real 
expressions of the soul, and a white 
soul at that. Other dancers may 
appeal to Cabinet Ministers and the 
Smart Set, but I aim at doing a stunt 
on the great Puritan Heart of the 
British public. No dancer since the 
world began ever wore so many 
clothes as 1 do. Why, one of my I 



dances is called ' The Dance of the 
Nineteen Petticoats * ! 

'■ Then I 'm a TheoBophlet as well ; 
and that of course gives mc a far 
wider spiritual outlook. At the Con- 
gress at Oxford the other day I gave 
illustrations to one of the lectures 
representing a Hindoo saint prac- 
tising emotional exercises in the soli- 
tude ot the jungle. 1 tell you Oxford 
is still humming with it, and the 
Headmaster of Eton has invited me 
to cavort on the ethical platform 
before the school twice a week for 
the rest of the term. To-morrow I 
give them the Stoical Sand-dance, 
and next Tuesday, with ten of my 
best pupils, I am going to sbow 
them the Angel Cake-walk and the 
Self-denying Tarantella, which typi- 
fies the hbcration of the soul from a 
sordid craving for jam-puffs." 

M*king the FrenchniAn at Hone. 

On a box of advertisements in the 

Machinery Hall at the Exhibition:— 

"AmEZ-vocs." 



" The coarse h marked out by three tainiiig 
poHtH forming a Iriangle. of which the aidefl 
are 1.000, 700, and 300 m^res respectively." 

Tht Time*. 

Poor old Euchd I He has had a good 
run, but the boom in his books 
couldn't last for ever. 
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Stolfer {to SpaHtman, Mlri 



A MATTER OF OPINION. 

113 on the eiiije of tpact). " YE'd better tai 



MORE MESSAGES FROM THE DEAD. 

How these ghostly communica- 
tious came into Mr. Punch's hands 
he does not intend to say; but here 
they afe. The lacunae are the result 
of defective sympathy, inevitable but 
much to be regretted. The con- 
jectures 08 to the meaning of mys- 
terious initials are Afr. Punch's own; 
so are the translations from foreign 
tongues. 

From Marlowe and Webster. 

Tell that good man Swinburne to 
go on. We like it here. Trowel- 
work for us; and the butter can't be 
too thick. 

From EtRiPiDEs. 

BnowNiNQ 'a the man for me, I would 
rather read AL[cEfiHOs] Asii[ton] than 
Ar(<iEnNON] of the PLinesJ. 'Otototo! 

From James Boswell. 
The Lichfield statue is very grati- 
fying. I waive the Nonconformists' 
patronage. Esther amusing to si-? 
Percv [:' Fitzgerald] coming in for 
praise after so many years of the 
other thing. 

From Arcangelo Corelli. 
Schumann tplls me that he wrote 



Novelettes, but none of mij family 
ever did that 1 know of. Anyhow, 
so long as she writes in English, it 
makes no difference to me. 

From Cbahlottb BbostE. 

The news of yet another book 
about us by C K S [? Mr. Clement 
K. 8HORTER, the eminent critic and 
Broiite experti is causing; utmost 
dis . . . ['/disquietude] to myself 
and my sisters. Is there no stop- 
ping him -> 

From Alexander the Great. 

Why all this fuss about Win [ston] 
CiiuR[rHiLLj '.' The world was too 
small for me when I was thirty, and 
at thirty-three he is only President 
of a stuffy little Board of Trade. 
From Icarus. 

The word aeroplane is a mon- 
strosity to Elysian ears, and the mere 
mention of W [ilbuh] \V [right] puts 
me in a wax. Anyhow, no sea can 
ever be called after a man with such 
a name .... 

■■ E. <i. P, .IpsirtH clcrkxliip in office of milL- 
ciUir; willing 10 work and ledrn."— /^tc rime*. 
Such willingness to undertake duties 
slightly outside the usual routine is 
the first secret of success. 



AMERICAN BREVITIES. 

Mr. Hearst denounces Senator 
Foraker as a paid tool of the Stan- 
dard Oil Trust. 

Senator Foraker denies the charge 
in a two-column letter, but retires 
from the political arena. 

President Roosevelt says that 
Bill Taft is a bigger man than him- 
self — iu three columns and a half. 

Governor Haskell gives Mr. 
Hear9T the lie direct in two thousand 
words, and resigns. 

President Roosevelt says ditto to 
Mr. Hearst in six thousand words. 

Mr. Bryan rebukes President 
Roosevelt in four columns. 

President Roosevelt says Mr. 
Bryan is a fraud in ten thousand 
words. 

Mr. Rockefeller says nothing. 



"Tlie removal from the e^a shore of the 
bathing machiuea is proceeding, •but large 
numbers still indulge io the monuiig Ben-bath." 
Tht Daily Tfle-jrnpl,. 
They often look as if they needed it. 



Epitaph on a Bore. — Ho was not 
for a time, but for all day. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAKL 



[October 7, 1908. 



DNCLB TOM'S TRANSFER. 

[N.B. — Unless readers posnesa eiceplionally 
rtrong nerves they nre ivnmeil not to peruse 
thin iiarrowing stor}' of our modern slave trade.] 

Aunt Chloe stood with smiling 
face as she watched Uncle Tom de- 
molish his tea. " Deese here openin' 
games gib you a mazin' appetite, 
honey," she observed. 

Unclk Tom (so called by the 
Hookerham crowd because the 
veteran had played for that famous 
First League club no fewer than 
three seasons) nodded assent. 

Aunt Chloe recollected something, 
and her face grew grave, "I hearn 
tell dat one ob dese Southern traders 

r hangin' round dc 

Secretary's office to-day. 
"_ ?cs he 's after some 
ob de young uns," 

The Secretary wiped 
his eyes as )io sat ut his 
desk. 

■ Massa," said Uncle 
Tom, " hain't I served 
you faithful for years? 
Hain't you trusted me to 
train myself? Hain't I 
allers been sober 'cept ob 
a Saturday night an' in 
the close season? " 

' Uncle Tom, you _ 
have," replied the Secre- " 
tary: "but the club is 
' 1 debt. All the directors 
have had their fingers in 
the gate-monev. Chels- 
m has offered a 
thousand pounds for you. 
I tried to get them to 
take Muggins, Josser, 
Stark, but they 
would have you. Uncle 
Tom, you won't betrav 
ir old club? If you 
I away and we can't 
deliver you to Chelsham there 's no 
dividend for our shareholders." 

Uncle Tom looked the Secretary 
straight in the face. "Trus' me, 
Massa; I 'II go." 

" Go? " cried Little Eva. (N.B. 
-The Secretary's golden - haired 
diiughter. Please don't confuse with 
racehorse of same name.) " Go? 
Uncle Tom, surely you 're not 
going? " 

" Yea, Mis.see. goin' South." 

The golden-haired angel burst into 
tears. " We 're jiggered for the Cup 
this year," she sobbed. 

' Uncle To.m," said the Secretary, 
" I promise that if we 've any luck 
at ail in gates this season we '11 buy 
you back." 



Aunt Chloe was too grieved for 
tears. " I knows what dose dratted 
slave-holders down South '11 do," she 
groaned. " Dey '11 wear ye out wid 
dere Saturday matches an' dere mid- 
week matches. An' dat ar ' Sidesman ' 
—he'll be drivin', drivin' ye till ye 
drop. Dar 'II be a jedgment on him 
— wantin' football three times a 
week. Shame on dem Belli n' ye 
down South." 

Out of consideration for our emo-i 
tional readers we simply have to 
omit the scene of Little Eva's 
death-bed. But we must state that' 
she lay with an angelic smile on her 
face whilst Topsv read The Athletic 



shoulder-charge constitutes his entire I 
repertoire. He lacks the subtle in- f 
stinct which teaches the expert when I 
and where to trip." j 

The field seemed to spia rounij/ 
Uncle Tom and he fell in a heap. I 

" Pide a thousand fer 'im," 
shouted the spectators; "'e'd be 
dear at a tanner." 

When Uncle Tom revived he found 
the Secretary of the Hookerham 
Club bending over him. 

"Uncle Tom, I've come to buy 
you back. The Tariff Ileform candi- 
date for Hookerham has given s 
thousand pounds to set the old club 
on its legs. I came here the moment 
we got the cheque." 

U N c LK To m's face 
brightened for a moment, 
then he sighed. " No, 
Massa, I 'm done for 
football now. I don't 
blame dem — not ehen 
Massa ' Sidesman.* Poor 
fellow, he knew no 
better. I forgive dem 
all. But hsten, Massa, 
listen. 



Z^ 



The HiUennium. 
Lions asp liAiiBs Lie Dows 

TotiETnEEt. 

Encouraged by the 
happy conclusion of the 
" Book War," Mr. Lever 
(so rumour goes) is about 
to combine with The 
Vaily Mail to bring out a 
New8 aloud. (Again we beg readers new soap. Mr. Walkley is said to 
not to confuse golden-haired angel contemplate collaborating with Mr. 



[Thr Daily Gi'aplile. in a review of The Bomawe of Modrm Geology, 
HjieakH of (he eoming of Man, and " that myslerioua dialiticliou flrliich 
plnce« him npart Iroin nnd nbove the lower members of Ifie aniroal kingdom."] 

TjonI of Crealioii (after rradlii^ pait«a(/e). " 'Ear 1 'Ear! Bhavo, ' Daily 



The 
down, 
almost 



Secretary bent 
A smile of 
seraphic beautv 
ver Ukcle Tom's 
face as he murmured, 
" Specs, Massa, it 's 
about time I took a pub 
ob me own." 



th racehorse of same name. Race 
horses are too intelligent to take an 

interest in Soccer.) 



Henry Abthur Jones in the produc- 
tion of an Original Comedy; and a 
hope has been expressed that the 
Bishop of Hereford will see his way 
Uncle Tom was panting in mid- to take the chair at the next meeting 
field, worn out by the e.vertion of; of the Licensed Victuallers. 

two matches a week. He had done ; . 

his best, but he had just failed to; j,^ ^,^^^ ^f j^^ "Argonattt." 
tnp the opposition centre-forward ati ,, , , .,, . ,. 

a critical r^ment. He knew that ! ^.^^^-^ cats, each with nine lives, 
this slip would entail awful chastise- P/""'«''^^, *' ^'•^ sinking of the 
ment. In the press-box he could see i '^^dotout ; and we understand that 
■• Sidesman " take up his fountain- ' ^'"' ««^'*''"t'* .^f/''''""* ^''^ ,^ *»«■ P^'^. 
pen. and could easily guess what' "r" * "'V'*'^'' ^>''"^ *'l°"'' '"'"1 
would appear in print ■-" Uncle ^ ^^^^f^V^ ^,^"'"8 ^^P*^^ ^P''^'^^"' 
Tom once more displayed his lack ofi*"^ '^«"'"S the following poster: — 
adaptation to the scientific require-' " Abgonaut " Founders. 

ments of modern football. A crude I Loss op 63 Lives. 
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SOME PROMISING STUDENTS OF "VOICE CONTROL." 

" Tlie course of Wtur«8 and classes upon ' Voice Production and the Management of IIip Voice,' which >vil] be held tliis spHNion under 
the auspices of the Univprniij EiteiiHiou Dooni, tomi port of the coinplele training courao (or lecturers, but will aiao bo fotind extremely 
Dgcliil by all who wish to B«ure pertet-t conti-ol over their voices."- (DaiJj/ Poper.) 



TURNED TABLES. 

[The Paris correspondent of The Daily Trlrgrayh recently reconled a 
Bad Blory ol an accident to a inolor-car, cauHed by three woinen who 
on the approach of the car refuwd to move from the middle ot the 
road. The obstinacy of thete pedostrianH reMulted in the car being 
thrown into a ditch.] 

Our Special Correspondenb in the SoHth-East wires : — 
A daring burglary took place the night before last in 
Pickle Alley, off tlie New Cut, at the residence of Mr. 
William Sikes, a well-known inhabitant of that quarter, 
Mr. SiKKs occupies the front room on the second floor 
of No. 6. His profession keeps him employed until the 
early hours of the morning, and. on his arrival home 
about 3.15 a.m. yesterday, he was amazed to find that 
his room had been entered and rifled of the moat valuable 
contents, including a very pretty set of tools which Mr. 
Sikes uses in his work. Kir. Sikrs, with great presence 
of mind, rushed to the window and blew a police whistle, 
and a number of members of the force quickly 
assembled. But the burglar had got clean away with the 
swag. The only clue to his identity was a pockethand- 
kerchief, with a monogram surmounted by a coronet. 

We understand that the next number ot the Art 
Journal will contain a criticism, by the President of the 
Koyal Academy, of the pictures in The Tailor and Cutter. 



On Friday last a pretty incident was witnessed i 
Whitehall. As a short, sturdily-built gentleman with a 
bowler hat and a grey beard was cautiously picking his 
way across the wide thoroughfare, a little golden-headed 
child nished out from the throng of people, and, snatch- 
ing him from beneath the front hoofs of a pair of dray 
horses, carried him in safety to the pavement. There, 
patting his head with a kindly smile, she went on her 
way aa if nothing had happened. The gentleman i 
none other than Mr. John Burns, M.P,, President of 
the 1mcb\ Government Board I 



Kore Romanes of a Sub-editor's Life. 

"Yestei-dny nt one oVIoc-k, two " A plucky rescue from drowi 
joung brolhers uaiued William look place near the Custom Ur 
and Jack Brady were playing yeaterday afternoon. Twobrotliers 
along the siilo of the cargo boat lumied William and John Urady 
C'arriek lee, when Jack, who is were playing by the river side 
shout six yean) of ago, fell in. when John, who is aged about tour, 
C'onMlahle I IB brought the little a<-<'identally fell into the JJITey. 
fellow home to hix pnreutri."- (.'onxtahle Kyle (127 <') took the 
Frtemaiia Jonrnal. l)oy to Jerris Street HoK[)it8l." 

Frccmaa't Journal (name colmmi). 

If you do not care about either of these we shall be 
glad to prepare a third account — giving the whole truth 
about five-year-old Jdiinnv. 
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BLANCHE'S LETTEItS. 
The Bazaar Season. 

Mainwaring Holt. 
Dearest Daphne, — The Bazaar 
;eason has set in with unusual 
aeverity. Every house 1 've stayed 
' 1 lately has been suffering from it. 
First, there was Claokmaitnan Castb. 
where Stella Clackmannan made 
me help with hor big annual bazaar 
for Keeping the Crofters Where Thoy 
Are, or something of that 
sort. Oh, my dear! such 
a stodgy business I I do 
believe that everything of 
every kind sold at that 
bazaar, from warm gowns 
mauds to bonbon- 
nitres and powder- boxes, 

made of Scotch plaid. 
The Scotch are certainly 
the most monotonous 
people on the face of the 
earth. That 's what 's the 
matter with ihetn. And 
thev 're something else too. 
They all wanted their 
proper change, if you 
please, even when / was 
selling I 

I offered to put a little 
life into the affair by get- 
ting up some side-shows 
and a cafc-chantant, and 
was quite willing to sing 
some coon songs or do a 
clog-dance, or " anything 
to oblige," but Stella said 
they wouldn't understand 
r approve of it- She waw 
quite sure, however, that if 
I would give n recitation 
from Burns it would be 
rcry much liked! Fancy, 
you know ! Why, I only 
know one line of BruNs, 
" My name 's MacSomk- 
TiMNo. On the Grampian 
Hills ■■ Then I of- 
fered to tell fortunes in a 
witch's cave, as I 've often 
done so successfully, but 
Stella said she was afraid that 
would hardly do either, for most of 
them hiid the second-,.ight. Second- 
sight, indeed! The fint sight of 
them was enough for me! I never 
like Strlla so httle as when she and 
the Duke (Bbotiiie, as the natives 
call him rather familiarly) are doing 
the feudal at Clackmannan Castle. 
As I said to her one day, " When 
I 'm at Clackmannan I shall leove off 
colling you Stella, for vou don't 
twinkle a little bit." Tlien a terrible 
old piper marches round the dinner 
table every night, making a most out- 



rii"eous noise on tlie bagpipes with a 
thing called " The Bluirs will live for 
ever," or Kome nonsense of that kind, 
and expecting to be cowplimcnted 
instead of turned out of the place. 
I was taken to dinner one night, for 
my sins, by that old terror. The 
MACbuMfH. I chatted to him in my 
own way (which hoiuc people have 
been kind enough to call inimitable). 
but couldn't strike a spark out of 
him; so at last 1 shut up and let him 
take the floor. And he did take it, 




my dear, and something over. Prose, 
prose — growl , growl. Of course I 
didn't listen. I turned my attention 
to what they were saving at the other 
side of the table, and thought I had 
more than done my duty when, at a 
pause in the prosing and growling, I 
threw in a laugh and " Thot was 
awf'ly good." It didn't (|iiite fit, 
I however. He turned a small, angry 
j eye on me and said severely, " Ye 
I thiidc it a matter to laugh at, leddy, 
I (hat the head of the MacSi-mpiih 
j should have perished in thot awfu' 
I way? " It seemed he 'd been telling 



me a family tragedy in which one of | 
his horrible ancestors had got what j 
I 'm sure he thoroughly deserved two I 
or three hundred years ago ! / 

I went to the Middleshires' next,/ 
und of course there was anothei \ 
bazaar. I must say Lala Middle- 
shire looked rather nice the day she 
opened it. It was in aid of < 
her pet Causes, the League for Being 
Benevolent to Birds and Considerate 
to Fishes, and she was in cloth of the 
new shade of brown {dead joy»), 
trimmed with baby-owl ; 
her toque was entirely 
composed of love-birdft* 
breasts, with an egret it 
the left side. 

This, you must know. 
chcrie, is empliafically 
feather autumn. People 
are tryiisg to outdo each 
other in sporting rare and 
royant feathers. Among 
the things I_'ve ordered 
for the Newmarket Second 
October are a 
toque, Hon and muff, that 
I think will fairly knock 
'em. To give them the 
proper brightness and soft- 
ness the feathers have 
be taken off the poor 

flamingo while i ' 

alive, I believe. Of course 
it 's a horrid ne 
hut it ix a necessity, and 
that 's all about it. 

It was at the Middle- 
shirrs' that I heard of 
Fluffv Thistledown 's 
new departure. She '( 
been resting since thot 
cruel ease come to on end. 
trying to got over 
strain of it. Then she 
had an offer from the Syn- 
dicate Hnlls, and has just 
come out at the Magnifi- 
cent as a dianteute. I 
ran up to town for her fifBt 
appeorance. The pla( 
was crammed — and all to 
see her. She wore a dear 
little white baby frock and big white 
baby bonnet, and sang, " Would oo 
like to tiss meV " in quite profen- 
sionai style, winking, and making 
love to the boxes, you know, just 
like DoLLV Doodles. I d no idea 
she had so much talent. She "s quite 
charmed with her new life. She has 
a cosy little flat near Charing Cro-is, 
and is trying to forget the wretched 
past, poor little woman. During 
their whole married life, Sir George 
never understood her or iiad the least 
cons.iderotion for her. 

When I got to the MAiNWARisiis' 
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{where 1 still am) I was resigned 
to the inevitable. 1 simply eaid, 
" When 'a your bazaar, and what 'b 
it forV " And what d'you Biijipose' 
it WQB for, my door'' You know the 
MAiNWAnrNUR are rather extreme in 
their vicwx, and the ba?:aar wa» to 
provide fimds (or bringing over a 
shipload ot deHtitiite ahena who want 
old-age pensions 1 I said that as I 
didn't altogether approve the object 
of the bazaar I wouldn't take a 
prominent part in it; so I merely 
helped in the cigar divan, and acted 
with Jack Main'wariwj and I'iooy 
nR Lacy in a Htlle French playlet, 
Le bcl amant et Ic tnari ridicule. 

I motored over yesterday to Old- 
acres to see C'vsTiiiA Havilland and 
the kiddy. She was cuddling it and 
cooing to it in the most ricky 
manner. She 'b quite ewampod and j 
flubnierped in domesticity. I call it i 
really «ad, for she was beginning to 
make a bit of a name sociaily. 
" Isn't my angel lovely? " she said. 
" Kiss him, Blasciik." " By-and-by, 
my dear," I answered ; " I dou't care 
nbont kissing them when they 're 
BO very young." "Oh, you hard- 
hearted woman ! " she wailed. Then 



she went on making plans about 
'■ the angel's " future — how 4ie 's to 
go into Parliament and make a great 
name. " Don't worry about that," 
I told her. " By the time that small 
bundle of screams is a man there 
won't be any Parliament, or anything 
else. The Socialists will have turned 
everything upside down, and very 
likely we shall all be cove-dwellers ! " 
And having cheered her up in this 
way I left her. 

Ever thine, Blanche. 



MATINfiE MACHINERY. 



has said to an evening paper, " I ex- 
pect an automatic solution." He 
need not be disappointed ; he has 
only to come to terms with our pet 
entor, and his theatre can be 
fitted to-morrow with either of the 
following patents: — 

1. The Automatic Seat-Raiser. The 
invention is attached to each stall. 
A shillhig in the slot will shoot the 
stall high above all obstruclions — too 
hifjh to interfere with the view from 
the pit. not high enough to bother 



the dress-circle. A sectjnd fitting 
will be supplied to meet any cussed- 
nesa on the part of an obstructionist. 
If a lady who is no lady insists on 
following the obstructed up towsrdii 
the ceiling by placing a shilling in the 
slot of her stall, the obstructed can, 
by inserting yet another shilling in a 
secret slot at the back of her stall, 
send her down to earth again, where 
she must remain, for the stall could 
not again be raised until an expert 
had " set " it for the next perform- 
ance. 

2. The Automatic Seat-Sinker. A 
second invention, again on the shil- 
ling-in-the-slot principle, is one by 
which the stall of an obstructionist 
can be suddenly dropped through a 
trap-door well below the floor of the 
theatre. The opening will be large 
lugh to let any wearer through; 



the hnt t 



above the flo< 



)uld be difficult to think ot i 
appropriate man for the job. 
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The venture 's success is not wholly assured, 
For the history part, which is wise and sedate, 

Has not, as it should have done, always secured 
A dignified pose in its fictional mate. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerka.) 
Mb. Anthony Hope's new book. The Great Miss 
Driver (Mkthuen), shows the sound, solid craftsman- If i'ou were to mention the name of Chkstebtos to an 
ship which one has long learned to associate with his ordinary person he would reply, " Oh, you mean that 
best work. But 1 have one or two grounds of quarrel parado-t fellow. I can't stand a man who spends all his 
with him. He builds up for us, with very conscientious time trying to prove that black is white." You would 
pains, the character of a young girl, suddenly called to know from thi:* that he had never read a line of Mr. 
the absolute ownership of a large estate, who has a cool] Chesterton's; you would explain gently that Mr. 
head for busiues.ti, and can make a verj' clear map of|CriE3TEBT0S had never said black was white, only that 
her projected progress as a social figure in the county ; one man's black was often another man's white — a very 
who is described as acting at times on what appears to different thing; and you would start him on some 
be sudden impulse but is really the considered result of of the lighter 
laborate plan of attack in 



which she has kept open a way of 
escape; and then, when the great 
crisiB comes which is to test her 
character, she behaves like the most 
foolish and flightyand Irresponsible 
of women. .\gain, we are never 
allowed to recognise for ourselves 
the attractions of the man whose 
mistress she becomes. That he 
must have had a compelling 
charm we gather from the almost 
hjpuotic influence he exerted over 
iiur. But the author permits ua 
to see very little of his nature, 
except the brutal, overbearing 
side of it ; and this hiakes her 
escapade the more inexplicable. 
For the rest, the story is told 
with Rreat distinction, though 
the interest suffers from a severe 
hiatus in the middle during the 
long retirement of the pro- 
tagonist into obscurity ; and the 
fresh start which she makes on 
her return is not without a sus- 
picion of anticlimax. 

Mr. Hope's style is here, as 
always, marked by a nice gift 
for analytic reasoning, as clear as 
it is subtle ; but this virtue has 
its own defect, which shows in a 
tendency to arrest the rhythm of 
a period for the sake of a paren- 
thetic phrase introduced to modify 
the argument. The title of the 



of G. K. C, In a httle 
he would begin to like the author, 
and he would want to read more. 
He would read more, and then he 
would discover Mr. Chesterton's 
weaknesses — as, for example, 
that he could never resist the 
elementary verbal joke ; moreover, 
he would be annoyed with a man 
who seemed so ready with his 
opinion on every topic under, or 
even above, the sun. He would 
probably hate Mr. Chesterton. 
. . . Well, I did, anyhow. But I 
persevered; and after a further 
course of him, which has just 
ended with All Things Congidered 
(Metiiuen), Orthodoxy (Lake! / 
and an anonymous and excelleul I 
criticism of bim pubUshed by 
Alston Hivebs, I am definitely on 
the side of the angels. So I re- 
commend these three books with- 
out hesitation to his admirers, 
and (so long as they take All 
Things Considered first) with but 
slight misgivings to those who 
have not yet learnt to appreciate 
him. 



book might, perhaps, have been more effective. If he had 

to name his heroine after a golf-club, he should have also | enough to compensate foi' the laCk of stirring adventure. 



interplay (Methuen) is the 
title wnich Beatrice Harraden 
has chosen for her last book, and 
an interplay apparently is a kind 
of drama that doesn't need any 
plot to speak of. For all that, 
the piece is an uncommonly good 
and the characters are interesting and likable 



taken into consideration her enormous income and called 

her " The Great Miss Brassey." 

We know IJr. Fitlhett as one who fulfils 
With quite a remarkable meed of success 

The function of gilding historical pills 
By decking them out in a readable dress. 

And now he 's combining his facts with romance 
In a novel entitled A Pairn in the Game; 

It deals with the great revolution in France, 
And Messrs. Smith, Elder, they publish the same. 

The pawn is an Englishman flung by the Fates 
Into most of the fun that is flying about ; 

It 's tact that provides him with desperate straits. 
And fiction that f^nds him a way to get out. 



Tliere is a lady steeped in sham culture ; another who 
entirely genuine; a doctor who gives up half his practice 
because the patients are not really ill; a half-witted 
maker of violins; and a sea-captain who calls his fiancee 
"shipmate," and has only missed finding the North 
Pole, I gather, because the signposts in Arctic circles are 
so disgracefully misleading. What more can one want !' 
And all these people react on each other in a pleasant 
good-natured way, and manage to point the moral that 
one must live one's life heartily and avoid shams. Tte 
only fault I have to find is the author's habit of 
giving gratuitous advertisements to things that don't 
really need them; for instance, the Hampstead Tube, 
taximeter cabs, and St. James's Park. I think one 
ought to be allowed to take one's chance of finding these 
fascinating places and objects without undue influence. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Mow tbat Prince Fkbdinand has 
been made a Tsar, newe reaches ub 
of uprast in Monaco, whose Prince, 
it is rumoured, is about to proclaim 
hioisell a Kaieer. 

Meanwhile we hear that tbe firm 
attitude of our Qovemment in tbe 
orisis has aUeaated a number of its 
own side, wbo bold 
tbat a Liberal 
Qovemment ought to 
give away every- 
thing which doesn't 
belong to its sup- 
porters. 

In sporting circles 
regret is expressed at 
the improbability of 
a fight, for, if there 
is anything in a 
name, tbe Young 
Turks and the little 
Bulgar boys should 
have been well- 
matched opponents. 
• * 

When the Chak- 

CEI'LOU OF THE EX- 
CHEQUER arrived at 
Swanaea, a Suffra- 
gette approached 
him, and began, 
"Will you tell Mr. 

AaquiTH ■' " Tell 

Mr. AsQuiTH what 
you want to your- 
self," replied Mr. 
Lloyd-Oeorge, as he 
drove off. Mr. 
AsQiiTH, not un- 
naturally, thinks 
that the advice given 
by his colleague was 
disloyal and incon- 
siderate. 

" There has not 
been any period in 
the last ten or 
fifteen years," says 
Mr. Lewis Har- 
couui, "in which 
our relations with Germany have 
been on a firmer and more friendly 
footing than they ore to-day." This 
is indeed a cruel reflection on the 
last ten or fifteen years. 
••• 

General Baden-Powell, on the 
occasion of hid inspection of the boy 
Rooiits who arc encamped inside a 
Holbom emporium, evinced much 
interest in tneir camp cooking, of 
which he tasted some Hamplee. Tbe 
boys, we hear, .were delighted at this 



fresh exhibition of pluck by the Hero 
of Maf eking. 

* * 

Miss Macd Allan is said to have 
expressed the opinion that the reason 
why so many personB were prostrated 
by the recent heat is because they 
did not dress suitably. 

• * 

A propos we are requested to state 
tbat the " strip-ticketB " which are 



' "Modem life is so orow,ded and 
po strenuous," says The ' Eatateit 
Gazette, " that few of those who use 
the Mart have leisure to reflect upon 
the romantic side of the business 
passing around them." We think 
our contemporary is mistaken. No 
one who listens to an auctioneer 
striving to sell a property can fail to 
be struck by the amount of romanc- 
ing that goes on at the Auction 
Mart. 



A SPORTING OFFER. 

Ap^itatil for Old Age PeiMon. " IjOOX 'e then, Hieteh, Oi tei.l 
rtm UHKE8 -n nin- patih' he heow, Oi br hillin' to taike i 
wax DOTBiD or mm n Jiindabt— tbebe meow! " 



being issued by some of the Tube 
Railways do not admit one to the 
Palace Theatre. 

M. Reicbel has been expressing 
his thanks to Mr, Wilbur Wriqiit 
for taking him on an aeroplane trip. 
In M. Reichel's own wordB, " Ra- 
vished, fascinated, 1 threw myself 
on Wkioht's neck; die, clac — I 
kissed him squarely. ' ' We now 
fully appreciate Mr. Wright's objec- 
tion to the snap-shooter. 



Sir Thomas Lipton 
bas started a savings 
bank in connection 
with his businesn. 
Each deposit book 
bears the inscrip- 
tion " Dinna For- 
get." Surely a more 
appropriate motto 
would be " Forgft 
Dinna hut Remem- 
ber Tea." 
* • 

The proprietor of a 
hair - dressing saloon 
in Beak Street if, 
The Express informs 
us, a clover com- 
poser as well as an 
excellent barber, and 
" his saloon is largely 
patronised by musi- 
cians who are hi> 
friends as well as \ii^ 
customers." A 
friendship between e 
long-haired musiciar 
and a barber must 
surely be unique ! 

V 

According to Tin 
Daily Mail a numbei 
of athletes are now 
going in tor dancing 
in order to gair 
quick ness anc 
strength. Ast 
matter of fact foi 
some time past a'( 
have suspected tbt 
presence of wrestler: 
and sprinters am 
Rugby forwards in the ball-room. 

" I have the strength of mind t( 
walk about London in the daytimt 
in a collar which is not white,' 
bragH Mr. Bernard Shaw. Judge* 
by this standard our MetroiMlis i; 
rich in heroes. 



A Crowded Bvaniaff.- 

"To-iiijiht, nt eiglil precisely, lost .1 pvrfoni 
anc^n of the Corsicau BrolJiprs.''— /><ii;;; Til 
gnipli. 
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BACK TO THE HOUSE. 

Being Ihe ronfeait'ion of <in obtaire Radical hctWcr. 

[Kelt to the nariike attiiude ol Kenia, ihe opening ot ihe Antumii 

ScMsion ot ihe Mother ot rHrlianiputB, with iw prospect of ill-timed 

qiiemionB on delicnte points of diplomacy, is reftarded as oflenng the 

gravest menHce to Ibe peace of Enrope-] 

Let othere use intemperate nordn 

Touching tlie Fates that intenxno 
To spoil the sport of missing birds 

Or hacking divots through the green ; 
For me, I do not share their dolour ; 

At Duty's summoDs, stem and clear, 
I take delight (with Lewis Waller) 
To bellow, " I am here ! " 

Dving at home in humble ways 

(My natural gifts are moBt obscure), 
I long to catch tlie piiblic gaze 

And be a sort of cynosure ; 
But only when the House ia seated 

(That 's why I loatlie a long recess) 
I get to liave my name repented 

And figure in the Preaa. 

Daily I make it my concern 

To catechise the powers that be, 
Till ever>- Minister i^ turn 

Has to explain himself to me ; 
But most I shine, as now, when Europe 

Is plucking Turkey to the bone ; 
'Tis then I nurse a strong and sure hope 

Of being better known. 

Foreign affairs are my preeene. 

When there "s a sliow to give away, • 
I try to shake t^ie triple ner\-e 

That steels the heart of Euwabp Ghet ; 
At England's ivatclier on his eyrie, 

Guarding her claims witli jealous eye, 
I love to sboot a shattering query 

And make his feathers fly. 

When statesmanship is put to proof 

And half the earth is seeing red, 
I joy to plank my ponderous hoot 

Where diplomats are loath to tread ; 
And wlien my hobnails cease to clatter, 

Should he survive my bljour's close, 
No Elegy of GttEv's will flatter 

Tlie scene ot my repose. 



o.a 



Tbo Qreat Sat ftuestion. 

Ub. BEDKiRn Shaw's New Epiorah. 

A contemporary reports Mr. Shaw as having made the 

following observation in the course of a lecture from the 

pulpit of the City Temple : — 

"The man who believes ia rat tor art's sake in a gool." 
Mr. Shaw's humour grows better and better. 



The report ot the slump in medical students has 
caused considerable imeasiness among dispensing 
chemists and undertakers. The decline is largely 
ascribed to the increased dissemination ot medical know- 
ledge in the Press, Both Dr, Saleebv and The Daily 
Mail medical man are prepared to accept each for him- 
rtoif the chief responsibility for the new condition ot 
things. 



DISCURSIONS. 

The Letter. 
Scene— TAe Library of a Country House, aa before. J 
Time, 6.45 p.m. He has just come in fsomf 
shooting and ia alone in the room. After warming 
himself at the fire he approaches his writing-table, 
lie takes vp art addregscd envelope containing a 
letter. 

He (to himself, !n surprise and indignation). Well, 
I 'm dashed. She 's forgotten to take the letter. That 
finishes any chance of getting a game with Tom 
Harosaveb on Saturday. However, I 've got her this 
time, (A step is heard approaching the door.) Here 
she is. 1 'II play cunning. (He pockets the letter.) 
She enters all smUeg. 

She. Oh, you 're back, are you? Had a good day? 

He. Not so bad. Thirty-eight brace and a few hares 
and rabbits. I 've brought home three brace. 

She. Yes, I saw them in the hall. 

He. Then you must have known I was back. 

She. Yes, I half guessed that my very own had 
returned. 

He. Then why did you say, " Qh, you 're back, are 
you?" 

She. Why shouldn't I? 

He. Well, if you knew 

She. I didn't say I knew, 1 said I half guessed. 
And then when 1 saw you — no, I mean when I beheld 
the splendour of your face — is that Tennyson or you, 
Charles ?-^a*iy how, when I came into the room and 
found you there safe and sound I was too agitated to 
guess the other half, and I just asked you so as to make | 
sure. See? And there's one more thing I'm going 
to say — Charles, I will say it; you can't stop me — and 
it 's this: it isn't at all nice of you to lay really clever 
traps like that tor a poor weak woman. No, it 
isn't nice. 

He. Well, btit 

She. Not another word. You 've been a monster. 

He. But 

She. Yes. you 've behaved like a monster, a male 
monster in horrible gaiters and great muddy hobnailed 
boots; and you 've behaved like that to a poor woman 

whose only fault (She affects to break down, fum> 

her head away and dabs her eyes with a handkerchief.) 

He (with a pounce]. That 'e one of my handker- 
chiefs. 

She (riill dabbing). le it? 

He. Haven't you got any of your own? 

She (to the ceiling). Listen to him. Here 's a man 
who 's simply rolling in handkerchiefs, and he grudges 
me one of all his thousands. (To him.) Charles, 
have I been mistaken in you all these years? (With a 
swift change.) Now let 's talk ot something else. 

He. Bv the way, I suppose you took that letter? 

She (blankly). Letter? What letter? 

He. The letter 1 wrote to Tom Hargeaves, asking him 
to play golf on Saturday. You said you were going that 
way in the pony-trap and you 'd drop it at the house. 

She (evasively). Oh, that letter. I 

He (warming to his work). Yes, it was most important 
he should have it, because he said it he didn't hear from 
me he 'd take on Harry Collinowood. 

She. Yes, yes, I remember; you told me all about it. 

He (inexorably). Of course you took it. 

She (after a furtive look at the writing-table). Weil, 
it isn't where you left it, is it? 

He. No, it isn't. 
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A HANDY CUSTODIAN. ^ , 

Awrni. "YES, WE OUGHT TO GET PAST THE OTHERS PRETTY tjMLVT'^mT^sirV 
THE FELLOW I'M AFRAID OF." 



y Google 
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Slather. " Well, i 
Kffle. " Oh, ii w* 



IKE TBE BisKnr?" 

QU, HdKHT, TSE BRitlXB OF 1 i[tten! " 



She. Well, tbon 1 suppose somebody must have taken 
it. 

He. 1 agree. 

Hhe. Why not imagine it waa me — aorry, Charles — 
I mean, why not imagine it was I? 

He (producing the letter from his pocket and handing 
it to her). Because here it is. ' 

She {inspecting it). So it ie. What a queer thing. 
Do men often do that, CnARLES? 

He. Do what? 

She {gaily-) Ask thoir wives to deliver a letter and 
then carry it oft in their own pockets '! 

He. I didn't. 

She. Crarlks, how can you? I saw you with my 
own eyes take it out a moment ago. 

He. But I found it on the tabic here when I came in. 

She. Now, Charles, that 's really naughty. You 
!,.,oii> you 've been carrying it about with you all day 
long. You really mustn't be such a funny forgetful 
bear any more. 

He {in despair). Then you admit you didn't take it. 

She (calmly). Admit it? 1 never dreamt of denying it. 
How could I take it when you 'd got it tucked away in 
your dear old pocket. {She looks at the envelope.) 
Such a nicely written addres^B too. {Reads.) " T. 
Hargraves, Esquire, The Larehes, Breedon Hollow, 
Bucks." It 'a all quite complete. But 1 'm not sure 
1 like the way you make your B's, Charles. They 're 
too like R'a. Now I always aay 

He. You "ve spoilt my Saturday. 



She. No, Chables, I don't say that — never dreamt 
of it. 

He (persisting). But you have spoilt it. 

She. How? 

He. By not taking the letter. Tom told me he '<f 
take Harry Collingwooo on if he didn't bear from int 
this morning. 

She. Did he? Well he told me that he couldn't 
play on Saturday, anyhow, because he 'd got to go to 
London. 

Ho {tumbling off his perch). He told you that? 
W'hen? 

She. This morning, just after you 'd gone. He came 
on his bicycle. 

He. Why didn't you tell ma? 

She. I have told you. 

He. But 

She. Never mind your old golf. You "11 be able to 
take baby out in his perambulator. (Curtain.) 






" TeW nil my friends ka<l lulmirers tlint I wM nverwlielmed 
at the reception I got on my departare." - Mr. Harry jMuder, 
But it is as nothing to the send-off he will get when ho 
arrives. 

Konicipal Candour, f^ ^^^^(^^](-. 

" SoDTHBFA.— Bonting and luilliinK srp Mill foIlMS4-WtH!ww»"'i 
vbile the bad p^rformnncm on the promrnadeB and both pirn illmct 
large audiencea." — ikiiiy Expren. 
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WILLIAM'S WIFE. 

My frieud Wiu-iam has just been in to 
Bee me. It eeema that he has had a very 
bad day in the City owing to tea being 
extremely depressed. I think it waa 
tea. W11J.IAM expected it to remain firm 
with a alight upward tendency, and 
consequently became a bull about ten. 
Or is it a bear ? Anyhow a silly ass, 
apparently. 

"But I thought you didn't like tea," 
I said, when he had explained it all. 
" Why did you get each a lot ? " 

" iJook here," said Willum, " if you 
say the word ' tea ' to me again, I'll- — " 

" But I want to help. I don't mind 

taking one ponndj if Oh, all right. 

I 'm Borry. Is that the evening paper? 
May 1 look at it ? " 

WiLLUU handed me the confounded 
thing, and got up to go. 

"There 's nothing in the Stop-Press 
news about — er— coffee," I said. "Oh, 
I Sly, this is rather interesting. William, 
how did you first meet your wife ? Oh, 
but I forgotj you aren't married. Well, 
how would you — — " 

He dammed the door and went out. 
And now I am left with The Et:enimj 
Neies in my band to wonder about 
William's wife. 

It ia like this. The Ecening Neweia 
inviting everybody to write up and say 
how he met his wife (or if a woman, 
husband); and there is a prize of five 
guineas W the best letter. I have been 
reading some of the letters, and envying 
the dearswhowroto them. The romance 
of that first encounter ! I wonder if I — 
I mean William 

This was how James SFABROff first 
met his wife : 

He was cycling along a country lane 
in Herefordshire when he overtook a 
lady who had just had a puncture. He 
dismounted, raised his hat, and asked if 
he might be of any assistance. In a 
little while they were both leaning over 
a little stream which rippled by the 
wayside, looking for bubbles in the 
inner tul)e ; and when James eaw her 
pretty arms (bare to the elbow) gleaming 
llirough the water, he swore that 

As James points out, the fact that 
they both had the same make of machine 
was another bond between them. I do 
hope he gets tlie five guineas. 

'JTliis was how Michael Pupp first met 
his wife : 

Every evening he got in at Cam 
Street and got out at Wimbledon ; and 
every evening she got in at Sloane 
Square and got out at Putney. Michael 
used to take the seat nearest the door, 
and at Sloane Squaro he would jump 
up and say, " Won't you sit down here ? 
I 'd nmch rather stand." After a month 
they used to smile when he said this (I 
love her for her backwardness — twenty- 



four times !) ; and after two months he told 
her that the carriages oa that line were 
rathercrowded in the evening. One night 
a woman with a baby got m at Sloane 
Square too, and Michael gave his seat 
np to her instead. Jessie was so touched 
by this that she went down to Wimble- 
don by mistake, and was introduced to 
his motlier at the station. . . • 

They were married a year later. The 
clears— I hope they get the five guineas. 

This is how Horatio Anseslej met 
his first wife : 

He went to a garden-party, and his 
hostess said, "May I introduce you to 
Miss MuMM?" 

I don't think much of that. 

I wonder how I — that is to say, I 
wonder how William will meet his wife. 
Romantically, I hope. He mustn't spend 
(dl his time with the grooeries; let us 
give him one breathless' encounter, at 
any rate. I have iiieditated several 
openings for him. 

''.Dear Sir, — I was walking along 
Brighton Pier after a heavy tea one day, 
during the recent gale, when I heard a 
sudden shriek. Hastening to the side 1 
observed the most beautiful girl I had 
ever seen struggling in the water. With- 
out a moment's besi&tion I threw off my' 
coat and dived to the rescue. . ." 

That's all right, you know, because 
stock brokeiB are always walking to 
Brighton. 

Or this : 

" Sir,— A year ago I had one night a 

irious vision. Two or three cupa of 
strong tea had kept me awake for some 
hours, but at last I dropped off to sleep, 
and inunediately began to dream, txi 
my dream I saw a cathedral beautifully 
decorated. It was full of people, but 
one man, who stood up in the front and 
kept moving restlessly about, attracted 
my attention particularly. Suddenly he 
turned round, and to my astonishment I 
recognised myself. Just then the organ 
pealed out, and I noticed a procession 
coming up the aisle. Following the 
choir and clergy came one whom I 
can only describe as the most beautiful 
girl I had ever seen. Six months 
later. ..." 

I am sure that would get a prize. 

Why I want William to go in for this 
competition (even though he is n 
married) is because he has had such 
rotten time lately in the tea depart- 
ment, and I think the five guineas would 
help him. I don't know how many tons 
of tea he has got on his hands, but 
you could get several stone for five 
guineas, and that would be something 
towards it. 

But if WiLUAM does go in for it (and 
I expect he will, now tliat he has given 
up anagrams) be will do it in his o' 
way. I can see his letter as plainly a 
can see anything ; — 



To the Editor of ' The Evening News,* 
Dear Sir, — I first met my tcife in 
church. Of course I had met her j 
several times before that, but she waail'* ' 
y wife then." 
Or even this : 

" Dear Sir, — I was introduced to my 
ife by a man who was a great friend of 
ine. Who tras a great friend of mine. 
P.S.— Send the five guineas to my office 



And I am bound to admit that that 
sort of thing will probably get the prize. 

Well, I don't think I shall go in for 
it myself. Of course I couldn't, trutli- 
fully. But all the same, I have been 
'ondering to-day how . . , 

I haven't got a bicycle, you know . . . 
and I never go down to Wimbledon. 

Of course it might be quite unro- 
jnahtic, just like Hohatio ; only . . . 

By the way, I forgot to mention that the 
writer of every printed letter is presented 
with a pound of tea. I am afraid that 
will annoy Wiluam rather. A, A. it. 



COUNTRY HOUSE HINTS. 
Bk Lady Wee Render 

(Coutribnlor to The World and hit Wifr). 

I AM sure that all you dear folk 
who read The World and hia Wife 
will like to know how we smart 
people behave in country houses. It 
is not likely that you will ever be 
astced yourselves ; but there is no 
reading so alluring as that about the 
habits of persons of a higher social 
grade than one's own. Listen, then. 

For one thing you must be a good 
shot. Most of us can now bring 
down our partridges and pheasants 
every time. The men do not like it if 
we miss, and, as you perhaps know, 
everything is now done to please 
the men, A woman who is not a 
dead shot had better stay at home; 
she will get no mercy from the men. 
But a woman who is a dead shot 
does not ask mercy. Sbe takes her 
lot with the rest just as it comes. 
The smartest women all shoot well. 

You must take three times as 
many frocks as the number of days 
for which you stay. Thus if you are 
there & week, you will want twenty- 
one in all, since the men do not like 
the women to wear the same thing 
again. You will want seven shoot- 
ing costumes, or, if you don't shoot, 
seven tailor - mades for shooting- I 
lunches, seven tea-gowns, and seven 
evening gowns. Throw in a few 
more in case of anything special. 

It has become the custom with 
many hosts and hostesses to invite 
husbands and wives separately to 
their shooting-parties, as each is 
supposed to shine best when " on 
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their own," and not in each other's 
company; indeed, an up-to-date 
couple often play the part of Box 
and Cox as regards their country- 
bouse visita. Then, if a married 
man is both a good shot and 
"good fellow," he is safe to 
passed on from house to house 
through the entire season. And his 
wife, if pretty and popular, will get 
her own share of amusing invita- 
tions. Girls, with one or two excep- 
tions, are at a discount in smart 
country houses. They are not rich 
enough for Bridge, and they put a 
restriction on funny stories. The 
best guests are the most seasoned 
ones. 

As to tips. The rule is a fiver to 
the head-keeper if you stay a week. 
For a good day over partridges, e 
sovereign ; tor a good day witJ 
pheasants, £2. If you don't shoot 
it is not necessary to tip the keeper; 
but an open hand is no loser in 
one's friends' houses. Bern ember 
you are rarely there out of friend' 
ship, but because you have certain 
desirable qualities. Butlers expect 
gold or paper. Never ask a menial 
for change. It is unusual to send for 
the cook : the best way is to leave a 
sovereign at the bottom of the soup- 
plate. You may tip your host if you 
are very flush. It is not expected 
but will not be resented. 



NEW ACADEMICS. 
[A, course in Domestic Economr hni just 
))e«n inaagaroled at Kind's OoUpgp, Women's 
Department, Univeraitj of London.] 
There are who desiderate Girton 
And a first in a tripos; there are 
Who painfully seek 
To assimilate Greek 
On the classical banks of the Cher ; 
There are, or there is (to be certain), 
Who thinks that these haunts 
should be shunned. 

And who wishes that she 
May be styled B.Sc. 
{Domestic Economy) (Lond.). 

It is not such unpractical knowledge 
That the twentieth century needs; 
But httle it boots 
To be learned in roots 
If you cannot tell turnips from 
swedes. 
Then why should a girl go to college 
To study some fusty old art ? 
For instance, why try 
To evaluate ir 
When she might be concocting a 
tart? 

Away then with classics and gram- 
marl 
Away with old algebra too! 



THE DIPLOMATIC TOUCH. 

Lady (lokh some heailation). "I— eb— wish to look at some fai 
Tatlfttl SaUmnan. " Cebtainly, Madam. Wuat buade doe? you 



For matric, let me take 
Apple-dumpling, seed-cake. 
Boiled beef and a simple ragout. 
When I come to my " Inter." I '11 
hammer 
At household and Viennese bread. 
And 1' I! toil like a horse 
At a practical course 
In airing and making a bed. 

At the Final I mean to go through it 

In style, and my luck will be rough 

If before I have done 

I am not in Class I. 



In sweets — special subject, plum- 
duff. 
"hen I hope to research in beef-suet, 
And though it may cripple my 
fund, 
Still I shan't grudge the fee 
When I 'm once B.Sc. 
(Domestic Economy) (Lond.). 



"Americons were quiet nearlv nil dny." — 
The Daily Telcgrapli. 

The writer can't have been in town 
lately. 
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JOSEPH CAftTEA. 

I HAD come to years of discretion 
before 1 ever heard of Joseph Cartbk. 
Id fact I can imagine that I — like 
man; others — might have pi acid Ij 
passed the whole of my days in ignor- 
ance of his very exietence had not 
chance willed it otherwise. It was in a 
moment of heat that I first had cause 
to know and bless his name. I had 
— incautiously, I will admit— stepped 
into the bath' without first trying its 
temperature. I raised a parboiled 
foot with an agonized groan, turned 
on the cold water and breathed a 
sigh of relief. 1 looked gratefully at 
the tap that had come so quickly to 
my aid and read the simple inecrip- 
tion : — 

"Joaepb Carter, Plumber." 

What modesty Is expressed in 
those few words! Not 

"Joseph Carter, 
80-SOO, High Street, genein g toiij 
Plumber." 
Not 

"Joaepb Carter, 
England's Greatest Plumber." 
No motto such as 

"If yon are wiee you will ^ to , 
Josepb Carter." 
Not even 

"Families waited on daily." 
Simply and solely 

"Joseph Carter, Plumber." 

During the day my thoughts ran 
much on Joseph. I pictured him a 
plain, blunt man, probably one who 
bad raised himself from the rank of 
a plumber's assistant. I thought of 
him in his family circle on the great 
day, for instance, when he first rose 
to the height of having his name 
engraven on the little porcelain discs 
that were to adem so many taps, and 
stamp them as the work of his hand. 
I pictured his wife's .pardonable 
ptide; how sho might beg a dozen or 
so to use as buttons on her neat 
though homely gowns; how the chil- 
dren might play at shops with them 
and the baby chew them when cut- 
ting his teeth. 

On entering the bathroom next 
morning my thoughts reverted to 
Joseph, and I hastened to read the 
inscription again. My eyes hap- 
pened to light first on the hot-water 
tap— one of a more recent date than 
the cold — and I read the words: — 
" Joseph Carter's Improved." 

I gazed spellbound. For a 
moment, for the fraction of a 
iTioment, I felt bitterly disappointed 
in Joseph. Thee my anger rose. 
In all probability he had improved, 
but why mention it himself in that 
blatant manner? Who would wish 
to begin his day thinking of the proh- 



abto improvement in Joseph Cabter? 
What-a pcopenaity the fellow had for 
monopolising one's thougfaia wHh his 
insufferable conceit. Imagine the 
bitter amasem^nt of 'a young wife 
who, on asking her husband at break- 
fast, " Is your omelette nice, dear? " 
might receive ihe darkly mysterious 
answer, 

"Joaepb Carter bas improved." 

Yet, after all, he may still be a 
modest man as of yore. Perhaps it 
is all the fault of Mrs. Joseph 
Carter. May the not, as prosperity 
came to him, have urged him to 
altet his simple legend, and may 
not the model husband (a man 
with a name like that could not 
be other than a model husband) have 
answered as- follows "? — 

" My love, far be it from me to 
indulge in any ostentatious display, 
but since you wish it I will in future 
gratefully acknowledge on my work 
that 

Joseph Carter bas improved.'* 



CLOTHES. 

ARTI6LE I. 

OooD clothes are bought, and not 
made at home. Some men arc 
soldiers, some n^ are sailors, and 
others, again, are tinkers. Fortu- 
nately there are enough men in the 
world to fill these three great pro- 
fessions and leave a few over. These 
few — these glorious few— are tailors. 
Suppose there were no tailors. 
Soldiers and sailors could do nothing 
for us, and we should be left in the 
hands of the tinkers. my mas- 
ters, think of the discomfort of it I 
Think of the rattle I Conceive your- 
selves buttoning up a frayed suit of 
,tin on a cold morning, and cease to 
grumble maliciously of tailors, their 
bills, duns and overcharges. 

Good fellows though they be, I 
have never yet met a tailor who 
could supply me with a linen collar. 
Collars, Sirs, are still worn, some to 
such an extent that they irritate and 
inflame the neck wherever they touch 
it. Get your tweed suit from the 
tailor by all means, and wear your 
brother's cap if you wish it, but for 
your collars and ties you must turn 
to the haberdasher. What a glorious 
title^Haberdasher ! Is it possible 
that the expression " to cut a dash " 
is merely a shortened form of " to 
cut a hahcrdash"? Perhaps, per- 
haps not. 

Article II. 

So we come to ties. Let your tie 
be black. To the good you shall 
seem good; to the bad, bad; to the 
artistic, artistic; to the fashionable. 



ultra. Besides, your black tie is the 
offly tie that your sister will- iM>t 
steal. What good is there in this 
sister of yours? What shall we say 
of her? She steals your ties, she 
does abominable things with your 
razor,' none of her raiment is worth 
confiscating, and the tic that she 
knits she knits for another. Young 
man, ceaso imagining that you sbaU 
get the better of this sister, but take 
it rather out of that Other. Smoke 
his cigarettes and ride his bicycle: 
and if he knows his business and 
means it he will not say a word. 
If he shows fight, play the Christian 
and befriend him. Be incessantly 
intimate with him ; put your arm 
through his and keep it there with 
inseparable affection. After a day 
and an evening (especially an even- 
ing) of this treatment be will be 
yours to command, so that you leave 
him a little. Even your sister may 
become towards you very nearly 
polite. 

- Article III. 

Let us put away frivolity and turn 
our thoughts to boots and shoes. 
Shoes are boots with the tops cut 
off. Boots are boots with the tops / 
left on. Enough, then, of boots and \ 
shoes. 

Article IV. 

Of socks I say nothing. The part 
which appears above the shoe is ob- 
vious in all its merits and demerits 
to the public eye. Of that which is 
inside the shoe there is little to be 
seen, and that little is of a foreign 
substance and hue, uncomfortable 
to the foot and short-lived. Strange 
men have toTd me that there exist 
socks with whole and holeless heels; 
but I have never seen such and do 
not believe. 

Article V. 

Thus lastly we come to the stud. 
Though I do not know you and 
could never love you if I did, you 
have my sympathy in this. I have 
composed a curse horrific in style and 
four hundred words in length, but 
not fit to be printed here. This I 
will present to you gratis for the 
common hate all men hear to th>3 
loathsome creature. There Is more 
virtue in two inches of string thai) in 
10,000 studs, and I ever regret that 
fashion will not recognise this advan- 
tage. 

Conclusion of the Whole Wattkh- 
One more section and we are at 
the end of this exhaustive and ex- 
hausting treatise. There are items 
of a man's clothing with which I 
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THE MODERN SHOOT. 

f TO-MOBBOw," " Wily, me 



have not dealt, his stick, his beard, 
his umbrella and his cigar - caee. 
Time presses, and there are others 
waiting to expose themselves in these 
pages. 1 can only say generally on 
these and kindred points omitted to 
be considered here : — Be regular, 
punctual, speaking no scandal, no, 
nor listening to it. Let loyalty and 
self-abnegation be your guiding prin- 
ciples, and your Mother Country 
shall foster you with, ever-increasing 
pride and taxation. 



The " Proteetograph " is adver- 
tised as "an absolute safeguard 
against cheque frauds." The Bank 
of British West Africa writes: — 

" We have thxiu^t bo bighl; oC the rslue of 
jonr FTDlectogra^ tb*t we have got one for 
each of oai branclies and agencies, which we 
think is qnile sufficient to say what we tbink 
about theiu." 

As an opinion on its branches and 
agencies this is oertainly enough. 



We understand that a special 
supplement for veteran paupers will 
shortly be published by M.A.P. It 
will be Mainly About Feosions. 



THE LANGUAGE OF 
DIPLOMACY. 

The diplomatist waved his Turkish 
cigarette with a gesture of expostu- 
lation. " You use too crude a word 1 
' Expropriation,' my dear sir, * expro- 
priation ' is the term I should myself 
up ply to the — er — arrangement we 
have concluded regarding the pro- 
vince of Balkania. " 

The interviewer made a careful 
note of it. " And if the Balkauians 
themselves object to their native land 
being expropriated? Did not the 
Treaty of 1878 guarantee them their 
independence? " 

" My dear sir," was the suave 
reply, " I think you are hardly using 
the correct diplomatic term in speak- 
ing of a ' treaty. ' ' Semi -provisional 
arrangement ' would perhaps express 
it less abruptly." 

"It is stated that the Balkanians 
aro calling out tkeir reserves and 
hurrying them to the frontier. What 
do you intend to do — fight them? " 

The diplomatist shrugged his 
shoulders doprecatingly. " Oh, no, 
wo should not ' fight thorn.' Possi- 
bly it will be necessary to bring 



diplomatic pressure to bear on the 
frontier, and of course, if they were 
inclined to resist a peaceful settle- 
ment of the question, we should 
hardly be prepared to view tlie 
matter with indifference, but ' fight 
them.' my dear sir, no! We should 
merely press for a peaceful recogni- 
tion of our rights." 

" And after Balkanin, what will be 
the next ' expropriation '? " 

" Who can foresee? These things 
lie on the knees of the gods. Re- 
adjustments of territory are always 
liable to deflect the balance of power 
in any given region . . . ." 

"WAB DEOLAUED!" shouted 
a newsboy in the street below. 

"Tut, tut I " said the diplomatist. 
" How coarsely expressed! " 



Advice by The Lady to another 
(" Goo-goo ") who is just going out 
to India to be married : 

"Certainly kiss your 6aii<^ when be mwla 
yon on ntrival. I think yovl would be very 
hsTd-heuHed if you did not." 
What an agonising voyage it would 
have been for the poor girl with this 
knotty point unsettled. 
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EDITORIAL CHANGES. 

COSVIMCINO GUARAXTRES. 

Tug proprietors of The New Age 
have issued a statement to the efEect 
that they have much pleasure in 
announcing that in future the editor- 
ship of that journal will be iu the 
joint hande of Mr. A. It. Oraoe and 
Mr. Victor Grayson, M.P. "The 
association of Mr. Grayson with the 
political editorship of The New 
Age," BO tho ofticial cummunigv6 
continues. " is an additional guar- 
antee that the paper will continue 
to be conducted on the same fearless 
and independent lines as have made 
its name respected by all classes of 
the community." 

We are delighted to be able 
to supplement this gratifying and 
convincing statement with the an- 
nouncement of a number of changes 
impending in the control of other 
journals. 

Thus, it is semi-officially stated 
that henceforth the editorship of 
The Spectator will be in the joint 
hands of Mr. Algernon Ashton and 
Mr. Leo Maxse. The association of 
Mr. Leo Maxse in the political 



editorship of The Spectator is 
absolute guarantee tnat the paper 
will continue to be conducted with 
the same sobriety of utterance, affec- 
tion for animals, and loyalty to the 
principles of Cob den ism which have 
commended this journal to the think- 
ing classes of the community. 

It gives us intense pleasure to be 
able to announce that on and after 
November Ist the editorship of The 
National Review will be in the cap- 
able hands of Mr. Chiozza KIoney 
and Mr. J. M. Robertson, M.P. The 
co-operation of Mr. Robertson, 
M.P., is an additional guarantee, 
if any were required, that the review 
will iu the future be conducted with 
the same burning zeal for Imperial 
interests and the maintenance, in 
our naval defences, of the. four-Power 
standard which characterised it under 
its previous editor. 

We have good reason to believe 
that on New Year.'a Day Sir Ernest 
Cassel will assume the post of 
editor of The Star. Sir Ernest" 
assumption of tbe reins of ofBce i 
Stonecutter Street is equivalent to 
saying that the paper will contJi 
to expose the horrible iniquities of 



plutocracy with the same fearless 
candour which has won for it the 
affection of the unemployed in the 
past. 

Great satisfaction has been caused 
in the City by the welcome an- 
nouncement that The Economist will 
pass, on the 1st of April, under the 
complete editorial control of Lord 
Rosslyn. The name of this incom- 
parable nobleman makes it as clear 
as mud that from that date the 
paper will lend the same sagacious 
support to sound finance as marked 
the editorship of the late Mr. 
Walter Baoehot. 



ir A. K. RoLLiT, as reported in 
Birmingham Express : — 

I was said of Roue that AaguBlus foood 
a brick and left it an emiure." 
Or " threw it at an umpire "? That 
would make more sense, but any- 
how we are afraid Sir Albert has 
got the story wrong. 



"Tho new hotel on Moiml Vesavlua is now 
open. Fiist-olatia Leallh resort for uervuQS 
couiplalQtB. Steam heating." 
We can well believe about the steam 
heating. 
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"HE PUT IN HIS THUMB." 

Shake of Pbimce BiaMAHCK (to liule FkanzJosef Horker). " HULLO, MY BOY ! BREAKING THE PIE- 
CRUST I HELPED TO BAKE? WELL, WELL; AFTER ALL, THEY'RE MADE TO BE BROKEN, 
AND I'VE DONE A BIT IN THAT WAY MYSELF." 
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BURIED GENIUS. 

The Uhearthino of Peodioies. 

A WBiTEB in The PhiUxdelphia In 
quirer hnn recently dwelt on the 
remarkable number of dramatic dis- 
coveries of musical genius which have 
lent a peculiar lustre to the last 
decade. This is a democratic age, 
and the maxim la carnere owerte 
aux iaients has never been more 
signally illustrated than in the rapid 
leaps from obscurity to fame made by 
barbers, maids-of- all -work, bakers' 
assistants and tram -conductors. We 
have only one fault to find with our 
esteemed contemporary. It has not 
nearly exhausted the subject, and we 
propose to add to its list a few more 
well-authenticated instances of the 
romance of musical lion-hunting. 

Among the singers who are ex- 
pected shortly to stagger humanity 
with their vocal gifts a foremost place 
must he assigned to Mr. Roland 
Slago, the Ciiowbent sausage-skin 
manufacturer, and the owner of an 
organ such as is the dower of very 
few men in hundreds of centuries. 
Yet only ten abort weeks ago Mr. 
Slaoq was innocent of his Factolian 
prospects. It chanced, however, one 
day that Lady Uelicia Burble 
attended a small concert in Chowbent 
at which Mr. Slaoo was billed to 
sing and did sing. The gorgeous 
opulence of hia very first phrase pet- 
rified Lady Delicia with wonder and 
delight. In her own racy phrase — 
for Lady Delicia hails from Pitts- 
burg—' ■ I was aimply plum tuckered 
out." With her to hear was to act, 
and promptly indemnifying his em- 
ployers she swept him ofi nest day 
in her motor car to Ix)ndoii, when the 
verdict of Signer JIezzaoola more 
than confirmed her favourable diag- 
nosis. As the famous expert terse^ 
oxpressed it, " His voice is one in a 
million, and there is a million in 
his voice." Mr. Slaog, or Signer 
PoLONio, as he prefers to be called 
with a graceful reference to his 
original calling, has now commenced 
a course of training which will one 
day enthrone him high amid the 
kings of song. 

Two years ago three Mexican mil- 
lionairesses were passing a green- 
grocer'sshop in Criccieth, when their 
steps were arrested by a voice 
of extraordinary fruitiness. They 
entered the shop, and interviewed the 
unconscious nightingale, in whom 
they discovered a budding Albani. 
Thanks to the munificence of her dis- 
coverers she was despatched to Milan 
to study for the operatic stage, and 
has already made such- astounding 
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ieihlt HUdcrJy Geidleman (gcUinrf into hia tcadei-a), 

1C6T rtl IT TUERE II TOE LODOE, TOAT THE CAT WADl 



progress that it is dangerous to 
mention her name — Miss Gwalia 
Idhis — in the presence of Mmo. 
Tetrazzini. 

Not less miraculous are the stories 
credibly narrated of several of the 
violin and piano prodigies who have 
recently swum into our ken. 

Less than ten years ago Mr. Boris 
Bamberger was a wine merchant at 
Tiflis, with an income of not more 
than £7,000 or £8,000 a year. 
Captured by Georgian bandits, and 
carried oB to their lair on the lower 
slopes of Mount Ararat, he was helj 
to ransom for six months, during 
which time he was forced night and 
day to make music for hie gaolers on 
a captive grand piano. Before that 
time he did not know a note of 
music. But the latent talent 
brought to light during his in- 
carceration developed with such 
itonishing rapidity that on his 
release he at once resigned com- 
merce for art, and now earns an in- 
come of £25,000 a year. 



''A bcHutiful Iniljon Eiuiuner day has this 
been— B Mroiig sun. a cool breeze, a blue sky, 
and black-coated ministers warm under wide- 
sirnkes and with heavy clothing, wishing tliey 
had Dot fancied wben Ihey came- nort.K thut 
Yorkshire dales mnat be cold and miur." — 
BritUh WreMy. 

Alauy thanks. We had always 
admired an Indian summer day, but 
never knew that it meant all this. 



" Required, respectable, steady man for 
private milk walk with pony, look aflir toy 
dogs, puQip, and fill up time ingaiden. Church 

of England."— CJiurtA Timet. 

Of course it would never do for the 
pony to take his private milk walk 
with a Nonconformist, but a certain 
latitude might be allowed to the man 
when he was merely filling up time 
in the garden. 



From a second -hand bookseller's 
catalogue : — 

"Faceti.e. a Hundred Merry Tales: the 
Earliest Eiigliiili Jeal-Bnok. 125 copies only 
issued; tbia copy No. 137. 
Quite the right spirit. 
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IN ITS 65fH THOUSAND. 

Few things are more interesting 
than the genesis of Buccesstui books. 
It is not BO much the writing of the 
book aa the thinking pf the idea that 
is the difBculty. A good idea is 
everything. Take my popular worfc 
on packing and mnemonics, for ex- 
ample (now in its fiftj.fitth thou- 
sand). Anyone could have written 
it; but who had thought of it ail 
these years since packing Arst 
began-— since, in fact, Noab prepared 
for his voyage in the Ark? It was 
left for me. 

The whole thing (it brings me in 
a steady £200 a year) grew from a 
mislaid strop. 

Three or four times I had found 
myself in strange houses or hotels 
without my strop. I therefore 
vented a private system, proof 
against even Sir Hiram Maxim, for 
preventing any such misfortune in 
the future. 

Like this. First I sat down and 
wrote on a piece of paper the names 
of everything that one can want on 
a week-end visit anywhere, particu- 
larly strops. I did it alphabetically. 
Then I showed it to various people, 
who made suggestions. Then I 
looked through all my wardrobe and 
the chest -of -drawers and shelves and 
cupboards to see if anything was 
omitted. 

It began hke this: — 
Boota. 

Bniahes (Hair). 
do (Clothes), 
do (Hay- 
Is the Strop in ? 

Cold C'ream. 

Don't forget tUe Strop. 

Then I- procured a large sheet of 
cardboard and printed the list legibly 
on it and hung it up in my room. 
After each item was a row 
squares, in one of which I put a tick 
as the article was placed in the bag. 
In this way, after several hours' ex- 
haustive work, I got my strop in, 
so to speak, for evermore. 

There I left the matter so far as I 
was concerned; but a friend of mine 
who earns a precarious living by 
reading MSS. for publisherB and re- 
commending projects to them, saw 
my list and was in an ecstasy. 

" My dear old fellow," he said, 
" there 'b a gold mine in that. Make 
a book of it. Give it a crisp title, 
such as Have I Left Anything Out.' 
and there you are." 

"But it's too small," I said. 
' ' There "s not enough to make more 
than a few pages." 



Then pad," he said. " Every- 
one does that. Specialise. Not only 
a list for yourself for week-ends, 
but give a list for all kinds of other 
travellers. An Arctic explorer, for 
nple. Give a list for him. A 
big-game hunter; a candidate paying 
his first visit to his new constitu- 
ency; a competitor in a Marathon 
race; a bishop on a visitation; a 
society actress who is to stay in a 
country house for three days — (but 
that will want a separate volume); 
a fiance's first dine - and - sleep at 
his lady's parental home. Cover the 
whole ground," 

I did so; and now no wise person 
stirs from the house without first 

isulting the pages of Have I Left 
Anything Outt 

INDUN TMREST. 

A Mailraat haa applied for an official poet 

Most Hokored Sin, — Understanding 
there are several hands wanted in your 
Hounr's Department, I beg to offer my 
hand as to adjustment. I appeared for 
the luntricuJation examination, hut 
fiulc<l, the reason for which I shall 
describe to begin with. My writing 
was illegible : this was due to climatic 
reason, for having come from a warm to 
a cold climatefound my fingers stiff, and 
very disobedient to my wishes. Further, 
I had receiTe<i great shock to jny mental 
system in the shape of death of my only 
fond brother ; best<tes, most Honored 
Sir, I beg to state that I am in very un- 
comfortable circumstances, being the 
soul support of my fond brother's seven 
issues, consisting of three adults, and 
four adultresses, the latter being bain of 
my esistance, owing lo my having to 
support my own two wives, as well as 
their issues, of which by God's mis- 
fortune the feminine gender pre- 
dominates. 

If these humble lines meet with your 
Ijeuigu kindness and favorable turn of 
mind, I, the poor menial, shall piay for 
the long life and prosperity of yourself, 
as well as your Honour's posthumous 
olive branches. 



Tftriff Baform Heana Xngland tor the 
£ngliBli. 

"In Ibe course oE an action hcanl agaiust 
Bnnisbiiry pinnoforte maker, the defendant ani 
he lind not done o single Btrolie of work in the 
fnrloiy since JnnuHTy— this througli so-ealled 
Free Trade. For niiieleen years he had been 
able to pay 2f. in the poond until the foreigner 
stepped ill and crippled him."— JVie Eteiiii^ 

It only remains to add (though Th. 
Evening Nctrs takes care not to 
mention it) that this victim of Free 
Trade bore the good old English 
name of Steinmetz. 



DOMESTIC QUERIES. 

Can I Iceep stout in a hot pantry ? 
-Lorn A. 

This ought to be easy enough as 
long aa there is plenty of food in the 
pantry. The loss of flesh duo to the 
excessive heat will be trifling, especi- 
ally if all forms of violent exerciee 
are eschewed. 

How can I make a cheap itooden 
cycle stand? — Handyhak. 

In these days of steel this question 
reads rather curiously ! However, 
" Handyman " will find that even a 
cheap wooden bicycle will stand all 
by itself it he leans it carefully up 
against a wall. 

Hoif can I tell a bad egg ? — 

WlFIE. 

Poor little "Wifie"! This is a 
horrid thing to have to do and you 
have my sincere sympathy. If you 
really feel you ?m«s( tell it, do not 
be abrupt; break it gently. 

fa there anything I can vac instead 
/ white of egg when preparing fish 
for frying 1 — Brown Mouse. 

I 'm afraid I have no room in this 
column to print all the things you 
covld use as an alternative. Would 
you care to try turps, black-curraot 
jelly, brown-boot polish, oil of cloves, 
camphorated chalk? It is, you 

e, all a question of taste. 

Hotc can I make a trifle'! — Woe- 
hied. 

I believe there is still an opening 
for clever needlewomen, but I must 

am " Worried " against advertise- 
ments like " Home Employment 
(Either Sex). 2s. ^. Weekly Guar- 
anteed." Addressing envelopes at 
3d. per 2,000 is dull work at the 
best. 

Is it possible to cure one's oit-n 
bacon ? — Economy. 

It is difficult to answer this ques- 
tion as you give no particulars of the 
disease. My advice to you is to con- 
sult a medical man at once. 

What can I do with a boHle of 
tcine which is "corked" ? — KoN- 

PLCSSED. 

Much the best plan is to uncork it. 
For this purpose procure a cork- 
screw, hold the bottle firmly with 
the left hand between thq knees, 
insert the cork-screw with a twisting I 
motion from right to left, and draw ' 
out the cork. The wine can then be 
drunk in the usual way. 



lAteat FaaUims. 
" The autumn hnta that I hare set 
orii on Ihe head."— TAc SkHfb. 
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BEL-AMI. 

I don't thiok I quite like an " Extm- 
vaganza " to end with a suicide. Death 
is never a really good joke ; and if yoii 
take it seriously (aa you might Ije inclined 
to take your own), it is apt to jar with the 
geneni! gaiety of things. In Bellamy 
the Magnijieent, however, you cannot 
take it seriously, if you try, because 
it is obviously thrown in just for 
joy, without any otber sort of warrant 

Here are the facts, l^ord Bellamy, 
ancient squire of dames, has an intrigue 
with a milliner. He is not aware that 
she happens to be the wife of his valet, 
who is worth more to him than any 
dozen women. The valet discovers the 
facts, and in revenge he deals his master 
the deadlrost blow he con tliink of; he 
gives hiiu a month's notice. An:iious 
to get him to reconsider ihis friglitful 
threat. Lord Bellamy allows a private 
detective to insert (so I gathered) some 
of her ladyship's jewels in the valet's 
bag and cliarge him with the theft of 
them. In retidiation the ^-alet cooks a 
pack of cards, inserts the king of clubs 
up hie master's sleeve while he is being 
dressed, and by aid of an anonymous 
letter gets him openly convicted of 
cheating before a houseful of guests in 
his own country place. 

To Bellamy'* request that confession 
should be made of ihe trick played on 
him, the valet gives a smiling refusal. 
Nothing would have been easier than to 
arrange for the private de ective (a 
guest in the house) to overliear this 
conversation, or anyhow invent a con- 
fession. But BfUiimy prefers not to 
disappoint the liouae-pai ty, who are 
wailing behind their bedroom doors for 
a tragic solution ; and so he goes and 
shoots liimself " off." What anuoyed 
me most was his final request to the 
servant to announce that hie master had 
diei like a gentleman. Of coui'se he 
really didn't die, any more than he had 
lived, like a gentleman. If you waive 
his numerous infidelities, there still 
remains the ugly fact of his connivance 
in the false charge of theft against liis 
valet. This was not exactly the conduct 
of a gentleman. And his suicide, by 
which he wan tonly and dehberatelyl''aves 
his fauiiiy under a permanent stigma, 
was frankly the act of a cad. 

I do dislike being told of a character 
on the stage, on liis own authority or 
that of his fellow-cliaracters, that he is 
sometliing which my naked eye assures 
me he is not. ITius, again, Mr. Spotlit, 
the prirate detective, was describetl by a 
grown-up member of the aristocracy as 
being "ripping good form," and had 
his charms held up to constant admira- 
t ion ; yet his manners were transparently 
(hose of a bounder. 



Sir CiURi£S Wraieiu, though he 
might have made a more perfect beau 
of himself, was otherwise admirably 
itcd with his part. Mr. Rodert 
LoitAiNE, in the part of ihe valet, wasasked 
to do some difficult melodramatic feats 

r. an atmosphere cliarged with cynical 
humour, and it is small blame to bim 

f they made him (and the audience) 
feel a little unconifortable. In hi* 
smoother passages he maintained a 
really excellent demeanour. Miss For- 
TESCUE, as Lady Bellamy, showed a 
pleasantly restrained sense of fun ; and 
Miss Kate CirrrfR was delightful as the 



Slephrm (Mr. Hobert Lomine) rBmores a 
ipeck at duBt frum the coat of his muster, f^rd 
lieU/imtj (Sir Charles Wyndhnm), thuH perfect- 
iugthe roaimst between his lordship's physical 
icvilacy Bad moral deprftvitj-. 

erring milhner. Finally Uias Suuii 
Brooke, as Jlfr*. Cballoner, another of 
Bdlnmtjt flames, spoke lier words and 
wore her dresses in a very workmanlike 

he author's hiimour, if it did 
not always contrive to spread itself over 
the scenes that were laid out for it, has 
a charm beyond the common. It did 
not so much scintillate in detached 
epigrams ; rather it diffused itself natu- 
rally over the dialogue. There was one 
very attractive touch that totally escaped 
notice. "Women, "said Mrs. Challontr, 
who had just made herself ridiculous 
through lending a hand in someoneelse'a 
plot, "women should never look 
beyond tlieir own noses." 

" A cliarming limitation," replied 
Bellamy, 

I welcome Mr. Rot Horkiuan's acces- 
sion to the select body of playvraghts 



who have something freah to say. Per- 
haps in this play he tries to do too 
many things at once, and I have already 
hinted that the tragic conclusion is on a 
false note. True, it may be traceable to 
an heroic endeavour to avoid convention ; 
but I think that, if he had had the 
perfect courageof his cynicism, he would 
have chosen a happy ending. 

By the way, if Mr. IIonsiuAS will look 
out the word " lurid " in the dictionary 
he will find that it means " ghastly pale, 
wan, gloomy," and will see that a 
scariet gMT»nium is therefore not the 
most appropriate emblem of a "lurid" 
part. O. S. 

The Last Heir, presented by Mr. 
Martin Harvey at the Adelphi, is 
an adaptation by Mr. Stephkn 
Phillips of The Bride of hammer- 
moor. I have not seen any other 
acting version of Scott's novel, but 
Phillips seems to me to have 
dramatised his book in the only 
possible way; which is to say that 
he has done it well. He has, how- 
ever, put three ideas of his own into 
it, and for these he may be criticised. 
First, when Sir William Asbton and 
Lucy tire storm -bound and spend 
tlie night at Wolf's Crag, Caleb 
Balderstone (who evidently had 
never read The Bride of Lammcr- 
moor) incites the Master to murder 
them. Secondly, three witches come 
in on every possible and impossible 
ocuasion, and utter dark prophecies 
of what is going to happen in the 
next Act. Thirdly, Captain Craigcn- 
gelt is given a fat low-comedy part, 
which rightly belonged to Caleb. 
Now, I do not hold Lammermoor 
so cacred that I should object to 
any sub-editing which Mr. Phillips 
thought necessary; and I admit 
gladly that CraigcngcU's promotion 
was sound stagecraft. But Ravens- 
wood's meditated treachery was an 
incredible business, and the forced 
appearances of the three witches 
were certainly not justified by Mr. 
Phillips's evident desire to impress 
us with the inevitability of Fate. 

Mr. Martin Harv'EV isn't quite 
my idea of the Master, for I could 
conceive a more spirited figure, 
but he played finely nevertheless. 
Some of his mannerisms surprised 
me at first ; there is one which would 
have suited better a play entitled 
The Last Hair. Miss we Silva 
adopted a high monotone for most 
of lier speeches whicii depressed ms 
a good deal. Much of the other 
acting was quite good, particularly 
that of Mr. Cremlix as Caleb; buG 
bis " Maister, Maister " got on my 
nerves towards the end. M. 
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THE BABY AND THE 
BACHELOR. 
A CONTEMPORARY tells ot OH uh- 
kissed b&by, whose parents enforce 
on visitors to their house the fol- 
lowing rules among others: — 
Don't kise the baby. 

Don't hBodlp beby anleBs your Lands ore 
veiy, very clean. 

Don't bring baby's face close to your own or 

We do not hke to accuse this 
worthy young Bradford couple of 

Eer verting another person's ideas, 
ut it is a very curiouH thing that 
we were ahout to publish and put 
on the market a handy tittle card for 
the use of bachelors. It was to be 
something like a cabdriver's number 
plate, easily slipped within the coat 
or waistcoat, and attached by a 
cord to the button. It was intended 
for display on entering any house 
with a baby in it, and among its in- 
junctions were the following: — 

Don't ask me to kiss the baby. 

Don't ask me to talk to the baby, 
in any known or unknown language. 

Don't ask me who it is that the 
baby most resembles. 

Don't talk to me about the in- 
teiligonce and cleverness of the baby. 

Don't ask nie to hold the baby 
just to see what I look like. 

Don't bring the baby any nearer 
to me than the top of the stairs. 

Don't object to my calling the 
baby " it." I didn't know he was a 
girl. 



MORE SECESSION'S. 

Coups d'^at re Corsica, Balearic Tpi^s, 

CiTBus, AND Iceland. 

IrtLE of Mas Pboclaims Indepesdesce. 
AJAOCto, Monday. 

The Minister of Foreign Affairs received 
at 5.30 last night news of the annexa- 
tion of Corsica by Italy. To-day the 
Italian flag ia flying in fdl the principal 
street*, and the people are firing revolvers 
into the air to express their Joy. Perfect 
order is being maintained, and late at 
night the crowd assembled in front of 
the British Consulate and gave three 
cheers for Great Britain in token of 
their gratitude for the position that 
country has taken up during the crisis. 

Majorca, Tuesday. 
Ali is quiet here. Annexation went 
off very peacefully. Shereefian flag 
flying at Palma on all important hi " 
ings. Popular manifestation at the 
British Embassy last nicht as result 
Ctreat Britain's attitude during the 



ClPKUS, Wedneadity. 
Excitement and expectation here 
reached fever heat yesterday. Annexa- 
tion by the Pbconicians hourly expected. 
Great satisfaction is being expressed at 
the attitude Great Britain is assuming, 
and perfect order prevails. 

Reykjavik, Tlmreday. 
The people of Iceland, while out- 
wardly cool, are determined that nothing 
will induce them to tolerate the suze- 
rainty of Greenland. Troops are massing 
on the frontier, and geysers are hurriedly 
being got ready, "The Islanders are 
much touched at the sympathy of Great 
Britain. 



DouoLAS, Friday. 
Tlie Declaration of Independenc 
made by the Isle of Man is looked upon 
as a natural sequence to the events 
the last lew dnys. The rumour that 
troops are massing at Greeha Castle i: 
quite unfounded. The roads arc merely 
heing patrolled by four-inch gunners, 

Sark, Saturday. 
Despite all rumours to the contrary, it 
is now certain that Sark will remain 
integral portion of the British Empire. 
Independenceisnot desired by the people, 
and the idea of a French occupation is 
abhorrent to the majority of the islanders. 
There are no troops being massed on the 
frontier, and perfect order pre\-ails. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerke.) 
Ellen Tbrhy was DOt actuall; bom in a theatre, but 
her fatber and mother' were strolling placers, and when 
the babies bom to them were too small to be left 
alone in lodgings, the; were wrapped up in a shawl 
and put to sleep in their mother's dressing-room at the 
theatre. The great actress obtained her first view of 
an audience from the vantage-ground of the property 
mustard pot. A Spirit of the Muatard Pot was wanted 
in a pantomime in Glasgow, and little £llen, whose 
yellow hair made her seem bom for the part, had it 
assigned to her. Beviewing a long career spent for the 
njost part in the glare of the footlights, Ellen Terry 
is as simpl; herself as she is in her beat- parta on the 
stage. The book is, in its main characteristics, viva- 
cious, tender, humorous, occasionally tearful. There 
is not throughout a shade of that jealousy alleged to be 
prevalent in the profession 
she adorns. She has a kind 
word to say for everyone, its 
value increased by its dis- 
crimination. The keenest, 
most searching, and most 
original criticism ever written 
of Henbv Irvinq will be found 
in the pages of The Story of 
My Life (HTixcniNSON), The 
ordinary critic sits in the stalls 
and watches the player from 
the outside, as it were. Ellen 
Terrv, analysing the acting 
of several great actors and 
actresses, regards them from 
^e level of the stage, watch- 
ing tliem with the eyes of an 
expert. K book of rare in- 
terest, which has the charm 
of the spontaneous talk of a 
wise and witty woman, is 
enriched by many photo- 
graphs, showing the authoress 
and her contemporaries in 
divers character:) assumed 
at various stages of their career. 

Arthur's (Lane) is not the famous old club in St. 
James's Street, S.W., but is situated somewhere be- 
tween Kenningtoii and Brixton — where the bricks and 
mortar go to. It is called by the name of its proprietor ; 
there is no entrance-fee and uo subscription; and ladies 
are admitted, with or without male escort, at all hours 
of the night. Also soldiers, sailors, draymen, printers, 
tramps and journalists — in fact, anyone and everyone 
whose work or pleasure takes him abroad at night, 'and 
therefore induces in him a desire to drink coffee and eat 
Swiss roll at three o'clock in the morning. Personally, 
I have always fought shy of coffee- stalls, though ouce, in 
the days of old-fashioned winters, 1 was driven by the frost 
to eat a hot potato off a barrow on Addison Road bridge, 
and twice, after closing time at my club, 1 have con- 
sumed thick rashers of bacon and scalding tea in a 
cabman's shelter near Hyde Park Comer. Happily, Mr. 
A. Neil Lvoss is made of sterner stuff. Night after 
night be has eaten and drunk with the night- wanderers 
of the pavement on his way home from Pleet 
Street, and has learnt to understand the pathos 



OETTING OVER THE DIFFICULTY. 



and the tragedy and the humour of their lives. 
Sometimes I seem to detect in his history of Arthvr'e 
the artificiaiity which is apt to dog the steps of 
the journalist in search of copy. But in the main — and 
especially when he is writing of the mot her- fee ling and 
the sense of modesty which perhaps never quite desert 
the breasts of those imhappy women whose very woman- 
liness and beauty have been often their curse — he seems 
to get right at the heart of things; and I confess to a 
real admiration for this philosopher of the coffee-stall. 

I am without sixteen pages of Maurice Guest (Heike- 
mann), owing to an error In binding, but have a duplicate 
copy of pp. 145-160, so that, if there is any other col- 
lector in a complementary position, we might exchange. 
As, however, the full allowance is 562 pages, and 
closely printed at that, the part which I got was suffi- 
cient to enable m6 to gather the drift of the plot and 
to discover that it is by no means a pleasant one. I 
take it that this is Henry Handel Richardson's first 
novel, and, though be is both 
eloquent end earnest, and has 
a power of describing gusts 
of emotion and passionate 
crises with a vividness that 
belongs properly to the Rus- 
sian school, I do wish he 
could have told us more about 
the nice people (there are 
several in the story) and less 
about the utterly bad. 
Maurice Guest goes out to 
Leipzig with the intention of 
carving out a career for him- 
self as a musician, but instead 
of performing this operation 
he becomes hopelcssh 'nfatu- 
ated with the cast-off > istreEs 
of Schilsky, a violini^i, .vhose 
genius entirely fails to con- 
done a multitude of most 
abominable faults. But 
Louise Is not much better, and 
her neurotic aberrations begin 
to pall on the reader long be- 
fore the end comes, when 
Maurice, having seen her return to her former 
lover, blows out his own brains. Musicians, of 
course, are supposed to be " bundles of nerves," and a 
httle careless about the moral code; but the treatment 
of certain incidents in this book makes me think that 
gaps of sixteen pages or so might with great advantage 
have been strewn more thickly over it. 



I am exceedingly sorry for Mr. Mabmaduee Pickthall, 
and truly his case is hard. Several years ago he wrote 
a book about the Near East, called Said the Fisherman, 
and it was hailed by the select few as a work of genius, 
as I also think it. But, mark, he has been writing 
books steadily ever since, only to be greeted each time 
with the comment, ■' Oh, yes, very good, but by no means 
another Said." 1 won't say it again; I will merely say 
that I have enjoyed his latest. The Children of the Nile 
(Murray), but I don't consider it so good as one of bis 
earlier works. The moral is that when an author begins 
his work with a superlative effort he should lock it 
up until he Is old and tired and then publish it. To 
put it forth first Is merely to provide a cruel world 
with a weapon against him self. 
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CHARIVARI A. 

The firet buainesB which the Houee 
of Commone attended to on re- 
aasembling was the Children's Bill. 
A large part; of Suffragettes, how- 
ever, wanted to remind the House 
thftt "Women should come before 
children." This seems all right. 
Eve came before Cain and Abel ; and 
Nature since then has made a habit 
of this arrangement. 

B; a curious oversight none of our 

news'papers ; 

thought of j 
referring to ■ - 
the ladj who i^ 
made h er l 
way into the '. j 
Commons as .: 
"The Angel ^ 
in t h c f- 
House." 

" Servia 
has lost 
nothing," 
declared the 
Austrian Am- 
bassador in 
Paris, as Tf>- 
ported in Le 
Temps. But 
what about 
her temper? 

A kiind old 
lad;, reali- 
sing what a 
disappoint- , 
ment it must ^ 
have been to 
the Crown 
Prince of 
Sebvia and 
Princo Petee 

of MOHTE- 

NEGRO that 

no war has 

broken out, 

has, it is said. 

Beat to each 

of these young gentlemen a nice large 

box of fireworks. 

" Will the Duke of CoNNAUonr be 
new King of Sebvia?" enquires a 
Daily Chronicle poster. No harm in 
asking, of course. 



An impudent pickpocket, when 
brought up before a magistrate at 
Vienna the other day, confessed that 
he was guilty of stealing a purse 
OS alleged, but claimed that he 
should not be punished on the ground 
that the theft was a fait accompli. 



Turkey refuses to be consoled by 
the thought that, though she has lost 
some provinces, she has gained the 
sympathy of Europe. Anyhow she 
would like it to be plainly understood 
that she now has all the sympathy 
she requires. 

Mr. Winston Chubcbill has been 
presented with a centrepiece by some 
admirers. This burglarious imple- 
ment would surely have been a more 
appropriate gift for bis colleague who 
favours the robbing of ben-roosts. 



(Tim <uia haee bttn " chopped" in eotert.) 
Si^trior Youth (alioat habilimanU mtggut aitUhtr tpoH — to frittid). " Bi 

TO B^ rOIB KILLED n IHU BOIT OF WIT 1 " 

MFM. {<wei*aaring). "8o I inoDOBi, bi rat, uoot or Too, Si«. Bur, 
<m*, too'll sbow mt acHTsiiiH whbbb n> oitdbb him, voh't tou?" 



Of the War OfBce cat which 
recently passed away it is said that 
he was not a good moueer. Can this 
have been the influence of environ- 
ment? 

Yet there is undoubtedly a new 
spirit abroad at the War Office. Mr. 
Haldane informed a gathering of 
Scotsmen the other day that he had 
been looking out for a site for some 
new barracks for some time past 
without the public knowing anything 
about it. "Generals, not in cocked 
hats, but in billycocks and tweed 
coats, had been going on the sly all 



over the place to see where the best 
site could be found." What devils 
of cunning we are getting to be I 

" There are no corporations behind 
me," boasts Mr. Bryan. Certainly 
Mr, Taft's corporation has no inten- 
tion of taking a back seat. 

" Would any of your readers kindly 
tell me what to do with old books 
that nobody wants to read, books 
about the Flood and so on, which 
take up such a lot of room? " asks a 
cor respon- 
ds n t in a 
contempor- 
ary. Has he 
tried giving 
them away as 
school prizes? 

Students of 
Biblical His- 
tory will be 
interested to 
hear that 
Aliss Maud 
Allan, the 
great Re- 
viva hst, has 
informed an 
interviewer 
that she is 
thinking of 
drawing on 
the Old Tes- 
tament for 
inspiration 
for some new 
dances. 

It has been 
suggested 
that when the 
Anti-Cigar- 
ette-Smoking 
Bill becomes 
law , age- 
badges shall 
be issued to 
youthful- 
looking poli- 
ticians, likfe Eari Winterton, In 
order to prevent their being annoyed 
by officious constables. 



At last solid proof is forthcoming 
that there is no understanding be- 
tween Austria and Germany in regard 
to the spoliation of Turkey. " Great 
vexation," we read, " is felt in 
Vienna against Germany, whose 
agents are taking advantage of the 
boycott of Austrian goods, and are 
endeavouring to secure the former 
Austrian customers at Constanti- 
nople." The dear allies 1 



Jotb! 1 iiiDs't o 
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THE LITTLE SMOKER'S FRIEND. 

My human boy, my undeveloped m&nnikin, 

Type of the subject's liberty oppressed, 
Has not the painful truth provoked a panic in 

The tiny hollow which you call jour chest ? 
When you had keenly scanned the starting -prices 

Did you not notice in your newsy rag 
How your affairs had reached an awful crisiR 

Pregnant with menace to your farthing fog? 
It must have Bhocked those tissues where the heady 

Fumes of the weed had got an early start ; 
Must have unnerved a Kystem which already 

Betrayed the ravnges. of " smoker's heart." 
Yet you are not to think that no one heeded 

Your claim to live your own hte how you please ; 
Stout spokesmen for the little puffer pleaded, 

And Fbbdeeick Bakburv (Bart.) was one of these. 
Almost he might have been your very mother, 

So movingly, in accents soft and mild. 
He m^ed the nation not to go and smother 

The spark of freedom blown on by a child. 
Some people claim for adult heirs of labour 

The llight-to-work ; but he of whom 1 spoke, 
The friend of children, asked for every babe or 

Suckling the immemorial Right-to-smoke. 
Whatever any infant's age or size is, 

He to its independence brooked no bar ; 
He wouldn't back a Bill that compromises 

The heritage that made us what we are. 
Tlierefore, my nipper, though he proved a failure. 

Though o'er his fallen body, tlung between. 
The myriad foe stepped lightly to curtail your 

Chance of absorbing pints of nicotine, 
Remember Banbury (Bart)! Ay, when the bobby 

Catches you at it and you pay the debt. 
Think of the hero w ho upheld your hobby — 

The Cbampion of the Children's Cigarette! 

o. s. 

DISCURSIONS. 

Hooks anb Eves. 
ScESB — Ht8 Dri'ssing-room. Time, 7.45, He has just 
come up to dress for dinner. He has taken off his 
coat, when there is a knocU ai the door. 

He. Halloa! 

tihe (outside). Can I come in? 

He. Yes. certainly. What do you want? 

She (entering). Charles! You 'U be late again; and 
you know the LampkteKs are the soul of punctuality. 
Now do try to be in time. 

He (testily). I 'm tryuig as hard as I can, but I don't 
think you can help me. you know. I can beat the record 
right enough if you 'U only leave me alone. (Proceeds 
io unbutton his waistcoat.) Do clear out. Why, you 're 
not ready yourself. Your dress isn't done up behind. 

She. That 's just it. I want you to do it up. Poor 
Eliza 's got a sick headache, and the other maids are so 
busy and so clumsy I don't like to take up their time- 
I wish you 'd do it for me, there 's a dear. 

He. Right. I '11 do it; hut it '11 make me late, you 
know. Let 's have a look. (He approaches her, takes 
the back of her dress in hand, and begins operations.) 
Hooks? Yes, I sec the hooks, but I 'm hanged if I can 



see any eyes. Yes, here 's a little Johnnie all ready for 

his hook. Got him. Three cheers. Where the 

No, that's the wrong one. Here he is. Missed him! 
Do, for heaven's sake, keep still 1 How do you expect 
me to do you up when you 're wriggling about like an 
eel ? Now you 've got your front to the light. Turn 
round. (He seizes her violently and whirls her round.) 

She. I 'm not a top, Chables. 

He. I don't care what you are, but I 'm going to get 
this beggar of a hook in or 

She (faintly). Ohl 

He. Don't yell hke that. It only puts me off. Now 

then, all together. Whoo — oo No, he 's out again. 

Come back, you little Aha, would you? Plop I 

he 's in. Stop I Stop I ! STOP!!! (He stands off and 
contemplates his handiwork with a look of despair.) 

She. What is the matter? You '11 have the whole 
house in here if you shout like that. 

He (wildly). They 've all got loose again. As soon as 
ever I put number four in the other three simply romped 
out with a rush, and — (ingpecting) — yes, they 've taken 
number four with them. I must start again. {He does 
so.) That 's one. (He places his thumb firmly on 
number one, and proceeds.) No, you don't. You 'd 
better come quietly. There. 

She (looking over her shoulder into the glass). I knew 
you 'd do it, Charles. You 've missed the two top eyes. 

He (madly). Do y6u mean to say I 've got to take 'em 
out again? 

She. Yes; look at the top. It laps over. D'you see? 
Oh, oh, oh! Don't put your knuckles into my back- 
bone. I shall be hiack and blue, and what will they all 
think? Take it quietly, quietly, quietly. You 'il tear it 
to strips. Oh ! 

He (between his clenched teeth). Don't struggle. It 's 
useless. I 'm going to do this infernal job if it keeps 
me here till midnight. One! got him. Cheer up. 
They 're coming along. Heave ho! Hooked, by Jove! 
Now we sha'n't be long. Want votes, do you? With 
dresses like that? Why 

She. Well, you 've got a vote. 

He (still working). What 's that got to do with it? 

She. Fancy giving a vote to a man who can't get a 
hook into its own little eye. Charles, I 'm ashamed 
of you. 

He. Oh, do be quiet. If you'll only shut up for half 
a minute — I 've torn my finger on something. Get in, 
won't you, get in. (Screaming) They 're all out again ! 
(He sits down on a chair and mops his face.) It 's no 
use, old girl, I can't do it, and my finger 's bleeding, 
and I 'vc only got five minutes for dressing. You 'II 
have to go down with your dress undone. Tell 'em it 's 
the new style — all the duchesses dine like that now — no 
self-respecting woman ever dreams of doing up her dress 
—tell 'em any old story. (He rises painfully and takes 
off his waistcoat. There is a little knock at the door.) 

She. Come in. 
[Enter a little girl, aged about 8, »i a pink dressing- 
gown. 

Little Girl. 1 thought I heard you call, mummy. 

She. Yes, darling, 1 did. 1 wanted you badly. Now 
stand on that footstool and fasten up mother's dress, just 
to show Dad how it 's done. (The Uttle girl does the 
whole business without a break in about half a minute.) 
Thank jou, darling. (Kisses her.) Now come away back 
to bed. (To Him). Hurry up, Charles. There 's a 
ring at the door. It 's the Lahpeters. I '11 make an 
excuse for you. We 're going now, unless you 'd like 
Polly to stay and tie your white tie. 
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THE FULLY EMPLOYED. 



FlMT Boiloiu (on »:.«»!, 10 .»)>»*■» ni,4t-i«orlc). "FINE BODY 0' ME^f. BILL! NICE TO SEE 
OET A GOOD JOB LIKE TOIS, IKSTEAD 0' HANGIJJ' ABOUT THE SOBURBS." 
Sbco-id BuKiljR. " YUS. I 'M ALL FOR THESE "ERE SUFFERAJITS, I AM." 



y Google 
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K TBE BHOKE-BOOH." 



He. Oh, do go, and let me dress. 

(Tl,e, JO.) 

He (alone). Now to bust the record. (He lookt at the 

white ekiri laid out for him.) No studs in it. Where ftrc 

they? And that tie 's no good. Must wear it all the 

same. Now for it. 

[Left struggling with hii dressing, while the gvests 
assemble downstairs. 



TO A DADDY-LONG-LEGS. 
[According to tiie Ptms, the recent epidemic of tbraa beuta Iim b> 
inch ^t the tddest inhabitantB cannot n^ember its like.] 
Daddy, you wear the air of some recluse 

Turned loose with trippers for a happy day, 
A sober, dingy, scholarly old goose 

Who tries to frivol in a festive way ; 
You imitate the pretty tricks, in fact. 
Of smarter insects who are more compact. 

Your Bplay, dishevelled, feeble, lanky limbs 
Were not designed tor ornament or strength ; 

You 're one of Nature's not too kindly whims, 
And lose in contour what you gain in length ; 

And yet your face looks studioua and good, 

1 'm sure you wouldn't sting us if you could. 



And anyhow, it 's not for me to mock, 
I 'm rather moved to retrospective tears. 

For I myself have been a laughing-stock 
When in those bashful, adolescent years 

I drained the cup of shyness to the dregs 

And hated my ungainly arms and legs. 

You are the sport of every breeze that blows; 

A lack of balance stultifies your brain; 
Yet, when you bump against a human nose, 

Your liberty you humorously gain 
By leaving in our grasp, with many thanks, 
A sample from the surfeit of your shanks. 



The Searohlirht Id Society. 

From an open letter in The Taller : 

) tail, well bailt, and ertremelj haiidBome, with bine efet, 
of clasMC re^arilf, and yoor rich brown 
a moat becooung maoner." 



" We are not thinking of the scene in the Houae of Conunons tthich 
creBted sn amuainft divetwon for Membera . . . Those antioi antiise 
the valgat nnd damBge the cause."— The Daily Chrankle. 

And the majority of them Liberals tool Oh, Chronicle! 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

A New Cause. 

Broadlandt. 

Dearest Daphne, — Of the houseful 
of people staying here just now, far 
the most interesting is the Prince 
of Row di aria— one of those dear, 
romantic little states in the East of 
Europe, you know, where there 's 
always a Crisis and the women wear 
ever so many necklaces and no cor- 
sets. The Prince is simply giiite; 
speaks *ery good Eng- 
lish, with just a fasci- 
nating little mistake now 
and then, and perfect 
French. He 'b hand- 
some too ; not ronvcn- 
tionally handsome, as pur 
men are, but in a piquant, 
original way, with a 
weeny dash of savagery 
in it that I find quite nice. 
We 've had some splen- 
did talks ahout Eastern 
European affairs, and he 
says I 've given him 
ae quite new views on 
the situation. Yes, my 
dear, you 're right 1 He 's 
new Cause. He 
ans to call himself a 
King directly he gets 
■ ack. And why 

louldn't he, pray? I 
consider it 's perfectly 
right and proper, and 
have pledged niy country, 
as far as I can, to sup- 
port him. If a reigning 
Prince of Bloryn's ap- 
pearance and descent 
chooses to make himself 
a King, what business is 
it of anyone's, I beg of 
u? No ruler in 
Europe comes of such 
an ancient line. He 's 

ascended from a man 
who was in the Ark. 
irned men are saying, 
you know, - that there 
were more people in the 
Ark than people think ; whether only 
the saloon passengers were men- 
tioned, or how it 's come about, I 
don't know; but there were several 
moro, and among them a person 
named Bloryn, the ancestor of the 
Prince. I simply love to hear him 
talk of the ancient glories of 
Rowdiarift. He says the Rowdys 
are the oldest and strongest race in 
Europe, and had a chief hand in pull- 
ing down the Roman Empire. 

D'you know, my Daphse, I almost 
wish I hadn't married my little Sis 
to Lord WiDELANDS last summer; — 



or, better still, suppose I hadn't 
married Josiah Multimill myself! 
Blobyn is unappropriated, and so 
charming, so devoted; and how 
very well Queen Blanche of Eowdi- 
aria would sound 1 NoRTY, who 's 
staying here too, doesn't like 
Bloryn, and warns me that, if I 
get mixed up in international in- 
trigues, I may get put in the Tower. 
As if that would choke me o0 ! 
Why, it 'b simply a diUy idea. I 
really think if I were put in the 



Overheard durintr tbe Chaxgem of Hount«d Police l 
Parliament Street (October IS). 

miiitUirt but VoJubie Demonal rator frovilhe Eauf Kitd {nfltra t, 
up and doitii -the utrtet). " Hor we men, I linrsk yer, atilwiiitt 
ilriv" abaht like this 'ere by 'Is Meje«ty"B 'ired KoMsacks ? ! ! " 
[Prepurfft for anolTtcr humble "firiia loieardi Tinfalsiir fiqi 



Tower for making trouble in Europe 
I should be almost happy ! 

JosiAH is even more odJouB and 
unsympathetic than Norty. He 
says, " All those rotten httle nuis- 
ances of Eastern European States 
ought to be lumped together, taken 
over as a going concern, and run by 
a syndicate!" There's a petty, 
commercial mind for you t 

1 don't care what any of them say. 
I '11 do all I can for Blorvk when he 
makes him»eli a King, and mean to 
use every ounce of influence I have 
in a quarter that I daresay you know 



of. 1 've all sorts of lovely schemes. 
1 'm going to have a Rowdiarian band 
in national dress to play at all my 
parties. Next time I "m in town I 
shall have the Ikiwdiarian Minister | 
to dinner, and shall make a point of 
looking up the Rowdiarian cojony in 
Jjondon, and being At Home to 
them. .\nd oh, my dearest, 1 have 
such a splenny idea for maldng the 
next Earl's Court show a Rowdiarian 
one — all their native arts and indus- 
tries, you know. (Norty says they 
haven't any industries, 
that the only thing they : 
can make is a noise ! but 
I don't listen to him.) 
I've set my heart on 
having '* Eowdiaria in 
London." and Bloryn 
(who "11 bo a King .then) 
coming over to open it. 

Would you like to know 
what is the newest game, 
now the nights have got 
so dark? Burgling, my 
dear, no less ! The 
other night we were a bit 
hard up for some fun, so 
a lot of us masked our- 
selves and mufBed up and 
motored over to Bosh and 
Wee- Wee's, five miles 
off, and broke in. Every- 
thing was dark and quiet, 
we knew the place by 
heart, and did things in 
quite professional style. 
We made a grand haul; 
two of Wee-Wee's jewel- 
cases, a lot of clocks, in 
fact more things than I 
can remember — oh, yes, 
Norty took all Bosh's 
rowing cups and things 
he won in his old athletic 
days. We "d so much 
spoil we could hardly 
cram it and ourselves 
into the motors. And 
then, when we 'd got to a 
safe distance, we began 
to laugh, and laughed all 
the way back here. We 
left oft then, however^ — -at least I 
did, for we found tiiat, while we were 
away, this place had been burgled! 
My black pearls were gone, and my 
new key-pattern diamond tiara, and 
all the umbrellas, and, worst of all, 
my darling Pompon in his httle bye- 
bye basket ! I was almost distracted. 
Next day was pouring wet, and. as 
there were no umbrellas, our walk- 
ing people had to do without their 
favourite exercise. Bosh and Wee- 
Wee turned up early. " We were 
burgled last night," said Bosn. 
" So were we," said I. And then. 
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before anotber word was spoken, 
Wee-Wee gave them away by burst- 
ing out triumphantly, " You lost 
more than we did." "You ridicu- 
lous little person I " said BoSH. 
" Couldn't you have held your 
tongue for five minutes?" Funny, 
waau't it, that the very night we 
broke in there they should break in 
here? There was a mutual restora- 
tion of property; but things aren't 
quite as they were before. Bosh 
says some of his rowing cups and 
things have got dinted; Josiah com- 
plains that his favourite umbrella 
hasn't come back with the othi 
and my darling Pompon has suffered 
in health through having his night's 
rest broken up and not getting quite 
the sort of brekky he 's used to. So 
there are what politicians call 
" strained relations " between us. 

Babs has started a Society Weekly 
called People Who Count, and it ' 
caught on like anything, having 
more " authority," jou see, th; 
other things of that kind. She does 
the parties and gossip herself, and a 
column of mysterious hints and ques- 
tions called " Innuendoes for the 
Initiated." (I '11 let you int^ a littli 
secret, cherie. She invents half of 
them herself, and generally the half 
that most " tickles the ears of the 
outsiders," as Milton says.) Popsv, 
Lady Bausoate, has been writing 
her Reminiscences in P.W.C., and 
they were an immensely populi 
feature, till the Press Censor, or 
whatever he 's called, put a stop to 
them. Dabs. doesn't know what to 
get instead. 

Aunt GoLDiE left here in a huff 
yesterday. And over what, I '11 
you. She 'd been complaining of 
something or.other, and wound up 
with the original remark, " It 's e 
strange world! " I merely said inno- 
cently, "Haven't you got used to 
it yet, AuntV " and she asked Norty 
if he " liked to hear his wife in- 
sulted," had all her juvenile adorn- 
ments packed up, and was off. 

Ever thine, Blanche. 



"filter ill the dny Mr. and Mrs. F. left tor 
Tiondon ea route tor the Sooth CciiiBt, nliere the 
honeymoney is being apeiit." 
We thank thee, Peierborough 
UunlingdonskiTe Standard, for that 
word. 



" Then he proceeded to describe In us the grue 
Hime Mpectaele ol a fox when it is being torn 
10 pieceB by dogs, while the ladies and gei 
[Mirticipate in the Hcrombte for the (sit, hoo 
lide, eyes, and what not." — The Labour T^aA 
" Mummy, I got a hoof; what did 
/OH get? " says the youngest bom to 
!iis mother as they return home. 



r from Lirerpod to London). " SiV ! Th[ 

OUT DOWN ASn STAND OS TUE DEE 

BEEN WHEBE ToK JoSEa SI'E.VT Dli 



EMOTIONS TO ORDER. 

[Hoiv We Do It -VoH-,] 
2V0T/CE. 
To-iioBROw ! To-Monnow ! ! To-yonnow ! ! 
Something will 

SrnnENLV Come Over 

Miss Hypatia Fititslmmons, 

and 

An Inner Voice 

will compel her to break into the 

House of Commons. 



To-MoRBOW ! 
[Or, if wet, next day,] 

Every Evening ! 

Mr. B. B. Brayson will be 

Moved to Indignation 

at 6.30 sharp. 

There will be a special matinee next 

Thursday, when he will be 

Consumed with Passion 

and his feelings will no longer permit 

him to keep silent. 

Look Oct for This ! 
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THE IDEAL HOME. 

About three years ago I was some- 
thing of a cook. I used to take a 
piece of butter the size of a walniTt, 
shred etightly, stir and bring slowly 
to the boil. Then gamish with freeh 
parsley, add serve hot. That was 
called Aloyau de bombe glacee i la 
bonne femme, so far as I remember. 
Sometimes I would forget to gamish, 
and drop a piece of coke in by mis- 
take. Then it was called Soup for 
Charitable Purposes, and we had to 
put it aside to cool. 

I fancy I was even better with the 
pastry. The atmosphere I used to 
get into a Swiss roll I The — the 
ozone. (It must have been the oven). 
What a touch, too, with the blanc- 
mange — what a polish on its pink 
outside ! 

But perhaps the feat I am proudest 
of is this : that 1 alone of living men 
have seen a rabbit dressed tor cook- 
ing and remained a follower of the 
Higher Lite. " Dressed," you know 
— well, really! 

I mention these facts not in any 
spirit of boasttuhiess, but simply to 
explain my interest in the Ideal 
Home Exhibition. I had gone there 
expecting to see the whole building 
full of men cooking and women darn- 
ing stockings; of large men taking a 
piece of butter the size of a cocoanut, 
and active women doing the Potato 
Stitch and the Jacob's Ladder 
Stitch, Of course, as soon ai 
paid my shilling I saw that I 
for something quite difEerent, but 
none the less I was prepared for a 
pleasant and instructive afternoon. 
'■ And," I said to myself, " since this 
really is the ideal home, I need have 
no qualms about lighting a pipe." 

The fact that I had no matches 
did not worry me; the ideal home 
would have a dozen boxes in each 
room. I went up to the gentleman 
at the nearest stall. 

■' Can you let me have a match? " 
I said politely. 

He turned a curious red colour. 

" A lucifer," I explained. " 
pine vesta. Something of that sort. 

He got quite scarlet, so I decided 
to explain further. " Er — why I want 
a match is because I wish to ignite 
this tobacco. I may say that I have 
paid my shilling at the gate, 
and " 

By this time he was purple. 

" If your hesitation," I tried 
desperately, " is due to the fact that 
you only have the sort that strike on 
the box, I may say that I always 
carry a small portion of the prepared 
Burface with me." 



He turned away abruptly, and 

went oil to speak to somebody else. 

In resignation I raised my eyes . . . 

and came upon this notice : — 

Tqe Electbio Cooker. 

A Boon for Everv Home. 

No Matches Bequibed. 

Well, really, it wasn't my fault. 

Of course I was more careful 
.fter that. I passed the " Quicklit " 
and the " Yuseitt " departments, and 
the stall of the " Brytenup Polisher " 
(I 'II give you three guesses why it 's 
called that) ; and so I came to Number 
"2901 or thereabouts. My pipe was 
still unlit. 

"I beg your pardon," I said, 

' but what is your I 'm just 

setting up house, and so I am very 
much interested in all these scientific 
methods of cooking. Is this " 

" The Hypograph," he explained. 

Ah yes, I 've always felt that 

How exactly " 

" It is a simple instrument for 
drawing two classes of curves, with 
the aid of which numerous beautiful 
and complicated pattenis cuu be 

I took out my watch and felt my 
wrist anxiously. 

" My pulse has stopped," I said. 
"This is Olympia, isn't it?" 

" Yes." 

"Then I've come on the wrong 
day." 

" The wrestling was last year," he 
said sarcastically. " This is the 
Ideal Home Exhibition." 

" It is? Oh, I beg your pardon. 
And you draw those delightful 
curves? How jolly. That 's really 
all it does? " 

" Oh, no," he aaid, getting quite 
pleased again. " You can make any 
pattern you hke. Now, this way " 

" Yes, yes. But I mean you can't 
light the oven with it or do the heat- 
ing or anything like that? No? 
You're sure? Then — you won't 
mind my asking you for a match? " 

It turned out, when he understood 
properly, that he did mind. As he 
seemed to mind a good deal I hurried 
off and went up to the gallery. And 
in the gallery I met the Potted Meat 
Frill. 

When I am married (which may 
never be) I shall have a potted meat 
frill in every room. I picture to my- 
self a delightful domestic scene. My 
wife in one comer of the drawing- 
room putting the frills on the potted 
moat; myself in the other with the 
Hypograph, making numerous 
tifui and complicated patterns upon 
the top of the grand -piano-player. 
It will be an "overstrung black piano- 
I player "from Stall 275 downstairs. 



and when it gets too much over- 
strung we shall send it down to the 
seaside for a week. On the hearth, 
be»ide the Electric Cooker and with- 
out any matches, our children 

But I am a bit premature. We 
don't get to the children till Stall 
106, at the other end of the gallery. 

The Potted Meat Frill can be ob- 
tained for two abillings. (Some 
people would be content with a mere 
Ham and Tongue Net Frill for one- 
and-ninepence, but I am a bit above 
that. Tliough it is so useful in the 
home, it is not often given as a 
wedding present, most brides pre- 
ferring the Sardine Dish Frill at 
half-a-crown. But it is emphatically 
a thing which every . householder 
should have, even though he has to 
go without his stamp album from 
Stall 267. 

But of course the crown of the 
Ideal Home Exhibition is the Baby- 
land Section. There may be houses 
(though I cannot imagine them) 
where the inmates drag out an exis- 
tence without ever feeling the want 
of a Hypograph ; but there will never 
be palace or cottage which would not 
be glad of an exhibit from Stall 108. 
When 1 arrived there. William (aged 
six months) was crying a little, but 
Bobby and Jane were happy enough. 
Personally, I should have turned 
William on to his front and patted 
him gently between the shoulders. I 

mean, probably he was But no 

doubt the nurses knew best; and of 
course, as they had fed him from 
Stall 106, he couldn't really have 
had indigestion. 

I watched the Happy Home for 
quite a long time — until, in fact, I 
remembered what I had come up 
there for. Whereupon I went to 
the place where they sell the baby 
carriages, and said to a frock-coated 
tleman there: " You sell baby- 
carriages? " 

He said " Yes." 

" But in private life you are quite 
an ordinary man? " 

He admitted he was. 

" And so am I. Now, as man to 
man, and imagining for the moment 
that we are both back in Upper Nor- 
wood, can you oblige me with a 
match ? ' ' 

"Certainly," he answered. 

A. A. M. 



" Une of the many disodvtatageB of the 
Wright aeroplane is tiiat it cannot aun from 
anywhere or deBcend anywhere." — Dailif Vail. 
The British aeroplane also seems to 
find a difficulty in starting from any- 
v'her« ; on the other hand, naving once 
started, it may descend anywhere. 
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IN SEARCH OF A KING. 

It may not be generally known 
that for some days picsl a small but 
dftermined group oE Servian patriots 
has been in England busily engaged 
in attempting to find a new ruler for 
their agitated country, in place of 
the discredited Peter. 

In the ordinary way it is cuBto- 
mary to approach the possessors of 
royal blood; and that, indeed, has 
been done by certain oE the more 
traditional patriots. But the group 
now jn this country, believing as it 
does in the need of a totally fresh 
regime and the importation of wholly 
novel blood, has displayed singularly 
unconstitutional energies. 

Replying to the deputation, which 
awaited him in the Court of Honour 
of Greeba Caetle, Mr. Hall Caine 
said that nothing could give him 
greater satisfaction than to receive 
such a tribute to his success as an 
influencor of men; and there was, 
he agreed, some fitness in the invi- 
tation to himself, the author of 
Pete, to succeed Feteb. If after 
abdicating the Servian throne he 
should choose (as he certainly might, 
being the author of The Eternal City) 
to become Pope, his case might be 
' Bummed up in the words : Pete, 
Peter, Potest. But he must say 
"No." (Servian panic.) Manxland, 
he felt, had need of him ; and one must 
not abandon one's own country. He 
would rather continue the uncrowned 
king of his tittle island than wear 
the most gorgeous of Servian purple. 

On the spokesman of the party 
pointing out that he would still be 
allowed to wear hie knickerbockers 
and look more or less like Shak- 
SPBASE, Mr. Hall Caine said that 
that certainly made a difference, but 
he must repeat his negative. 

Mr. Andrew Carnegie, who was 
waited upon in one of the hbraries 
of Skibo, made a similar reply. He 
was proud, he said, to be thus sup- 
plicated, but the throne was not for 
him. Perhaps they were unaware of 
his work on Democracy? He could 
not go back on that opus. Moreover, 
ho had still much to do in his own 
sphere — there were still some mil- 
lions of pounds to be got rid of, 
either to lifrocs or free readers. The 
most ho could do would be to offer 
all t^ervian adults a library apiece. 

The Bpokesman having dechned 
this embarrassment with much tact, 
the deputation withdrew. 

Sir Oliver Lodoe, who received 
the patriots in the sanctum of his 
charming residence at Edgbaston, 
stated that he was prepared to accept 



"TbE IIIEA or TBEIB WAKTIS' 



the Crown on two conditions — (1) 
that he should be allowed to reside 
in Birmingham and conduct the 
affairs of state telepathic ally, and (2) 
that Mr. Harold Beobie should be 
appointed Prime Minister. The depu- 
tation withdrew hurriedly. 

Miss Christabel Pankhl'sst agreed 
that it would be very delightful to 
be a queen and make laws and see 
that they were obeyed; but what 
about the Movement in England to 
which she had consecrated ber life, 
if she became the Servian ruler? 
Having put her hand to the plough, 
she would not look back — not while 
a Liberal Member remained in 
Parliament. 

The deputation fared equally 
badly with Mr. Winston Chcrchill, 
Ijord EossLVN, and Miss Ruth S?t. 
Denls, who said it would be swest 
to reign, but her art demanded all 
her thought and time. 



The Editor of The Sphere was then 
visited, chiefly on the favourable 
promise held forth by his name, it 
being felt that If there was one thing 
that Servia needed After the tortu- 
ous ways of the inclement Kino 
Peter, it was the beneficial away of 
a Clement King Shorter. The 
modem Cato of literature, however, 
said "No," not without a tear of 
regret, and once again the patriots 
withdrew. 



STOP PRESS NEWS. 

Servian Crown accepted by 

Mr. Le Ql'eux. 



That is the worst of these pets. 
They require constant exercise, and 
this may mean an extra boot-boy. 
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WANDERING MINSTRELS. 

Wb are rejoiced to learn that the 
lessoQ of the visit of the Leeds Choir 
to Paris is Dot to be thrown away ; 
indeed, it is already an open secret 
that the famous Sheffield FeBtival 
Choir will shortly take a trip to 
Canada for the purpose oi 
taking part in several 
oratorio performances and 
promoting Imperial solid- 
arity in the domain of 
music. 

These examples, it is 
pleasant to think, are likely 
to prove fruitful in a num- 
ber of unexpected ways. 
The less important objects 
of M. IsvoLSKv's visit to 
London are well known. 
It is not so well known 
that his paramount anxiety 
was to persuade Sir 
Edward Grev to induce 
Mr. Henry J. Wood and 
his orchestra to under- 
take a tour in Persia for the 
purpose of harmonising the 
conflicting parties in that 
distracted kingdom. The 
negotiations were p r o- 
tractcd, but we under- 
stand that in the end M. 
ISVOLSRY carried his point, 
and that Mr. Wood and 
his band will start for 
Tabriz in about a fort- 
night's time, to replace 
the Cossacks who have 
hitherto entirely failed to 
suppress or conciliate the 
Nationalists. The band, 
which will be materially 
strengthened in the per- 
cussion department, will 
number one hundred and 
fifty performers, and Mr. 
Wood will be accom- 
panied by four analytical 
programme writers, two 
butterfly - tie makers, 
fourteen flashlight photo- 
graphers, a staff of ton- 
sorial artists, and three ad- 
ditional biographers. 

Ahnost simultaneously 
with Mr. Wood's depar- 
ture for the Middle East, 
Mr. Thomas Beeciiah, the con- 
ductor of the New Symphony 
Orchestra, accompanied by the Hol- 
loway Choir and Mr. William 
Carter, will set out for South Africa 
to promote the cause of unification 
at the Durban Conference. It is felt 
that nothing could more powerfully 
reinforce the arguments of the dele- 
gates in favour of unity than the con- 



cord of sweet and healing sounds for 
which the foregoing names are the 
best possible guorantee. The New 
Symphony Orchestra, who look for- 
ward to the trip with the utmost 
enthusiasm, have gone into strict 
training on biltong, me^lie pap and 
Cape smoke; and Mr. Beecham, with 



A WAIL FROM ROSS. 



will proceed in mo tor- caravans, 
steam pantechnicon vans and puen- 
matic pontoons to the great lakes, 
where Sir Freeiekick Bridge intends 
to instruct thent in the gentle art of 
hippo fishing with the dry fly, at 
which he is exceptionally proficient. 
Mr. Max Hlmbeeoeh, the famous 
violinist, accompanied by 
Mr~,. HuMBERGEH and their 
infant son Paqanim Huh- 
rerqer, will shortly start 
on a tour in the Arctic 
Circle. The degraded con- 
dition of the Eskimo has 
long given Mr. Huubbrobb 
deep concern, and he has 
conceived the noble plan of 
raising them to a higher 
plane of humanity and 
citizenship by the purifying 
influence of his unequalled 
virtuosity. The announce- 
ment of his prolonged and 
heroic absence from Lon- 
don has been greeted with 
immense enthusiasm by his 
brother artists. An ex- 
hibition of the furs to be 
worn by the party during 
their sojourn in the Far 
North vrill be open for a 
few days at 154, Hay Hill, 
the residence of Mrs. HvM- 
BEROEr's father. Sir JnLlUS 
Si-AZENOEB, the eminent 
bacteriologist. 

Hardly less benevolent in 
its origin and scope is the 
mission shortly to be under- 
taken to China by the Earl 
of Tankehville for the pur- 
pose of converting the Dow- 
ager Empress to an appre- 
ciation of our Border ballads. 
Lord Tankerville, as The 
Daily Chronicle has fre- 
quently reminded us, is a 
singer of extraoiiiinary 
charm and persuasiveness, 
and it is anticipated that 
the therapeutic influence 
of his wonderful voice will 
finally demolish the last 
vestige of the Yellow Peril 
and inaugurate an era of 
unparalleled felicity in the 
Yangtse Valley. 



a charmingly tactful consideration 
for his audience, has decided to 
conduct with a disselboom in place 
of the usual bdlon. 

Sir Frederick Bbidoe has arranged 
to convey the entire Albert Hall 
Choir to Albert Nyanza at the close 
of the season. Seventeen overstrung 
dahabeeahs will convey the choir up 
the Nile to Khartoum, whence they 



Triolat of Female Sii<&ag«. 
Elaine was a child 

Who was quite irresistible. 
Kwect mannered and mild, 
Elaine was a child; 
But her soul was beguiled 

By the Growings of Christabbl. 
Elaine was a child 

Who was quite irresistible. 
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THE TSAEVENU. 



FxmcB Ferdikand of Bl-lgabu. " THREB CHEERS FOR ME 
AtBTRU (tentatiwlt;). "HIP! HIP! HIP 



AtSTRU {tentattveiy}. "aitri uifi auri ^ . 

Itai OiBEB Great Powers (ojfer long and core/ul <ieli6«rat«m), "Bmvr- V_t005^iC 
Independence ol Bolgaria, ol which Aoatris approTed from the first, wUl bo oltimalelr ratifisd V the Grert 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EiTuortD raoH thx Dubt or Tobt, U.P. 

House of Common*, Monday, 
October 12tn. — Back to school after 
the autumn holidays. Quite a full 
muster in Lords and Commons. 
Note two absentees from latter place. 
Head Boy of Opposition liaa given 
himself extra day's holiday. Edward 
Obey remains in seclusion of Foreign 
Office. This disappointing to Mem- 
bers on both sides prepared to give 
FoREiaK Secrf.tary something in 
way of ovation. Slightest apprehen- 
sion of such a thing sufficient to warn 
off E. G. 

" Public life, Toby, dear boy," ho 
said the other day, " woidd be 
possible but for its public appear- 
ances. If I were permitted to do all 
my work in this room " (we were 
talking in the F.O. about tHe rare 
silence of Emperor Willi.'m at a 
grave European crisis) " 1 stiould be 
content." 

To do him justice, E. O. makes 
the moat of hia opportunities of with- 
drawing himself from public gaze. 
During the Session comes down to 
House twice a week, answers string 
of questions addressed to him by 
eminent authorities on Foreign 
Affairs seated below gangway, and 
incontinently bolts. 

In his absence. Premier read -lare- 
fully drafted statement on Balkan 
Crisis. In political area situation has 
developed an attitude creditable to 
the highest traditions of Party 
system. Opposition come back more 
than ever disgusted with Govern- 
ment. Licensing Bill remains all 
their fancy painted it. Education 
Bill, Labour in Mines Bill, just as 
bad. Faced by crisis in Foreign 
Politics, pohtical partisanship is 
obliterated. Just now is realised ideal 
condition of affairs " when none were 
for a Party but all were for the State." 

In the Ixirds, Lansdowne seized 
opportunity to pay tribute to the 
statement made by FoEEiON Secbe- 
TARY last week. "Nothing," he said 
amid general cheering, " could be 
more dignified in tone or more ap- 
propriate in substance." 

This the sort of thing that occa- 
sionally refreshes and ennobles 
British Party politics. 

Commons spent quiet, useful 
evening discussing the Children's 
Charter; oomes on for consideration 
after treatment by Grand Com- 
mittee, In absence of Prince 
Arthur, Cousin Bob, K.C, took 
the floor. Obliged with several 

«ches. Old hatred, common to 



epei 
the 



Cecils, of anj-thiug approaching 



Signora Dorando is first into the Suidiui 
" asslMcd " almost up ta the lope. 

interference with perfect freedom of 
the people displayed itself in resist- 
ance to stringent provisions of the ' 
Bill. One makes it criminal offence 
for boy or girl under 8ixt^^en to buy 
cigarettes or cigarette-papers, much { 
more to be seen smoking in public 
places. 

From this petty tyranny Cousin 
Bog's soul revolted. It was said 
that cigarette smoking wrought much 
e\'il among the children and there- 
fore it must bo put down with strong 
hand of the Law. Over-eating of 
sweets or sitting up late at night was 
harmful to the infant body. Yet the 
Bill has no penal prohibition of these 
practices. 

Then there was smoking brown 
paper. (Here he paused, and his 
mind seemed to travel back to days 
when, personally, he could not de- 
termine which mode the more delect- 
able smoke, cane or brown paper.) 



ni, but is promptly disqualified. She was 

Yet the Bill submitted by Eis 
Maje3ty'3 Government with demand 
for enactment did not penalise the 
sybarite under sixteen whom prac- 
tice had made a connoisseur of the 
arying qualities of brown paper used 
m preference to, or in default of, 
tobacco. 

Thus, assisted by carefully -pre- 
pared briel and animated gestures, 
did a lofty mind, skilled in legal lore, 
trained at the Bar, prattle on by the 
half -hour. 

Business done. — House resumes 
sittings. Children's Charter con- 
sidered on Bcport stage. 

Tuesday. — There is a vulgar idea, 
nurtured by men of certain stamp, 
that the active participation of 
Woman in Parliamentary proceedings 
is undesirable on account of her ten- 
dency to lengthy speech. Mistress 
Margaret Tbavehs Symoss (of Clif- 
ford's Inn) has finally shattered that 



302 
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structure reared by malicious fancy. 
Her speech to-night was the briefeet 
offered in course of debate on the 
Children's Charter. Went straight 
to the point in fashion many male 
Members would do well to imitate. 



■ "Wbat Ims jioBlerily done to ns that 
should lie its hnndM?!"— or words to thnl 
effect. 

(Mr. G-rge H-rw-d ohjecla to bpqucalhing a 
LocbI Option policy to our successors.) 

"Drop your talk about the Chil- 
dren's Bill," she shrieked, " and give 
us Votes fbr Women." 

That was all. True that at this 
moment the closure was put into 
operation. The arms of a gallant 
messenger standing by the doorway 
gently but firmly closed round the 
waiat of the lady on her legs addrei 
ing the Chair, and she was borne 
forth. But she had accomplished 
her purpose, had delivered her 
message. 

All very well for her. But what 
about Thomak Huwfxl Williams 
iDHis, M.P. for the Fhnt Districts 
since 1906, Chemist and Mineral 
Water Manufacturer, once Mayor of 
St. Pancras Borough, now Alderman '.' 
Sympathy of the House goes forth 
to him with generous rush. Has 
ever trusted woman. Now faith 
shattered. All happened so rapidly, 
too. Mr, Idris was seated at table 
in dining-room waiting tor the joint, 
sipping glass of mineral water with 
air of a connoisseur, and thinking 
whafr much better quality was turned 
out in Merionethshire, when a card 
was handed to him. A lady wished 
to see him. Why, certainly. Let 
the joint grow cold, the mineral 



water fiat. A lady's behest com- 
mands instant obedience. 

Mr. loRis hastened to find the 
dame. Conducted her through the 
lines of unsuspecting police in the 
lobbies, past the guardians at the 
doorway, vp to the very glass door 
opening on the sacred precincts 
forbidden to foot of female when the 
Speaker is in the Chair. On the 
left hand is a step giving access to a 
window-pane through which woman, 
herself unseen, has often gazed on 
man. On to this he assisted Mistress 
M. T. S. Having seen enough, she 
stepped down, again assiduously 
helped by the hon. Member. He 
turned to lead the way through the 
outer r^obby to the Gallery upstairs 
when he heard a shout, faced quickly 
round, and lo! the lady was not. 
She had dashed through the swinging 
glass doors. 

"Like a cork out of a soda-water 
t)ottle," as Mr. Idbis put it, his mind 
in excitement of moment reverting 
to familiar associations. 

To his horror he realised that she 
was addressing the House. Next 
thing he saw was the lady in the 
arms of the attendant. A man of 
business, Mr. InRis immediately 
realised the situation. He was 
relieved from attendance on the 
dame. The police would look after 
her. So ho wended his way back to 
the dinner table to find the joint cold 
beyond reasonable anticipation, the 



The DlSlLLl-^IONHE^T OF IDRIS. 

" Like a cork out ot a soda-walcr bottle ! ' 
(Mr. T. H. W. Idr-B.) 

mineral water flat beyond hope of 

redemption. 

Bu8ineg8 done. — Mistress Mar- 
garet Travers Svmoks briefly ad- 
dresses the House from the Bar, 
urging the desirability of so arranging 
its business as to give subject of 
Votes for Women precedence over 
that of Cigarettes tor Children. 

Wednesday. — " Sir," said Hamar 



Greenwood, rising from Front Bench 
below gangway when Questions were 
disposed of, " I wish to ask you, aiid 
I hope i shall be endorsed by Mem- 
bers of the House, to take steps to 
exclude absolutely from the inner 
Lobby of this House, during its sit- 
ting, All Women." 

Obvious initial difficulty. Green- 
wood asks to be " endorsed by Meni- 



Ur. F. E. Sm-tli ponra a Ihin stream of corro- 
Biip eloquence on the LicenBing Bill 

bers." How is that to be done? At 
school, as some of us remember, a 
boy was " endorsed " on the back by 
irntc master as if he were a Bill; 
which, indeed, he might chance to 
have been. Would have made no 
difference had he been Tom, Dick or 
Hakry. Evidently that s not what 
Greenwood means. Explanation 
doubtless is that, owing to profound 
emotion, even an ex-Lieutenant of 
Canadian Militia with eight years' 
service to his credit, stumbled upon 
elliptical sentence. 

Till one heard Greenwood pro- 
notmce the word " WOMEN," pre- 
faced by the comprehensive " ALL," 
one never imagined what possibilities 
of infamy the sex barely conceals. 
The tone of tragic denunciation with 
which the dissyllable was invested 
was varied by bitter scorn when in 
subsequent sentence he spoke of 
"The Visiting Woman." Final 
reference to " pagan tribes in remote . 
parts of the world," contrasted to 
detriment of the home-grown female 
article, though effective, was trifling 
ccuiipared with the blood-curdling 
ctfeut of his enunciation of a familiar 
word. 

Sark says Pitt's majestic, reiter- 
ated, pronunciation of the common- 
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KIVCI TlfR BIRDS FLI ALL DVEE THE 
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THE SOFT ANSWER. 

;, YOD KNOW 1 I DJ DMT WAKT HOUKDS 



place word " Sugar " Id a hiBtorid 
debate was nothing compared with 
Greenwood's " Woman." Don't 
know about that. Wasn't present 
on occasion; but confess that, with 
Greenwood's voice still rolling in my 
ear, I cannot look upon a woman 
without uncomfortable tendency to 
knocking at the knees. 

Business done. — Licensing Bill 
taken in hand. Speaker gives 
instructions to put up the shutters 
over " the peep-hole " to whose 
vicinity Jlistresa Symoss last night 
lured the innocent iDRifi. 



British 



,\n advertisement 
Columbian paper: — 

" Specili about Katio LaviiHlry and befe 
two charge common price but juat now o 
charKs twiae and because t am start » im 
launilry now and he is best price if botb sai 
price 1 hope pei^le five some to ns washlii 
Wotiae I not enongfi to do Uid I stop a: 
iiol)0()7 Hlart any more as be charge high pri 

"""'"■ vill 1 



BEHIND THia SCENES; 
OR, The New Advehtisinq Again. 

Scene — Managerial room in new 
Rcslajtrant. 

First Speaker. We don't seem to 
be catching on as I hoped we should. 
What 's to he done ? 

Second Speaker. We must adver- 
tise, I suppose. 

P. 8. Oh, yes, advertisements! 
What are they? Everyone adver- 
tises. 

S. S. Very well, then, we must 
advertise in a new way. 

P. S. How? 

8. S. Well, we must get articles 
into tiie papers that don't look like 
advertisements. Don't you remem- 
ber how they did it over Maxim's 
just before the company was floated. 

P. 8. What will that do? 

S. S. Why, don't you see, if the 
public don't think it 's an advertise- 
ment — if "Advt." is not put at 
the foot — they '11 be tremendously 
impressed. Take a case. Suppose 



. arrange for an article in The Pali 
Mall Gazette to follow the leader, 
describing a jolly good dinner at our 
place, don't you see what an impres-, 
sion it would make, between the 
leader and the " Occasional Notes, '^ 
a place ordinarily kept for decent 
stuff? 

P. 8. But you wouldn't get it. 
Not The Pall Mall The Pall Mall 
belongs to 

S. S- My dear fellow, leave it 
to me. 

F. S. Who will you get to write it? 

S. S. Oh, that 's easy enough. 

F. 8. Well, have it your own way ; 
but if I were the public I should see 
through it pretty quick. 

OaUnet Hoduty. 
"Sir Edward Orej, who had been engngcd 
at the Foreign Office, walked to No. 10 by way 
o£ the Ooveniment Archm, thus escaping pho- 
tographers. The Cabinet (tenncil roae at 1.30. 
after a two hours' Hitting. We believe that ihe 
Cabinet muuiimooHty and niliraly approved iho 
coune token by Hit Edward Grey." 

DaiJg Ntira. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

I. — "Lady Eppinq's Lawsuit." 

When I saw Mr. Hubert Davjes's 
Dew "Satirical Ck)medy," before a 
curtain-raiser had been affixed to it, 
the whole evening's performance only 
lasted a couple of hours. Even so, I 
should have been better pleased with 
myself if I had arrived an hour late. 
The Firat Act was strangely inefEec- 
tive. Yet there was plenty of good 
material in it to be set ofF against 
some rather thin BtufE ; but nearly all 
the cast seemed anxious to rush it 
through, as if they were afraid that 
people's patience wouldn't last out 
til) tbey got to the really funny things 
a little further on. Apart from the 
pleasant episode of the lady inter- 
viewer and the photographer, which 
started too suddenly and proceeded 
above the speed limit, there was 
little enough diversion in the way of 
side-shows, and the task of keeping 
things going fell with almost 
monotonous insistence upon the 
gentle shoulders of Miss Marv 
MooRB as Lady Epptng. She tackled 
it bravely and cleverly, but got very 
little active help from the only other 
character of any importance, the 
successful playwright. Mr. Sam 
'SoTiiEBN, who takes this part, has 
all the negative virtues, In particular 
the rare and priceless gift of being 
able to keep still ; but no one could 
well have looked, or acted, much 
less like a young dramatist just 
arrived and busy climbing into smart 
society. 

Then there was the boudoir-stage, 
which seemed to cramp the activities 
of my lady 's week-end party — b 
whole Bpping Forest of strangE 
twtanical specimens, including h 
cedar of Lebanon (Scotch variety), 
which showed so little sign of being 
acclimatised that I heartily wished it 
back in its own soil. 

However, the Third Act made 
amends. Here Mr. Davieb used to 
excellent purpose his chance of satiriz- 
ing the lighter side of our administra- 
tion of justice. The good things, and 
they were many, were more equally 
spread about. Bench, Counsel, Plain- 
tiff and Defendant all securing a 
reasonable proportion, though Miss 
Marv Moore still took the lioness's 
share. Her casual disregard for the 
sanctity of the Court, and her treat- 
ment of the whole thing as a social 
function run for her benefit, com- 

Siletely charmed the audience into 
orgetfulness of their earlier discon- 
tent, and sent them away, if not 
replete, yet with appetite modestly 
appeased. 



II, — " Fanny and the Servant 

Proulem. " 
The tyranny of the man-servant 
has become the dominant note of 
modem British drama. Mr. J. K. 
Jerome's new variety is an advance, 
the matter of complication, both 
on t'n>/(foti, and the vaiet of Bel- 
lamy the Magnificent. Not only is 
ho the unquestioned master of Ban- 
tock Halt, with no fewer than 
twenty-two family connections . in 
what is practically his employ, but 
the new Lady Bantock, vho had 
been married from the Fans music- 
halls (where she seems to have 
picked up a powerful American 
accent) turns out, to the pained 
surprise of both, to be a runaway 
niece of his. Out of either of these 



Fanny , , . Miss Faimie Ward. 
Benntt ... Mr. Charles Cnrtwright. 

conditions a reasonable comedy 
might have been made, but the com- 
bination of them offers an irredstible 
incentive to farce-. I'he author calls 
his wor^ " a quite possible play." 
Most things, of course, are possible; 
the trouble is that so few of them are 
probable. 

All through the play it is a battle 
royal between mistress and man, and 
in the end she hai ti utoop to con- 
quer. Miss Fann[e Ward, as her 
namesake, though perhaps she could 
not fully command the pathetic mood, 
showed a very mobile intelligence, 
particularly in the Second Act, where 
she made a most piquant appearance 
in a mid-Victorian gown which had 
been pressed upon her by a maid 
w'ho had strong views about the pro- 
prieties. To the ladies of the audi- 
ence, the humour of this spectacle 



(easily grasped) was a source of huge 
delight. Mr. Cartwrioht, as thi 
Butler, played conscientiously, but 
took up too much of our time. Mis8 
Carlotta Addison and Miss Measor 
were a pair of indistinguishably 
charming maiden aunts, who, like 
their nephew, the rather invertebrate 
Lord Bantock (Mr. Leslie Faber), 
were hopelessly under the dominion 
of their meiny. 

I don't know if Mr. Jerome is 
anxious to dissipate the personal im- 
pressions that his other play, The 
Passing of the Third Floor Back, 
may have left upon its audiences. 
Certainly, in Fanny and the Servant 
Problem he throws off his reverential 
attitude and invites us to laugh at 
sanctity and its symbols. He would 

Erobably say that his new people are 
ypocritesr but the ridicule in these 
cases nearly always falls in efiect on 
the thing abused, rather than on the 
abuse of it. 0. S. 



MENUS TO MEASURE. 
" (The Tsar of Bulgaria.) 



Mock-Turkey. 

Poiason. 

Kettle of FisH. Small Fry. 

Entrie. 

Supreme de Bindonneau sur Toast. 

Rdtia. 

Cold Shoulder k la Hamid. 

Broiled Mel^e Internationale. 

Sauce Fiquante. 

Eutremets. 

Sultans Pudding. 

Mac^doine de Fruits. 

Bombes B<£volutioniiBires. 

Pasha au Bhum. 

Savoury. 

Capers. 

(The European Concert will perform 
during dinner.) 

"A diminutive delinquent had juH been 
sentenced by tbe tna^atrale to reeeire > dozen 
Btrokea nith the birch. He beard the decisioa 
quietly, and then turning ta the BeDch cahnlj 
asked, ' Please maj I have the gss ? ' 

A diminative delinquent had juat bna 
sentenced by the Uagistrate to receive a doiea 
strokes vrilh ihe birch. He heaid tW decisiaD 
quietly, and then turning to the Bench cdinly 
asked, ' Please may I have the gas ? ' " 

PorUnmM Eeen'mg Kem. 
After reading this dear old joke 
through twice Mr, Punch has come 
to the conclusion that after all he 
likes it better with the omall " m " 
for " magistrate." 
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THE WUECKER." 

["A s«-li(in of line iu KortL Wnles wns recently lield tip for five 
hotini ovrinfT to the body of n Sy hnvinf( inaulatpd wlint ahnuld Lavo 
been a eontact in the electrip-slBlT nppiirnliiB."] 
Wa3 I surprised to hear it? Not at all. 

Do I not know them well, these artful midgeta? 
And how to minetrels in the Muses' thrall 

They bring despair, the pestilential fidgets? 
Long ere you caused Rnnoy to Cymric guards, 

iKtng ere you chose, old hooligan, to nmftick, 
Had you not hurtled round the heads of bards 
And dislocated Heliconian traffic? 

Was it not you, one shining day lant June, 

You or some mate of yours, a smug-faced bully, 
That near my hapless brain began to croon, 

Just where the beetling brows grow soft and woolly? 
The world was robbed by that malign assault 

Of strains from out Pierian fountains trickling, 
Of songs descended from the starry vault — 

How could I write them, when you would keep 

Not mine to wonder then that yow should clog 

Electrio currents, or serenely wallow 
In all the vices of a railroad-hog. 

You that have tapped the temples of Apollo; 
How many a hne I cannot recollect 

Through your absurd behaviour now lies rusting? 
How many a train of fancy had you wrecked 

Before you took to loponiotive busting? 
Yes. even now, I hear your comrades hum ; 

Their wings are beating round my cranial turret : 



But, heaven be praised, the hours of winter come 
When heads are cool and insects cease to worrit ; 

The time is near when all your tribe shall sup 
Their latest draught of crime-inducing syrup. 

And none be left to hold our railways up. 
Or crack the mighty brains of men that chirrup. 



AERATED ENGLISH. 



A TECHNICAL illustrated monthly, "The Airship and 
Aeronautical Engineer," is shortly to appear, recording 
the progress of the world in all that appertains to 
" aerogation " (sic)- Interrogation we know, and 
supererogation we have heard of, but what is this latest 
claimant to the attention of Dr. MrRRAY? Truly the 
language of the upper strata, it this specimen gains 
currency, is passing beyond our ken and becoming too 
rarefied altogether. " To aviate " is nauseous enough, 
and "planing," in the atmospheric slang of country- 
house parties, is pretty bad; but we do draw the line at 
" aerogation." The purveyors of ethereal " shop " will 
shortly be weighing in with aerobats and airgineers, 
atmobuses and other horrific hybrids. The great tailor- 
ing firms are alreadi' designing aeroplane costumes, and 
soon it will be too late to protest. When the trade gets 
hold of the classical lexicons, beware of the con- 
sequences. 

"Mr. H. B. In-ing Wt niott presented tlinl vereion of " Hum lei " 
oiwnciHtpd wilh ihe nnnie ot his fnther. Mr. IrviiiR Rivrs u» n llalet 
who, Ihrnifili melnncholy, ix !«r trom insd. Muinlel, in Ihe hniiilH ol Mr. 
Irving, in tuned from, etc," — Yorkfliirv I'orl, 
This looks more like three versions. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff af Learned Clerks.) 
At first sight Mr. George Russeli. seems to be 
coming down in the world. A year ago he published 
a book entitled A Pocketful of Sixpences. His latest 
effort, issued by Grant Richards, is called Some Three- 
penny Bits. His threepenny bits are however equal in 
value to most couscurs' calf-crowns. Like the two volumes 
preceding, this latest is made up of brief chatty letters 
much too good to be buried id the columns of the news- 
paper in which they originally appeared. Mr. Russell 
holds all literature at his call. He has read everything, 
and, what is more rare, remembers it. Out of a rich 
well-ordered store, he at the proper moment recalls and 
drops in the right place an illuminating story or illus- 
tration. Any subject will serve — Brighton, Budgets, 
Bank Holiday, Black Rod, May Day, or Lords- 
Lieutenant. He chats about them nilh the absence of 
effort that seems so easy to acquire and yet to most of 

us is impossible. : 

As there is no 
reason why he 
should discon- 
tinue the series 
(there are Pennies, 
Halfpennies, 
and even Far- 
things still to be 
utilised as titles) 
it may be worth 
while to point out 
an unworthy little 
mannerism. 
When he quotes 
a sentence or a 
passage, he in- 
variably repeats 
the first word or 
two. For exam- 
ple: "'Christ- 
mas,' said Dr. 
Liddon, in one of 
his greatest ora- 
tions — 'Ch 



shees, blackthorns, and beggars, one seems to have 
stepped inadvertently into the old Adelphi. But one 
might do worse on an idle evening. 

It is no indictment of Mr. Tom Gali^h's The Lackey 
and the Lady (Hurst and Blacrett) to say that I have 
little desire to meet his characters in the flesh. For, 
although to spend a week-end with people like the 
Duncimans would bore me to tears, to read about them 
is instructive. Mr. Horace Dttnciman, the tyrannical 
head of the family, was a man of maxims, who regarded 
himself as a kind of provincial Providence. On the 
first page of the book he fires off the maxim " that the 
grand principle of life is that each nian shall know 
his place — and each woman, for the matter of that; 
moreover, that they shall keep those places," and, as 
ho Slid this "on every possible oecaaion," I don't 
wonder that his children rebelled. It is not, therefore, 
with their disobedience that 1 find fault, but with their 
way of showing it. They should, I think, have found 
less perilous methods of revolting from a preposterouii 
papa. For Miss 
Dunciman mar- 
ries the strong, 
forceful butler, 
white TonyDnnci- 
man con sol es him - 
self by wedding a 
barmaid. We bid 
farewell to the 
rebels as they i 
start to AustraliH / 
under the wing I 
of the forceful 
one. It is very 
satisfactory that 
,1fr. Dtinciman't 
main maxim 
should have been 
so badly spiked, 
but I cannot 
help feeling that 
it was a little 
hard upon 
Australia. 



A MUTUAL DISAPPOINTMENT. 

(Bting an unrecorded incident of tJia Age of C/iiHiirr/.) 



mas, if not the first,' " etc. " ' Closely akin,' as 
preachers say — ' closely akin,' the subject of Xmaa 
cards," etc. This repetition is not necessary, and in 
the course of a portly volume becomes irritating. 

It is customary for dramatic critics to inform the 
luckless author that his plot would make a better 
novel than it does a play; but Mr. Frankfort Moore 
has reversed the situation, for his novel, Love and 
the Interloper (Hutchik30N) would be more auc- 
cessful on boards theatrical than within those pro- 
vided by the bookbinder. It is, indeed, pure melo- 
drama, even to the hasty father, who exclaims, " I 
see it all now. Oh, but you were easily duped I " But 
the beautiful Irish heroine, as was right and proper, 
was not duped after all when she fell in love with the 
gamekeeper, who actually, of course, was not a game- 
keeper at all, but a real English Major who had been 
in real wars. There is also the heavy villain, a bogus 
Captain, who is naturally put to flight and ahame in 
the last chapter — or ia it the Fifth Act? — when all ends 
happily, and virtue triumphs. Though the scene is 
laid in Ireland, with the necessary machinery of ban- 



Plenty to puzzle, though nothing to trouble you, 

Everything kindly and* most of it gay. 
That 'a what you get in a story by W. 
W. J. 

Seagoing worthies, and longshoremen various. 

Humorous schemers tor numerous ends, 
Lovemakers turbulent, placid, hilarious — 
These are his friends. 

Jacobs I mean, of course — Jacobs the novelist; 

Such are a few of the folk at his call ; 
I couldn't write, jf you offered a bov., a list 
Showing them all. 

Salthaven (Metbuen) provides a main love affaiT 

Mixed with two others tied up in a knot; 
That 's, with the trimmings suggested above, a fair 
View of the plot. 

Slight? Well, it aeems bo, but often a definite 

Recipe seems quite insipidly tame 
Till it 'b made up with the hand of the chef in it ; 
This is the same. 
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THE EGOIST. 

Bo). ""E's ooT MT kite!" 



THE MODEL HOME. 

Ok, Love in a Cottaqe. 

TiMR was (when charming bungalows were scantj 

And bijou villas had not flecked the plains) 
1 dreamed of married bliBg inside a shantj, 
l*'or love is more than drains. 

I wooed a maiden then, tlie queen of mortals. 
But less inclined than 1 to laugh ut gold ; 

So,-Bincc it did not run to marble portals, 
Tlia banns were never told. 

Bnt now on every aide I note upsprin^ng 
Dolighttul cottages, like dwarf hotels, 

Where Amaryllis and her spouse are ringing 
Their own electric bells. 

Where luxury and cheapness go together, 
And up-to-date improvements blossom free: 

The walls are built to stand our island weather, 
The baths are h, and c, 

I note, 1 Bay, those nutshell Paradises, 
And, uot^iig, muse upon my-fitithless love; 

These little Edons might have solved the crisis 
Referred to up above. 

In some such home ahe might have lived contented 
To share {on gravel. spil) a pauper's lot; 

But as the pleasing type was not invented 
Our idyll went to pot. 



Nor am I certain, I who used to grovel, 
Licking her fairy footfit«ps like a cur. 

And picture heaven in a hut or hovel, 
Or anywhere with her — 

That I should find the prospect now so rosy, 
Not even if the maid were free to come 

And shrine her graceful presence in a cosy 
Detached Elysium. 

One grows more careful ; and these glorious mixtures 
Of cot and palace with their ten-foot drives — 

They have no charm included in the fixtures 
For making model wives. 



Following on the action of The Dailij Mail, which has 
recently cabled to Constantinople, guaranteeing on 
behalf of the British people that not a hair of Young 
Turkey's head shall be plucked, and has received iu 
answer the enthusiastic gratitude of the Ottoman 
Empire, it is reported that The Tooting Advertiser has 
sent a mei^sage in the following terms to the Grand 
Slamjack of Novi-Bazar : — " Tooting AdKcrtiaer, ns 
mouthpiece of great British Nation, bids you four 
nothing "; and tliat a correspondent has cabled to this 
effect: ■' A great demonstration of Novi-Bazarians hiiK 
been held outside the house of a British resident who is 
known to have once contributed a paragraph to The 
Tooting Advertiser; and for three hours the air was rent 
with rockets and cheers for Great Britain." 
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THE POLICE-COURT DICTIONARY. 



[The fallowing scene, hased on Miss PANKnuRST' ._ 
Ur. Li^ovd-Ueorqe bs to the meuuiDg of tb« pbrnse " lo niuli the Uouue 
of t^jmmOBB," iH liable lo occur at any time.] 

Suffragette (aciing as CoutiBel for her own defence). 
Is your name Hereeiit Hlkky AsQflTH'.' 

Witness. Yes, please. 

You are, I think, at present the so-called Prime 
Minister of England? — Yes, thank yon. 

Very well, then. Be so good as to answer my ques- 
tions briefly and orally. Have you read our latest 
handbill ? — I have glanced at it, but did not commit its 
contents to memory. 

Then 1 will read it to you. (heads.) "Men and 
brothers, come in your myriads to Parliament Square 
to-morrow evening after dark and help us to stamp on 
the police, overthi-ow the Liberal Party, make a clean 
sweep of AsQUiTn, annihilate the Cabinet, and blow up 
the House ot Commons." Now, how does that strike' 
you'.* — Rather forcibly. {Laughter.) 

Now let us take these phrases seriatim. First, " to 
stamp on the police." JJo j'ou keep a dictionary at 
home ? 

Witness (to Magistrate). Need I answer that question? 

Magistrate. 1 think you had better be quite frank. 

Witness. Well, then, I keep two: a Webster for the 
meaning of words, and a small handy one for spelling. 

fitiffragefte. If you consult your Webster you will 
find that the word " stamp " means " a mark set upon 
things chargeable with duty to Government." May not 
the police bo described as " things chargeable with duty 
to Government"? — Possibly; but that doesn't make 
the process of stamping loss painful. 

Kindly confine yourself to plain answers to my 
questions. I find that " to stamp " means " to imprint; 
as, to stamp virtuous principles on tlie_ heart." Now, 
taking the words " virtuous principles " as understood 
in our phrase " to stamp on the police," can you detect 
anything riotous in the invitation to conic and stamp 
virtuous principles on the police? — I should resent it if 
anyone tried the operation on me. 

I can well believe it would be a novel and shocking 
experience to you. [Laughter.) Now pass to the nest 
phrase — "overthrow the Liberal Party." Have you 
ever played cricket? — Not of recent years. I have taken 
to golf. 

Still you will not have forgotten thai the word " over- 
throw " means an action on the part ot a fielder 
which causes extra runs to accrue to the side that is in. 
Would your Party, who are at present in, object to any 
action which increased their score through nc merit of 
their own? — On the contrary we want alt the runs we 
can get. But wasn't your " overthrow " more of a verb 
than a noun? 

J>on't quibble. Now look at the next phrase — " make 
a clean sweep of AsQl'iTn." Are you prepared to deny 
that a "sweep" is one who brushes the chimney 
and so purifies the hearth? — No, but I only speak from 
hearsay. 

And is it not among your duties as Prime Minister to 
help to purify the national hearth? — That is, I believe, 
the idea. 

Then, morally speaking, you are a swecji? (Laughter.) 
— Not BO black, I hope, as I am painted. (Renewed 
laughter.) 

JBut if we made « clean sweep ot you this would 
remove the chief blemish in your calling as a sweep? — 
Yes; but I should want sott-eoap, and you mustn't scrub 



too hard. (Laughter, accompanied by clicks from news- 
paper cameras.) 

Very well, then. I now come to the phrase — " anni- 
hilate the Cabinet." What do you understand by the 
word " annihilate "? — To reduce to nothing. * 

Higbt first time. ' But suppose we are dealing with 
nonentities ? Is it possible to reduce nothing to nothing ? 
— It is certainly unusual. 

I must trouble you to say Yes or No.— No. 

Then to invite the public to " annihilate the 
Cabinet " was to ask an impossibility— always a harm- 
less thing to do. And so we come to the final phrase — 
" blow up the Houses of Commons." Now I find in my 
lexicon that " to blow up " means " to scold violently." 
Is it your experience that hard words ever broke any 
bones? — I have never personally had any success 
that way. 

Very well, then. A second meaning is " to fill 
with air." Would it in your opinion be likely to lead to 
a disturbance ot the pence if an attempt were made to 
give the House of Commons a better, ventilation ? — Some 
ot the more elderly Members might complain of the 
draught. 

We could give them shawls in exchange for votes. 
(Loud laughter.) A third meaning is " to inflate, to 
puff up; as, to blow up one with flattcTy." Have you 
never heard of this being done by Members of Parlia- 
ment to one another, or even to themselves? — I must 
have notice ot that question. 

I will trouble you, finally, with one more dictionary 
interpretation ot the words " to blow up." They may 
mean " to raise into the air," that is, to lift above the / 
level of earth into a purer atmosphere. In the case f 
of the Commons would this require violence? — I am ot 
that opinion. 

But not necessarily physical violence? — No, spiritual 
pressure might do it ; but it would have to be violent. 

Thank you, Mr. AsQurrii, that will do. You may 
stand down, 0. S. 

[Note. — An impressionist rci>ort of the recent Bow 
Street proceedings, by a Correspondent who was unable 
to be present, appears on page 322.] 



MY WOODCOCK. 
I SToon in tlie ride, and the glamour 

Ot Autumn was gold on the trees, 
While the far-away beaters' faint clamour 

Was borne on the whispering breeze, 
When the voices that came through the cover 

With the tapping of stick ujwn stock 
Rang out with a roar — " Woodcock over ! 

Cock forward! Mark cock I " 
Like a weather-stained leaf that is lifted 

When March is in maddest of moods, 
Through the tops ot the beeches he drifted, 

A little brown ghost of the woods ; 
Bombarded with passionate vigour, 

He lazily dodged down the line, 
.\nd I knew, as I pressed on the trigger, 

I linew he was mine ! 
My bright locks may fade and grow duller. 

My keen glance may weaken, but still 
I shall see the soft pinion's warm colour. 

The length of that insolent bill ; 
And, till Age leaves me withered and one-eyed 

At the ultimate end ot my rood, 
I shall hear the olick-click of the gun I 'd 
Omitted to load I 
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THE WASTERS. 

Perhaps I am over-thrifty — I can't 
tay. But there are times when I 
cannot bear the prodigality of our 
authors. 

Take this ease. Thousands, per- 
haps, might pasB it unmoved, withers 
UQwnmg; but wherever it crops up I 
find myself in affliction over it. You 
know the incident. It ia where the 
heroine, being in possession of cer- 
tain gold that has a curse attached 
to it, or some rare jewels that have 
apparently brought ill-luck, flings it 
or them into the deep lake or river to 
moonlight effects and a pic an of 
approbation on the part of the lover. 
Ah thus : 

" She took the sparkling gems in 
her hand, regarding curiously their 
beauty and seeming innocence; then 
she leaned over the high parapet and 
dropped them through her fingers 
into the silent waters beneath." 

ifter which the pair of them go 
home with a load off their minds. 
They are also rather puffed up at 



having done a courageous thing. 
But would not a better way have 
been to sell those jewels and devote 
tlicir value to sonic charitable u 
convert them — htcrally, the evil 
tilings! — and get them into the way 
of doing good? I hate to think of 
all that treasure lying idle in the lake 
or river; and there will perhaps come 
a day when they will both regret 
their sacrifice — a day when they 
would be rather glad of the stuff for 
themselves, and when their minds 
are not in quite such accord over the 
disposal of it. He will recollect that 
it was hrr light-hearted idea chucking 
good money away, while she will 
remind him that he. and he alone, 
suggested the very manner of its dis- 
position. 

There is, however, a more trifling 
matter than this which yet disturbs 
my equipoise to an even greater 
degree. As a boy I was still more 
strongly affected by it than I am 
to-day. It is where, after the receipt 
of ill news, or the frustration of some 
high hope, the heroine leaves a mcni 



untouched — tea, of all things ! 1 
can see the tray temptingly set 
forth — hot buttered toast, bread-and- 
butter, clean, cheerful crockery, and 
fragrant tea; but my lady has nc 
appetite, and either struggles with 
half a slice of thin bread-and-butter, 
or pushes away the whole thing in- 
tact. The reader has to sit there 
helpless and sec it all spoiling. Hot 
buttered toast! What calamity on 
narth can justify the rejection- of hot 
buttered toast? Meat, vegetables— 
ah, that 's another matter. There 
are many times when the sight, or 
even the thought, of such is abhorrent. 
I could see a dinner-tray being left 
untouched and not turn a hair. But 
tea — refreshing tea. And thin bread- 
and-butter. And toast — hot buttered 
toast. I lose sympathy at once. 
The next page — nay, the very next 
paragraph — may palpitate with mys- 
tery and emotion, but only with diffi- 
culty can I force my eyes to pursue 
the printed words. In spirit I am 
dallying with the despised toast and 
the thin bread-and-butter; mentally 



312 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 



[OcioBEn 28, 1908. 



I am stirring the hot, fragrant tea or 
fondling the teapot. 

I hear the villain creeping up the 
stair; in a vaguer souse I hear the 
awful onward march of Fate ; but I 
aro uoshalien. I am tbirdfing of that 
toast. What are the footsteps of 
Fate to me? I want to hear the 
footsteps of Makv Ann ooming to 
euve the ruins. If I cannot have the 
repast myself, at least JIahv A\n 
nught be allowed to come and fetoh 
it before it is alt cold and hopcieusly 
indigestible. 

Can it bo that authoi-s themselves 
arc indifferent to the claims of tea 
and toast? Or arc they particularly 
Bonsitive to them, and does a canker- 
ing self-interest lie at the root of their 
behaviour in this matter? Do they, 
for iiiHtance, hazily iiiiagine that in 
ixime future lite all the delectable 
platefuls and uupfuls that have been 
spumed in their pages will fall to 
their lot as author's perquisites? 
But I can hardly credit Uiem with 
so fanciful a folly as that; and in 
any case tea should not be allowed to 
stand, and buttered - toast wants 
eating hot. 



HOW TO EMPLOY THE 
UN EMPLOYABLES. 

Interesting Suggestions. 
Silt William Graxtham's proposal 
that v-'ork should be found for the 
u'lifinployed by planting the useless 
land belonging to the Government 
near Broadmoor with fir trees, to 
be made into railway sleepers when 
big enough, has prompted a host 
of correspondents to favour us with 
similar suggestions for the relief and 
employment of the unemployables. 
A selection from their fetters is now 
placed before our readers : — 

A Boon to Tueatrical Managers. 
Dear Sir, — I believe there is no 
doubt that, with some exceptions, the 
theatres are not Join g as well as their 
lessees and managers would lilte. 
Surely this state of affairs affords 
fruitful scope for dealing with the 
unemployable element by utilizing 
this class of " out-of-worlts " as dead- 
heads on a large scale. I am em- 
boldened to put forward this sugges- 
tion by the facts that Mr. Snowdetj, 
M.P., in commenting on Mr. Victor 
Grayson's conduct in the House of 
Commons, laid special stress on its 
theatricality, and that Mr. G. B. 
SiiAW has boldly taken his stand on 
Mr. Grayson's side. Would it not 
be possible for Mr. Shaw to give a 



scries of performances of his plays in 
which the leading parts were assigned 
to Mr. Grayson, Mr. Gray and othbr 
prominent leaders, while the rank 
and file were admitted to the stalls 
and boxes? Youra faithfullyj _„. 
Common Sense. ■ 
The Arcade, Ptxbles, N.B. 

Road Hogs ano the Unemployable^. 

Dear Sir,^As the number of 
motor accidents is steadily increas- 
ing, it seems to me that the leading 
automobile organizations, would be 
doing a great public service if they 
utilised thfe'g'eryices of the unemploy- 
ables, to remOT^, or render, first aid 
to tltff.yietiins. tllong the liipst. fre- 
quented thoroughfares', such as the 
Brighton and Portsmouth roads. - If 
they were stationed at' intervals of 
t«i yards along the first-named road, 
occupation would be found for no 
fewer than 8,800 persons. 

Youre faithfully, 
ExpEKTO Chede. 

Mohc Uraiigr, Horlcy. 

How TO Save Eton, 
Dear Sib, — There are, in round 
numbers, some 1,100 boys at Eton, 
our premier public schoolj but, un- 
less I am greatly mistaken, there are 
not more than_ seventy masters to 
instruct the pick, the flower, the 
creinc'de-la-crime of British and 
J uda-o- British jouth. This is not as 
it -should be. The science of pWda- 
gogica teaches us that individual 
attention .is of paramount importance 
hi higher education. The true ideal 
cliould be one boy one master. I 
therefore suggest that the teaching 
staff of Eton should be at once sup- 
plemented by one thousand of the 
unemployables, whoso special func- 
tion should be to instruct their young 
charges in the beauties of the simple 
life, of strenuous thinking and con- 
templative quietism*.-.-' England is 
being ruined, by -,tlie nervous ex- 
haustion produced by the cult of 
hustle. What.we need to restore the 
balance is a little mOfe of the sweet 
reasonableness of the Weary. Willie. 
Yours faithfully, 

Uther Pupe. 
Pimpernel Lodge, Suiton. 

A Hint to Editors. 
Dear Sir, — The problem of the 
unemployables ia serious but not des- 
perate. Pei'sonally I am convinced 
that it can be solved on the following 
lines. The output of novels during 
the last week has beeii so enormous 
that a newspaper friend of mine tells 
me that the floor of his editor's 
sanctum has given way beneath their 



superincumbent bulk, while his 
literary staff is totally inadequate to 
cope with their. numbers. I suggest, 
therefore, that all the leading papers 
during the winter publishing sea:«on 
sfiould give at least temporary work 
as novel -reviewers to those members 
of the non-working' classes who are 
incapable of sustained manual labour. 
Faithfully yours, 

TaKLEY BlNDELLS, M..\ 

The ULelligs, Maida Vale. 



MORE EDITORIAL CHANGES. 

The announcement that Mr. 
ttoosEVELT, on leaving the White 
House, will undertake the editorship 
of The Outlook (U.S.A.), at a salary 
of mfiOO a year, has, naturally 
enough, excited considerable en^y 
amongst othe^^ potentates and princes- 

Thus wo understand that Kiijg 
Peter of Servia has communicatC'd 
with his distinguished namesake, Mr. 
Peter Keary, with a view to ascer- 
tain whether, in the event of his 
abdication, there would be any room 
for him on the staff of Pearson's 
]\\ekhj. 

The TsAK OF BussjA, so we are 
credibly informed, has offered to 
act as Bussian correspondent for The 
Skibberccn Eagle, at the modest 
salary of £250 a month, a request 
which is receiving the attention of 
the executive of the National 
Directory in Dublin. 

The St'LTAN OF Turkey, whose 
anxiety as to his future is by no 
mcau:^ reassured, has, we are told on 
good authority, approached the pro- 
prietoi-s of The Poulterers' Omettc in 
the hope of securing a remunerative 
appointment on the staff of that well- 
known and influential journal, should 
his position at Yildiz Kiosk become 
untenable. 

The SuLTAK OF Morocco has, ac- 
cording to trustw-orthy accounts, ap- 
plied for the post of dramatic critic 
to The Leuthcrsellers' Journal, at a 
purely nominal salary. 

In this context we may note that 
Mr. Gkayson, M.P., who has 
recently been appointed joint editor 
of The New Age, declines to corro- 
borate the report that, on his leading 
the Board of Trade, Mr. Winston 
Churchill will join the staff as leader- 
writer with a salary of £200 a week. 



The nomination of Miss Dove for 
the Mayoralty of High Wycombe is 
to be signalised by a new grand serial 
in one of our leading halfpennies, en- 
titled The Dove in the Mare't Kf j(. 
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THE BOOK OF THE MOMENT. 

I FOUND it, on my return from 
holiday-making, amongst a score ot 
othon, review copies mostly, that 
awaited me upon my study table. 
If, then, I select this modest and 
slender little volume from among its 
cempanions for detailed notice, it is 
a proof that its appeal, to me 
tainly, was more direct and imm 
ate than theirs. And this very 
quahty is eurely one of the primary 
testa of literature. 

Id format it was, as I have hinted, 
unpretentious. Small octavo would, 
I believe, be the technical descrip- 
tion, simply yet tastefully bound in 
cream parchment {or is it buckram ?) 
without lettering. These, however, 
after all, are mere e."cternals. It was 
that within which claimed my atten- 
tion, and of which I wish to speak 
now. The record of little more than 
a year (though this in Itself is nothing, 
since an entire novel can be written 
about Three Weeks), in a style re- 
strained and austere to the verge of 
curtness, it unfolds a history of 1 
temporary life such as I have seldom, 
known to be equalled, cither for its 
firm grasp of essential facts, or cor- 
responding disregard of mere bccch- 
sories. Not a hnc of description is 
to be found from beginning to end of 
the book; weather and scenery are 
alike ignored ; yet by a single touch 
— a more word, perhaps, or a name, 
even the title of a commercial firm — 
the anonymous writer can bring be- 
fore mo tbo seasons and their chang- 
ing attributes with r. vivid realism 
for which Hardy or Meredith might 
Strive in vain. 

One is tempted to quote. That 
fine passage, tor example, beginning 
— " March 12th. Motor Co., £350 " 
— there is all the spring in this, 
cleansing winds, and the ealt of the 
open road. And then, almost imme- 
diately below, comes a nnme that I 
recall as that of the chairman of s 
bench of rustic Shallows, and at- 
tached to it the significant figures 
jE'I 6s. 8d. A whole tragedy in 
two lines. What reticence, yet 
what superb mastery of medi 
.\ud these are only two instances 
ot many. 

Ot the ethical value of the book it 
would be almost impossible to siioak 
too highly. Though, in common 
with other genre studies of a similar 
type, it contains little actual plot, the 
motive of the whole I take to be 
expressed, clearly enough, in the form 
of a tremendous contrast or parallel 
between the two great attributes of 
human existence — receptivity and 
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di.stributiveness, the capacities, in- 
herent in every one of us, of taking 
in and giving out. It is in this con- 
trast that the great interest of the 
work lies. Thus, on the one side we 
have the radiant opening, due in part 
to the influence of heredity, by which 
a man may start with all the possi- 
bilities of future greatness already, 
BO to speak, in hand; on the other, 
the corroding influences of everyday 
lite, the output of energy wastefully 
exhausted in the combat with the 
crowd. 

Nor is this the only message of the 
book. Not even in Ibsen's Peer 
Qynt does the idea of Self assume 
greater prominence. It is indeed this 
theme, again and again repeated, that 
forms the burden of one side — the 



least pleasant — of the parallel, and 
is responsible in great measure for 
that final want of balance that brings 
about the tragic denouement. This 
last, however unexpected (and, for 
my own part, up to within a few 
lines of it I had lieen confident of a 
happy ending), is indicated with a 
pitiless logic that constrains the 
reader's unwilling belief. Some 
might coll the climax overdrawn; it 
is at least seen, on retrospection, to 
have been inevitable. In short, a 
powerful and undeniably interesting 
little book, a copy of which would 
form an ideal Christmas or wedding 
present. I should mention that it 
came to me enclosed in a blue 
envelope, with my banker's compli- 
ments. 
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DISCUR8I0NS. 

Ms. Mobeely's Auazemekt. 
" I MET old MosEBLY the other day " — it was the pale 
youDg fltockjobber who apoke — " and he gave me a fair 
eye-opener. You know tne rDaa 1 mean, a pompous old 
chap with a reddish face and a shiny baid head, any 
amount ol corporation and heavy gold watch-chain laid 
across it. Uses long .words and gets bis eentencee 
finished. He 'a oo end of a terror on this line — always 
keeps the guards and porters in order and writes to the 
papers if the train 's fate. He 's awfully down on the 
youngsters, too — seems to think they 've no businesa to 
be young, you know, and all that. He 's the fellow who 
said the young men of the present day bad lost all 
capacity for veneration and were rapidly becoming 
public dangers owing to their slang esiA their habits of 
extravagant dissipation. He s&M it at a big public 
dinner, and, I tell you, it made 'em all sit up. 



" Well, I *aw him the other day, and I got a regular 
shock. He looked as if he 'd had a puncture, all.loose 
and flabby, and the colour gone out of him. I saw he 
wanted to tell me something, bo 1 made it easy for him ; 
looked kind and comforting and drew him out. ' Look 
here, Mobeblt,' I said, ' there 'b no one else in the 
carriage. You make a clean breast of it, my boy. 1 
don't care how bad it is; mum's the word with- me 
when a pal 's up the spout. It 'II do you good to talk a 
bit ; any one can see that. Murder or forgery or bigamy, 
it 's all one to me. I shouldn't mind if you 'A been 
carrying a banner in a Suffragette procession or spouting 
against the police in Trafalgar Square.' 



" What with one joke or another I got him to talk at 
last, but ittook a long time. At first he just stared over 
my head and kept saying 'They took me away.' He 
said it over and over again in a very indignant way till 
1 couldn't stand it wiy more. I told him I 'd stop the 
train and have the guard in if he didn't get on with it. 
' Who took you away? ' I said, ' and why did they take 
you ? Why should anybody want to take a harmless old 
buffer like you ? ' This sort of stirred him up and he 
gave me the story. 

" He said it all happened when be was in his smoking- 
room after dinner one day a week or so back. He was 
just thinking of Ughting up one of his best Cabanas 
when somebody got hold of his hair — he hasn't got any 
on top, you know; only tufts and fringes at the sides 
and back — and pulled like winking, and when he tried 
to shout he couldn't. Then he looked round and found 
be wasn't in his smoking-room at all, but in a garden 
behind a clump of trees with a couple of little boys in 
knickerbockers. One of the nippers had got a bit of 
cane, and the other had rolled up a piece of brown paper, 
and thev 'd set 'em alight, and there they were puffing 
away like mad. They didn't seem to see Moberly, 
which was lucky, for he 'a a tiger on boys smoking — gave 
his own youngster on awful gruelling a short time back 
for bagging cigarettes — and he couldn't call out or do 
anything : just had to look on and see the little beggars 
blowing it out like chimneys. They grinned at Srst, 
and seemed to hke it, but soon they got green, and — 
well, you know how that sort of thing always en^. 



" But the worst of it was, Moberly said, that he was 



sure he 'd seen those two boys before, but he couldn't 
moke out where. iThey were ordinary boya, with dirty 
hands and all that, but he knew he 'd met 'em some- 
where. Then one of the boys turned round and 
Mobebly saw a patch on the seat of his knickers and he 
remembered lie 'd once had a patch like that himself, 
and then he got another tug on the hair and they took 
him away again. 



" This time, fae said, they took him to a funny 
old ramshackle room, and be recognised it as hJs 
own room in All Saints' College, Cambridge. But 
it couldn't really be that, fae said, because it 's been 
pulled down. Anyhow, there were a lot ol under- 
graduates there, sitting round a table, and they were 
going at one another to drink bumpers about something. 
One of 'em was a tidy young chap with any amount of 
crispy curls on hia head, and he was standing up and 
making a speech, and chucking nuts at the other chaps 
and laughing; and at last he upped with a tumbler of 
fizz and tossed the whole of it oS. Moberly said it was 
the most shameful thing he ever saw. It wasn't their 
own money, he said, but that of their poor parents. 
Then they got noisier and noider, and at last a queer 
old woman with a bonnet on her head come rushing in 
and Sfud the Junior Bean, or something of that sort, 
was outside, and then the whole thing just faded away, 
and they gave him another tug and he was back in his 
own smokmg-room. 



" It didn't seem much of a story, did it? But it had 
given him the knock and no mistake. The trouble was 
that he 'd once bad a patch on his knickers like the 
little boy's patch; and when he was at Cambridge he 
was always called 'Curls.' Still, I can't believe old 
MoBBRLV ever smoked a bit of brown paper or drank a 
bumper of fizz. Anyhow, it 's a queer world, and it 's 
a good thing we 're not all like Moberly." 



IN A TRANSITIVE SENSE. 

ScoBNiNO the savour of my bumble grill, 

I entered where the flower of London dines. 
And ordered sumptuous meats and luscious wini 

And swallowed, like a duke, my lordly fill : 

So did I purr oonteutedly, but still 

Found room to taste the peaches and the pines. 
And then, refiectiug that I 'd cast my lines 

In pleasant places, waited for the bill. 

It was the ohiefest waiter of the lot 
Who deigned to hand it me without a blush ; 
I read it, gasped, and counted out the cash, 
Then swiftly in one agonising flash 

I realised whot Cbristabel does not — 
The active meaning of the verb " to rush " I 



" Hme. Melfaa, irho is now in Aastnlis, ia the prime morer in m new 
fbtiiicial corporttien." — DaUy MaU, Oct 22. 
" One of Ihe chief eveDls of the mneit^ season in ICanchealn- wiD be 

the appearance of Madame Uelba to-morrow." — DaUy Mail, Oct 23. 

This should surely bo a record passage. 



"Mr CuBiTS iJi TBK AiTB tsD CivtuOTS. By A. F. Hchhest." 

The Timet LiUrarg SupfUmetit. 
Suggested sub-title: " An Hour by the Beautiful Block 
Sea or Lovely Lucerne for aiz-and-eightpence. " 
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CHARrVARIA. 

Baron Marschall von Bieber- 
STEiN, tlio German Ambassador at 
Coast aalinople, has complained to 
tlie Porte of an article in tne Kalem, 
the Turkish Ptinch, disparaging the 
German Emperor, and has demanded 
that legal proceedings be instituted 
against the editor. How fortunate 
that the English Kalem has been uni- 
formly respectful to His Imperial 
Majesty ! 

The natives, we read, observed the 
third anniversary of the partition ol 
Bengal as a day of mourning, discard- 
ing their olothes. The dii»ky races 
have, of course, a peculiar advantage 
in the matter of mourning, which 
is so expensive over here. They 
simply doff their clothes, ond there 
they are. 

Kir. Grayson has made it clear 
that he does not intend tc apologise, 
and this moans that the House of 
Commons will be deprived of his ser- 
vices for the rest of the Session. 
Mr. Grayson considers, however, 
that the punishment ie no more 
severe than the House deserves. 



The latest rumour about the 
ELKiNS'ABRtizzt affair is that the 
lady's father has consented to the 
matoh Bubject to the royal bride- 
groom's agreeing to change his name 
to the Buke of Elkins. 



feature of the Statistics 
as to Old Age Pensions issued last 
week is the enormous number of 
applicants from Ireland. This is said 
to be due to the fact that in tlie 
Bistressful Country one becomes old 
more quickly than in other parts of 
the British Isles. 

Mention of Old Age Pensions re- 
minds us that the kindly editor of 
a certain comic paper is said to have 
returned on ancient and much re- 
spected joke to a contributor the 
other day with a polite note and a 
P.O. for five shillings. 

Mr. Haldane has stated that the 
average annual cost of a cavalryman is 
£61 17«. 2(J., and of an infantryman 
£S7 Os. id. Now that the capitalised 
value of our soldiers can be reckoned, 
many little serrant-girls have, already' 
started saving up to buy one os a 
keep-sake. 



" I do not want the public to 
think that the British Army h going 
down," said our War Minister at 
Caterham. It certainly seems to ex- 
perience some difficulty in keeping 
up, to judge by what happened to 
our Airship and our Aeroplane. 

The directors ot*the Theatre Eoyal, 
Drury Lane, announce in their 
annual report a profit of £20,651 for 
the past year. £10,000 of this has 
been put to reserve, and it is hoped 
that ttiey will be able with this sum 
to lay down a better lot of pheasants 
for next year's warm comer. 

The managers of the Waldorf- 
Astoria Hotel, New York, have set 
apart a suite of rooms for use us an 
emergency hospital. It is thought 
that this will attract many wealthy 
diners who have hitherto been afraid 
to eat too much. 

Last week an accused man boasted 
to the magistrate that when he was 
in prison he wrote 158 poems. A 
Maddening feature of our police courts 
is the number of individuals they 
reveal who appear to be dead to all 
sense of ehame. 
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A CHOICE OF EVIU. 

Lines leritUii he/ort the preaeat fotd. 

[A ruris Tind h iKBDing cards (o be worn in the butlon-faole bearing 

}ii8 inHL-rijiliou : '* 1 am very noti, tliaulc yon. 1 am fully avBre of tbe 

ilulF ot tlie vrpnlhrr, uiid bavc heard all the latest iicus."] 

■■ How ai-e you? " " Back again from gay Paree? " 

'■ Amazing weather for the time of yeatl " 
" Been lately to the play? Seen Beekbohm Tree? 
l-'itie !ii>ectacle t " " Hear Jones is made a peer? " 

" Another heat-wave — what? 
Astounding for October, is it not? " 

How long have 1 endured these Bcores and scores 

Of commonplaces, obvious, trite and vain. 
How long have suffered — far from gladly — bores 

At luncheon, dinner, in the club and train 1 
How often hftvo I prayed 

To hear no more of Tariffs or Free Trade 1 
Judge, then, what gladness gurgled in my throat 

When 1 obtained this cardlet for a sou 
And stuck it on the hipel of my coat. 

Henceforth all commonplace must be taboo. 
Nor should I waste my time 

With stuB that 's neither witty nor sublime. 

No more I 'd be a bather from the beach 
Who, ero ho swims, must wade through tediouBslioals; 

But, leaping from some eminence, I 'd reach 
At one swift plunge the depths of kindred souls, 

And in a moment glean 
From their dark caverns gems of ray serene. 



Heart beating gaily, expectation high, 
I sallied forth, my cardlet on my breast. 

Now shall I hear pure wisdom, fancied I, 
Truth of grave import or some matchless jest; 

Now shall I never know 
Aught but the soul of wit, the dazzling mot. 

Vain fancies I Idle visionary views ! 

I soon discovered thatwheni had barred 
My health, the weather and the latest news 

Men left me all alone with my poor card. 
Deprive our human brains 

Of humble commonplace, and what remains? 



Ib the Bace Deeenerating ? 
lb ago a loDg re- 1 radish readied as Irom a render of 

if a carrot,"— J mail! ur Gardraiiig. 



" Ir a uioiueiit of furgcl fulness, the envelope found its way iDto a 
dustbin."- Itaily Chronicle. 

Instead of going straight off to Leamington as directed. 
Luckily, it was able to give its name and address to a 
policeman before losing 



" He nished ibat tbe greatest need of proeperity nould be theirs 
during tliat winter course of lectures, and that they mii^bt be foUoKed 
by many other turws in tbe future. (A pplauBe.) "— Tjigh Chronicle. 

Those misprints seem a little thing to the compositor at 
the time, but they cau give quite a different shade of 
meaning to the simplest speech. 
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MUTUAL AID. 



Dhejiployed. "NOT MUCH DOIN' 1'^ YOUR UNE, GUVNOll? WELL, DON'T LOSE 'EART. ME 
AND MY MATES WE COT SOME TIME ON OOK 'ANDS AND WE'LL 'ELP YOU THROUGH 
THE WINTER." 

SiMOEjjrr HiLDiKE. " CAPrrAL ! BUT DON'T GIVE ME AWAY. I 'M SUPrOSED TO BE HELPING 

rot;.'" 



y Google 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ElTHlCTED rwm TUB DliEI Ot TOBT, M.P. 

Houso of Commo7is, Monday, 
October 19th. — One hundred and 
fifteen questions on the printed paper. 
Of the first fourteen exactly one-half 
stand in name of " Maqnall's 
QuKSTioss " AsHLEV. That only half 
the story. In no conceivable circum- 
stances touching any topic under the 
sun does M. Q. accept Minister 'b 
reply as paynaent in full. Always 
puts supplementary ioterrogati 
sometimes two or more. 

During Mr, Gully's Speakership 
this little diversion would have 
been impossible. Amiable in itself 
it ia a little disheartening to the rest 
of six himdred and seventy Mem- 
bers who also want to know a thing 
or two, and, coming low down on the 
list, lind Question time is over before 
their name is called on, Mr, Low- 
thek's predecessor in the chair took 
the view that, in accordance with 
Standing Orders, a Member desiring to 
cross-e\amine a Minister must give 
due notice. Of course occasion may 
arise when supplementary question is 
necessary, at least excusable. Con- 
stant habit of putting such questions 
is an evasion of the Standing Order, 
which occasionally leads to heat<:d 
discussion and angry scenes. 

This afternoon, for example, de- 
bate extending over several minutes 
was permitted consequent on ques- 
tion addressed to Postmaster-Genera) 
relative to telephone service. At a 
quarter to four, when process, of 
enquiry was cut short by what in 
debate on Licensing Bill is known as 
the time Hmit, whilst at least one 
hundred and &fteeu questions had 
been put and answered, nearly one- 
half of those framed in accordance 
with Standing Orders and printed on 
paper wore not reached. 

Effect of this irregularity on elderly 
gentleman in Strangers' Gallery de- 
plorable. Sat mute during opening 
stage of Committee on Children's 
Charter, deliberating over the Mother 
of Parhament's methods of doing 
business. House cleared for division. 
Members strolling back to places. 
Could bear the strain no longei-. 

" Gentlemen," he observed, rising 
to his feet, flinging back a mane of 
unkempt hair, and gently waving a 
bundle of paper held in his hand, 
" I have hero a petition which 1 have 
presented to the PuiME Minister, 
and," he continued, beaming geni- 
ally on the crowd of upturned faces, 
" I should like you to read it." 

This the exordium ol what prom- 
ised to be a long and interesting 



"TbAFALOIB Diy" 18 BOMF. TEi 

(Dedicalod to IboHO, in and out o 
speech. Before the stranger could 
continue, the attendant seated at 
top of gangway stairs was upon 
hhn. Sark tells mo that recent 
incidents in the House have led to 
institution of new exercise for the 
Messengers. It is known as the 
hop-step-skip movement. Prizes are 
given to the Messenger who from 
any given quarter, whether at the 
doorway or in Strangers' Gallery, 
can with greatest swiftness and surest 
precision execute the movement so 
as to descend exactly within grasp of 
any stranger, male or female, pre-i 
suming to usurp privileges of Mem- 
bers who have exclusive right to 
address the Chair, 

Gallery Messenger did the trick 
& mcrveille. The elderly stranger 



i Parliament, ubom ibo cap fits.) 
was collared simultaneously with 
arrival at full-stop of first sentence. 
Had just time to exclaim, " Here it 
is," and fling the petition on to floor 
to bo scrambled for by hon. Mem- 
bers when he was led forth. 

"It's a good scheme," he confi- 
dentially assured the House as he 
disappeared through the Gallery 
door; " much better than talk about 
cigarettes." 

Bumiess done. — Children's Charter 
read a third time amid general cou- 
grattdation. 

Tuesday. — Quite affecting scene at 
opening oi Sitting. It appears that 
War Office is about to acquire in 
neighbourhood of Salisbury Plain 
land for building artillery range. Time 
was during exiatence oi late Oovern- 
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ment when Salisbury Plain, the 
purchaee of land thereabout, and the 
erection of costly buildings for War 
Office purposes were taboo. In St. 
John Brodrick's day, with St. 
Michael and Ai-l Anoels Chan- 
cellor of Exchequer, it was the 
Liberals who wanted to know all 
about expenditure of public money 
in this quarter. A great deal hap- 
pened since then. Incidents remem- 
bered only by old Members, ol whom 
few leaven present House. So 
Walter Losq comes up fresh and 
early with mitrailleuse discharge of 
Questions. 

"Hit high or hit low, I cannot 
please you," moaned Napoleon 
Bonaparte Haldaxe, giving impa- 
tient touch to Imperial curl on iiis 
massive brow, " I am blamed at 
one moment for not going fast 
enough to complete efficient training 
of Territorial forces, and when I 
move I am pulled up." 
It was here Goulding interposed, 
" Is tho right hon. gentleman 
aware," ho asked in voice that only 
half controlled a sob, "that great 
distress exists among aged agricul- 
tural labourers who nave lost their 
avocation by reason of this purchase 
and ' are at the present time in 
want? " 

Here was N. B, Haldase's oppor- 
tunity. Dashed in with the quick- 
ness and force that flashed under the 
sun at Austerlitz. 

" The hon. Member," he said, 
a little mixed. The project has not 
yet been carried out." 

This rather a nasty one for fli 
gushing GoL'LDiNo. Members sitting 
near him, moved by his lightly- 
touched but vivid picture of aged 
agriculturists in smock-frocks (prob- 
ably carrying crooks), seated by tho 
roadside looking with dimmed eyes 
on their cottages levelled, their 
holdings seized by a ruthless War 
■Minister, were led into backing him 
up with angry cheer directed at 
Treasury Bench. Now it turned out 
that War Office was not yet in pos- 
session of land, and that Goulding's 
touching picture was a work ot fancy. 
Incident led to marked coolness be- 
tween hon. Member and his friends, 
which has not yet thawed. 

BiigincM done. — Getting on 
quickly, if not merrilj', with Licens- 
ing Bill in Committee. 

Wcdiieaday. — When Premier rose 
to make statement on question ot 
Unemployed, House presented ap- 
pearance seen only some half-dozen 
times in course of Session. Was 
thronged from floor to topmost line 
of benches in Strangers' Gallery, 



"The Ocsmsn Goui.dino" 
{Mr. E. Oonlding, M.P. (or Worcester). 
Through the forty minutes' speech 
osceptionally long for a master of 
brevity, a crowd ot Members stood at 
the Bar. Every bench on floor occu- 
pied, others sat in the gangways, on 
the steps of the Throne, or flocked to 
side galleries looking down on' ani- 
mated scene. 

AsQuiTn at his best on such 
occosions. No one better than he 
can make devious paths straight or 
obscure places blight as day. Neither 
halted for exordium nor lingered for 



peroration. Just pegged away, ex- 
pounding an intricate plan bristling 
with detail in manner that made its 
purpose plain. 

Of course the Labour Members 
want more, whilst the section of the 
Party represented by Keir Hardie 
and Will Trorne are not disposed, 

I tor tho welfare ot the Unem- 
ployed, to lend a hand to any Kork 
« ith which John Bubss is concemeil. 
To their mind nothing good can come 
out of the Nazareth of the Locsl 

■crnment Board under adminis- 
tration of a former comrade who in 
respect ot wages formerly Blood on 
their level, but now draws £2,000 a 
year, is dubbed Right Honourable, 

been known to spend a week-end 
at Sandringham, and really ifin't b 
bit better than they. Taken toKcthei, 
these constitute an unpardonabli^ ho. 
House generally recognises in pro- 
posals a level-headed businesshkf 
scheme, in which the ta.'i-payn 

^rs minimum ot exaction, and 
the honest workman is treed (mm 
legradation ot eleemoBynai-y aid. He 
gives a day's labour and receives i 
day's full pay, whilst concurrenfl; 
work at tho naval dockyards is hi.< 
tened forward and N. B. Hald»«i 
beholds in siglit the fulfilment of fc\ 
plan for the organization ot a speciiJ 
reserve twenty-four thousand strong. 
Nor is the scheme without that 
touch of poetry which, whilst a* 
indispensable, is alluring. Comes 
along the Posthaste r-Gekebal, bub- 
bling with generosity, bureting with 
opulence, promising employment at 
Christmas time for eight thousnnd 
imemployed I Engagement may U?' 
a full week and will be recompensed 
with a guerdon of twenty-five Bhi!- 
Ungs. All that is needed is that the 
eight thousand unemployed ehould 
get along till Christmas time! anil 
after. 

Bvniitcsa done. — Six clauses ot 
Licensing Bill added in Committee. 



From an Examiaation Paper in 
CUasical Qeographr. 

" The Isles of Greece are nlwavs 
arguing because each one claims iU 
island ns the birthplace of Homer. 
Chaos has the most right- to claim 
Homer." 



5^ 



Sauflf.i or Mn. OonLDiso's roos bcffehiko, 

iSTtOIPATOIIV, HVPOniETICiAL AOIILCUI.TUKISTS. 

"Lnr, Wjirro! 'ow powerH mia'uble we 
dew be gvrlne to be irhen things dew 'appeu 
whnl "aven't '■ppened so fnr 1 " 



An advertisement in The Eceninfi 
A'ctcd gives "seven important rea- 
sons" why you shauld clothe y^_"' 
tect in Somebody's Hosiery. 
give a couple: — 

"3. Alsolnlely uusbritikable, , 

G. Every pnirbfjiraTnidB Mark, nml If fowu" 
to shrink will be re[)laced." 
These two sentences should run con- 
currently. 
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GIFTS THAT EMBARRASS. 

llluC. "It's i OniUT l'l£ABnnE to be IOLE to send a RIDKCH TO OKE'a 

Candid Friend (abaent-mUdtdly). "Yes, I believe there's vekihon bi 



1 Ek GLAND." 



A DILEMMA. 
My dcstin; shows mo no mercy; 

Mr. Punch, tell mo what 1 can do ; 
Though my heart ia attracted lo 

Pi: HOY, 

It 'b equally tender to Huon, 
All day I sit eilently weeping ; 

1 look like a hollow-eyed ghost; 

[ 'vo fijiisbed with eating and sleeping, 

Siiico thoy both sent proposals by 

pest. 

One true lover's knot I must sever: 

If to Pekcy, oh dear, I say " Yeit," 

I'hon Hl'oh will be banished for ever, 

And I shall bo torn with distress. 
If Hugh slips the ring on my iingtr 
While mute grows the whispering 
church, 
I know my affections will linger 
With I'ekcy who 's left in tlic 
lurch. 
For his face is so earnest and tender, 

Ic 's sturdy without being fat; 
He 'd make a delightful defender — 
'io would Huou for the matter of 
that;— 
And HcuH is so ohonniiig and sunny. 

While Pkrcy is really a wit. 
And both have got plenty of money 
(Not, of course, that that matters 
a bit). 



L 'm harassed, upset and down- 
hearted, 
My thoughts, like an underground 

Come back to the place where they 
started. 

Without bringing light to my brain. 
I never shall settle the question; 

Oh, dear Mr. Punch, do be nice 
And assist me with any suggestion — 

E?[cept your historic advice. 



THE NATION'S SONGS. 
The Evening Ncw8 gives the fol- 
lowing extract from a coming panto- 
mime-song, which, according to a 
Mr. Lester Barrett, will be the par- 
ticular rage of the coming season: — 
" Oh ! Oh ! Antouio. 









w swfetlieart, 



Then iip will go Auloiiio and his ice-crenra 

Mr. Lester Barrett is described 
as "an expert in the popular song, 
and himself responsible for more 
verses of the Antonio description than 
he cares to recall." 

A very proper reticence. 



Wh»t a high part In ( 



■ literary 



education is played by such national 
songs is made clear by a publisher's 
linnouncemeiit of Mr, Clahknce 
Hook's London Side-Lighfs. Mr. 
Edward Arnold puts forth hi:i 
author's claims as follows: " He has 
found secrets of London hotels, he has 
pierced the problem of London traffic, 
he has been to queer boxing-contests, 
and he has been present at the birth 
of popular song." 

In view of the brilliant promise 
held out by Oh! oh! Antonio, we con- 
gratulate Mr, Clarence Book very 
heartily on his obstetrical experi- 
ences. 

"Foit S*LE.--fiooD Yard Dots; very slrong 
grrylinuiul ; Irish terrier ; colour broirn ; 
price 7b. 6d." — Hants and SuMex Nevi. 
" Makes a nice white St. Bernard," 
the owner forgot to add. 

Extract from the catalogue of no 
less a person than Bl'KSI Lall, of 
Dinaporc : — 

"1 CAS SUPPLY AFEWEiKM or BttOW'siBTrtLeS 
OK 0UDER8: 

1. Chip> Cane. 

^. Hill and Countiy rolatoes, 

3. Onion. 

4. A few kiada of duitcre." 

Mr. Punch has cabled for Below 's 
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PORTIA ! 

The court was again crowded wlien 
.he magistrate took h\e seat, and n 
large number of photographers and 
artists had to be excluded. The first 
witness called for the defence was 
Mr. Oeoroe Meredith, O.M. 

Portia (in a purple, green and 
white sash, and with her hair charm- 
ingly parted in the middle). You are 
Mr. Mbreditii, the novelist and 
poet? — I am. 

Were you in the neighbourhood of 
Westminster on the night in ques- 
tion?— No. 

Then you saw no signs of any 
attempt to rush the House of Com- 
mons ?~No. 

No disturbance whatever, in fact? 
—No. 

Thia is a pohtical movement, is 
it not? — (No 

Well, it is, 

Portia'8 mo- 
her. You agree 
that if we were 
given votes these 
disturban ces 
would cease? — 
-Yes. 

Porfia'g n 
t her (triti 
phantly). There 
you are! 

Portia. Thank 
■ou, Mr, Merb- 
niTH, That v 
do. 

The w i t n e 
tliereupon went back to Dorking. 

The next witness was the Kt. Hon. 
Sir Edward Grey, Bart. 

Portia. You are Sir Edward Grey? 
-Yes. 

You are naturally rather busy just 
now ? — Yes. 

With Cabinet Councils and so on? 
—Yes. 

Please don't look at the magistrate, 
but attend to me. Casting your 
mind back to the last Cabinet 
Council, can you tell me if Mr. John 
BitRNS was there? — Yes, 

Did he not once incite a crowd to 
riot in Trafalgar Square? — I have 
heard so. 

And now he is in the Cabinet ? — Yes. 

Portia's mother. You agree that if 
ne were given votes these disturb- 
ances would cease? — Yes. 

Portia's mother (triumphantly). 
There you are ! 

The witness then returned to the 
Foreign Office. 

Sir Wilfrid LArsiER followed. 



Portia. I shall not detain you a 
moment. Do you believe in votes for 
women.' — Well, er 

Portia's mother. You agree that 
it we were given votes these dis- 
turbances would cease? — Yes. 

Portia's mother (triumphantly). 
There you are ! 

Kir Wii.FKiD then returned to 
Canada. 

Inspector JoKE3 was called, and 
went into the box, 

Portia. You are Inspector Jones of 
the Metropolitan Police? — Yes. 

Do you remember the Diamond 
Jubilee? — Fairly well. 

Were there a number of people in 
the streets on that duy? — A good 
number. 

Any deaths or accidents of any 
kind in the crowd? — I believe so. 

More than there were in I'nrlia- 



ought to have it, you I 





The Bot. 



What he k 



see, and 

The Magistrate. No, no, I cannot 
allow this. 

Portia (sweetly and magnani- 
mously). I bow to your worship's 
decision. 

Portia's mother. This is a political 
movement, ia it not. Miss May? — 
Certainly 1 

Portia's mothcT. There you are 
again I 

Miss Flossie Drake was the ncit 
witness. 

Portia. Y^ou were in Partiameot 
Square on Tuesday? — Oh, yes! 

Have you ever been in Hoxton?— 
Oh, no! 

But you would say that more 

hooliganism goes on there than went 

on in Parliament Square?— Oh, yesl 

You think woman ought to have 

the vote? — Oh, 

no — I mean, oh, 
yesi 

Was the crowd 
at all dangerous 
ever?— Oh, no! 

There was ^no 
disturbance at all , 
in fact?^Oh, no! 
Portia's mo- 
ther (absently). 
And you agree 
that it we were 
given votes these 
disturbances 
would cease? — 
Oh, yes! 

Portia's mo- 
ther. Well but of 
course, there you 



Wbat hr betamb. 



ment Square on the night in ques- 
tion? — I should say so. 

Was her late Majesty had up for 
inciting to riot? — I don't think so. 

Thank you. 

The inspector then left the "box 
after assuring Portia's mother that 
ho believed the disturbances would 
cease if women were given the vote. 

The Magistrate asked how many 
more witnesses were to come. 

Portia (with a glance at the photo- 
(, iphrrs). Two hundred. I call Miss 
.VIlLLKKNT May. 



i a member of the 
ind Political Union, 
men ought to have 



Portia. You a 
Women's Social 
and think that v 
the vote? — Yes. 

Why? — Well, you see, taxation 
without representation is tyranny, 
you see, and men got the vote yeani 
and years ago by breaking down the 
railings in Hyde Park, you see, so If 
we show we want the vote, we ought 
to have it, you see. Besides, every- 



Portia (suddenly). Your worship, 
there is a man in the press-box who 
is not sketching us. I should like 
to treat him as a hostile witness and 
cross-examine him. 

The Magistrate. I am afraid I can- 
not allow that. 

Two hundred and seventeen wit- 
nesses followed who gave evidence 
5<imilar to that of Miss Flossie 
Deane. At this moment, just when 
a few of those present in court were 
beginning to lose interest, a sensa- 
tional incident occurred. Miss 
Dorothy Marchpake, who had gone 
into the box, gave some most start- 
ling evidence. 

Portia. You saw everything that 
went on in the Square? — Yes, 

Portia (dramatically). And who 
were the most prominent figures in 
therioting? — The police. (Seittation.) 

In fact, if the police had not been 
there there would have been no 
struggles with them at all?-^That is 
so. (Oreat sensation.) 
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The rest of Misa Marchpane's 
evidence was in the nature of an 
anti-climax, but Portia eUcited the 
facts that she hadn't been in 
Trafalgar Square the week before, 
but was coming to the Albert Hall 
next Thursday. Also that her 
mother's gardener had a vote and 
she hadn't. 

Portia'a mother. And you agree 
that if women were given votes these 
disturbances would cease? — Yes. 

PoTtia'g mother. Well— but 1 
mean, there you are, you know! 

When the Court adjourned two 
facts had become abundantly clear. 
One, that women ought to have the 
vote ; and the other, that their exclu- 
sion from the Bar was an incalculable 
loss to that profession. A. A. BI. 



THE BOY AND HIS PARENTS. 

A Boy's manner towards his 
parents should be condescending and 
even friendly; but it la a mistaken 
kindness to admit them to too much 
familiarity. - 

He should, as far as convenient, 
adopt approximately the' hours ap- 
pointed by his parents for meals. 

He will easily renlise the advan- 
tage of having a parent at table, as 
a butt or foil. 

He may always safely assume that 
his parents' views are out of date. 

In any case ho should guard 
against allowing it to be imagined 
that any intelligent idea, accidentally 
propounded by them, had not pre- 
viously occurred to him. 

He is not called upon to notice any 
attempts at humour ventured upon 
by either of them. 

It should always be home in 
mind that they are subject to the 
disadvantage of having spent their 
early years without his guidance and 
example. 

It may be safely asserted that 
no case can a boy's good qualities be 
attributable to his parents or other- 
wise than to himself. 

At the same time he should give 
them the credit of hnvmg originally 
contributed, in a modest degree, to 
the fortunate circumstance of ' ' 
having come into existence. 

A parent's errors may proceed from 
the head, from the heart, or from 
Imth, while a boy is not liable to 
error; and allowance should be made 
accordingly. 

Parents must not wonder if theii 
boy feels unable to recognise them at 
school or at college. 



A boy should never despair of im- 
proving his parents. 

He should permit them to express an 
opinion before correcting it, and when 
doing so hismanner should be expres- 
sive rather of pity. than of contempt. 

He should avoid demonstrntive 
ridicule for his parents' friends. 

Finally, a hoy is not called upon to 
acknowledge a parent's letter unless 
accompanied by a remittance. 



London Dangers. 
" At WeatmlnstPT Calhwiral, the dipir 
mountrd to tli^ top ot the lofty ramrmnile nnd 
Eflnfi a nutnlieT ot hymns and vprHirleH, tbr 
notes o[ irhirli fell on large rrowrdd in the 
streets below with beautiful effect. "—.SinmJanf. 



Word Pidntimg. 

"And n11 this vhile the pltiro ot diicfest 
inleresl is gradually being hemined in and e' 
more rlowly Jiemmed by a Bft'lhing, living, niul 
ever nnd niion. an the birnoy for the honoured 
nnen is striven for, by nniiouB noliro and 
military keepers, somewhat tumnltnonsly in- 

Krir Zf<iland Wfflilij firap/iir. 

Our sympathies are all with the 
police in this tumult. 



From " Additions and Altera- 
tions," in The Post Office Outdr:- 

"Alcebia.- Col. 8, Delete ' arms snd nniii 
nitioos o( war,' nnd Rtihslilnle ' boieti "f p 
Bcrved sardines over ^ lb. 3 oz. in weight.' " 

The cause of Peace seems to he 
looking up ill Algeria. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFIC^. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 
Jaues McNeill Whistler's capricious and gusty life 
has a perfectly ordered and fitting celebration in the 
two distinguisbed voluniee which Jlr, and Mrs. Pbnnell 
have prepared, and Mr. Hkinemasn, so long one 
ol the Master's friends, has juet published. Une is 
reminded by them of the final and serene mooring in 
a quiet haven of a delicate and exuberant racing 
schooner after a stormy voyage. All Wiiistleb is here, 
save his colour, but it is like Wordsworth's definition 
of poetry — emotion recollected in tranquillity. 

For the moment I can think of no artist who by his 
biographer has been so honoured; everything Is sump- 
tuous about the work, and though possibly the verdict 
of posterity may be a little loss kind than that of 
Mr. and Mrs. 1'exnell and other 
contributors to The Life nf 
JamcB McNeill ll'/iis([cr, who 
were under the blaster's por- 
Gonal spell and arc disinchned 
to admit sun-spots, without the 
data supplied by this book no 
verdict of posterity will have 
any value. I could personally 
have wished that some of_ the 
more heated passages in the life 
of this great artist and not eg 
groat man had he'en recorded 
more impartially, for I think 
that the history would have 
gained ' thereby ; but Mr. Pen- 
NELL is himself hardly less a 
fighter than his hero," and oiic 
cannot have everything. More- 
over, considering how heinous 
the biographers must think the 
Philistine attitude of Punch to 
the Butterfly' now and again, and 
of Piihch'a editor, Tom Taylor, 
during and after the famous 
farthing libel suit, M'hiatler t. 
Ruakin, it must be ndniitted 
that they are not unkind. Of 
Do ^Iaurier there are pleasant 
glimpses in the work, until the 
incident of Joe Hiblcii in the 
first draft of Trilby put an end to them. The book 
miamhiguously writtcu, but the style is not the style 
the Master himself, and there is a certain reckji 
with regard to the comma which gets upon the nerves. 
The illustrations have been chosen with perfect taste 
and a fine generosity. 



There is a breezy piomise about The licminieccnces 
of Lady Randolph Churchill (Arnold) conveyed in the 
I'refacc, Under Providence, as she devoutly acknow- 
ledges, she has met many of the most distinguished people 
of her generation. " Why should I not," she asks, 
" record all that I can about them? " " I have done so," 
she answers; "but there may be some to whom these 
reminiscences will be interesting chiefly in virtue of what 
is left unsaid." It cannot he denied that in her resolu- 
tion to tell all that she can. Lady Randolph is led into 
the mistake ot loading her book with some blocks of 
trivial passages. Uno or two might have been left out 
under more serious ground of objection. There is, for 



example, the story of the bustle supposed to play " God 
Save the Queen." Its humour and taste smack a little 
of the servants' hall. But these are casual blemishes, 
A keenly -observant eye, a retentive memory and a 
lively pen combine to make a volume that will be 
popular at the libraries. Wherever the narrative 
touches the fascinating personality of Lord Randolph — 
a proportion of the whole disappointingly small — it 
instantly becomes interesting. Among the many well- 
known people who figure in her pages, Lady Eandolpii 
herself is unconsciously revealed. 



L. 



" Yen 'u. Ciivn r 



The Man Who Lived (Hrinemann), by Beryl Tuckkr, 
has not been happily named, for it is as a study of a 
woman — and of her only — that the book is noteworthy. 
The hero, Sidney Hawe, in spite of a consciousness of 
intense vitaUty, wasted most of his time with common- 
place people, and is really neither a lively nor a lovable 
creature. When, however. Miss 
Conrtfield, during a strenuous 
denouncement of his past, 
allowed her complexion to be- 
come in turn sallow, duH red, 
almost purple, greenish and 
grey, I felt sincerely sorry for 
him. Face to face with this 
curious colour- scheme, Hawc 
could only contrive to look 
bluish, mottled and livid, bo he 
was — if I may express it thus — 
two down at the turn. In 
the circumstances he can 
scarcely be blamed for biting 
his knuckles, although to have 
shut hie eyes would have becD 
a simpler and less painful way 
of acknowledging defeat. The 
book would indeed be weari- 
some if it were not redeemed 
from insignificance by one very 
well - drawn character. Pia 
Hamlyn's struggle to win love 
and to get away from the 
vacuous life which she could 
not delude herself into thinking 
satisfactory is so finely told that 
I wish the man whom she 
eventually won had been more 
worth the winning. 



w, Una Clsver. 



In The Borderland (Constable) Robert Halifax 
takes us back among those draggled fiinges of the Near 
East (I-ondon) with which he has already proved him- 
self famihar in The Drums of Fate. Ills dialogue is apt 
to be elhptical, and there are traces of affectation in his 
narrative style. But we grow simpler ns wc grow older — 
according to Thackeray — and meamvliile there is the 
right stuff in his work. He conies veiy near to the heart 
of things in his treatment of the sordid life of our mean 
streets in the mass, and in one individual case, that of 
Amber Lou, he paints with fine economy of line and colour 
a portrait which makes a curiously moving appeal. From 
influence.^ that threaten to hrutahse her the girl is saved 
by a great passion, on which the seal of sacrifice is set. 
He is less successful with the lady who wanted the 
Hoxton missioncr for herself. But much is to be for- 
^ven the author for the sake of the true romance he 
creates from material that promises so little of 
glamour. 
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It is 



CHARIVARIA. 

apparently still uncertain 



whether ttie Duhe" of the Abbuzzi 
will obtain his bride without a 
struggle. He is, it is said, taking 
two cruisers with him to America. 

A Bill has been introduced into thf, 
French ChEimber of Deputies to 
abrogate the clause of the Civi! Code 
under which the bride at a marriage 
has to promise obedience to her hus- 
band. But even this will not satisfy 
the more advanced of the feminists; 
who wish a definite undertaking of 
^sobsdicnco to be substituted. 



" Every stroke of work we 
do," says a leading Suffra- 
gette, as reported in The 
Daily ChrorAcle, " carries us 
a little further towards the 
goal." The last word is 
surely a misprint? 
« • 

A recent article in a tailor- 
ing paper on the dress of 
literary men failed to men- 
tion that the editor of a cer- 
tain well-known paper is fre- 
quently to be seen in a hbei 
suit. 

Mr. Juslieo Bauqrave 
De.*me's rcmarJiS on the 
Morals of the Stngo are still 
being discussed in dramatic 
circles. It is felt that it 
was anyhow very foolish for 
a Divorce Court Judge to 
quarrel with his faread-and- 

In the debate on Unem- 
ployment it was mentioned 
that the Government had 
given permission for 10,000 
reservists to go to the Col- 
onies, The War Ministek ex- 
plained that this would not add to 
the difficulties of mobilisation in the 
event of war. In fact the fewer the 
reservists the easier they wilt be to 
mobilise, of course. 

As it has been found that work- 
men's tickets were being used by all 
classes, the Great Western Railway 
Company has determined in future 
to issue such tickets to bond-fide 
workmen only. A vigorous protest 
from Socialist leaders is expected. 
♦ • 

" I have a pullet hatched on 
March 7," writes a gentleman to a 
contemporary, " which started laying 
on July 25, and laid ten eggs before 



she was five months old." Will the 
Home Secretary's Bill to prevent 
the over-laying of the young meet a 
case like this? 

London possesses many dining 
clubs, but at Kingscliffe, near Peter- 
borough, there is an institution which 
is frankly called " The Pig Club." 

The WeslminstcT Gazette in its 
new form evidently believes in 
attractive he ad -lines. Witness the 
following extract from our con- 
temporary : — 

"£5,000 FOB New Exeter 1I*i.l. 
Lord Kiooai^ has mode a donation of £1,000 



be passed making it a penal offence 
for any newspaper to publish the 
names or photographs of any females 
offending against public order. 

The indiscreet utterances of the 
Kaiser in the course of a certain in- 
terview make it look as if there was 
more than one " Ex-Diplomatist " 
present, 

* « 

It is satisfactory to know that work 
on our new naval base at Eosyth is 
to be pushed forward at once. It 
will prove a handy spot from which 
to fit out expeditions for the Far 
East, as the Kaiser would say. 



The Kaiser may be right 
in saying that in the matter 
of affection tor us he is in a 
minority of his own country- 
men. Anyhow, we must pre- 
pare against the day when he 
joins the great majority. 



Lady. 
P. 0. 






CUrh " Ym, M*d*«. 
" Well, if i 



" Peaceful Persuasion." 
— We are very sorry for you 
that your cause was so badly 
damaged behind the grille 
last Wednesday. We agree 
with you that a lady who 
enters the House as the guest 
of a Member ought to behave 
like a gentleman. The motto 
of the Suffragettes should be 
'■ Manners, not Mattehs." 



"Mr. Lawrnnce, in addrensing the 
jury, laid stress on the fitpt that, 
nlUiougli the proserutlon had stated 
that many things \ren biirat, Ihey 
had failed to produce lliem in Court." 

Puimeiii's Weekly Keaa. 
How these barristers bring 
out every little point which 
tells in favour of their client. 



Mr. Remnant was speaking in the 
House when the Suffragettes made 
their Gallery scene. " Remnant 
Day " has always proved a strange 
attraction to the fair sex. 

Ignorant Old Gentleman. " Why 's 
that woman chaining herself up, 
constabie'.' " .PoKceman. " She 's a 
member of the Women's Freedom 

It is now rumoured that the 
Government has at last decided to 
take effective steps to put an end to 
Su&ragetto rowdyism. A Bill is to 



"Mr. Rockefeller's most absorbing 
iidoor rerrcation in violin-plajing. 
md it U a quealion which lies eloser 
to his heart, his bow or hia golf clubs." 

rit-BUe. 
It sounds as if his swing was rather 
cramped. If he doesn't take care 
an " iron " will enter into his soul. 



'■M»nBiD.— The Cabinet to-day discuKsed the 
situalion arising out of the attack by Iribeainen 
on the Spanish miuerm employed in n mine in 
the Uelilla dielricL I'iie matter was considered 
to !» one of minor importance,"- /fciilfr. 

Thus does even a great mind hke 
Reuter's unbend at times. 



■■FURNITURE DAKCES OFF. 

PSYCHIC PHENOMENA IN ITALV. 

[Bt ■ Echo' Private Wihe.]' 

What we want to see is furniture that 

oft without a wire. 



d&nct 
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THE GREAT MISUNDERSTOOD. 

Another Open Lettek to H.I.M. tue German Kaiser. 
Dear Sire, — We 've all been reading that little brochure 
about you called The Indiscretion of William. All of 
U3, that 18, except the Under-Secretary for Foreign 
ASairs. Edward Grev told the clerks he wasn't to be 
allowed to see it ; he 's too new to hia work. That 'a 
why he couldn't answer a question on the subject in the 
House last Wednesday. 

You 've heard about it, of course ? It was in The 
Daily Telegraph. The author chose The Daily Tele- 
graph because he knew how you love sending wires to 
everybody. If there 'd been an Hourly Telegraph, be 'd 
have put it iu that. 

They say it 's really and truly founded on fact. If 
they hadn't said so, I should never have believed that 
part where you complain that the mass of the German 
nation doesn't approve of your being so fond of us. 
Do you know, 1 always thought of you quite differently. 
I thought that you only had to lift your finger and 
every German fell flat on his face and said " HochI " ; 
and if they didn't, especially if they were editors, they 
went straight oR to jail. 

I can't think where I picked up thTs idea of your 
omnipotence, unless it was from yourself. You 
you so often talk about the .Almighty as agreeing with 
what you do and say and think, that I suppose I must 
have got confused. 

And now it turns out that you 're just a leader of a 
smiill minority, like our Mr. Balfoi'K. And no House 
of Lords at your back ! 

In the circumstances, do you think you were quite 
wis^ to talk so freely about the object of all thi 
Dreadnoughts that you 're pushing on with eo fast? 
Yau Ta&3 think that they 're designed for the protection 
of German mercantile "horizons"; but the great 
majority of your people is under the impression that 
they 're meant for us. You don't suppose that all these 
poor devils would let themselves be bled to pay for a 
ridiculously fat fleet if they thought it was just intended 
to look after the interests of German merchants abroad. 
Everyone knows these gentlemen are safe enough and 
doing nicely under the flag of Britain or America or any 
other counti7 but their own. If you go on drumming 
it into our heads that your superb fleet isn't naeant to 
down ours, one of these days your people will see that 
they 've been fooled, and refuse to build any more 
Navy. 

There 's one of your own pet Pan-German papers, 
The Daily Round-vieir, already saying some appallingly 
frank things about you. \s soon as it read The Indis- 
cretion of }Ymiam, it went and wrote-thc following plain 
words: "Away with all hope of final stability in our 
policy." I wonder you let the Editor go on living. 
But I forgot: you're in a minority; and minorities 
don't count. 

By the way, there was one of your perorations which 
broke down very badly. It began all right, but tailed 
off just anyhow. It was where you were showing how 
nobly you behaved to us during our had time in the 
Boer War, when the others came and asked you to take 
a hand in their game of " humiliating us in the dust.' 
This is how it went: "What was my reply? I said 
Ihot, so far from Germany joining in any concerted 
European action to bring about England's downfall," — 
here, of course, I thought you were going on to say 
that you were ready to defend our poor desolate island 
with your last drop of blood ; that only over your lifeless 



body, damaged beyond recognition, should they, etc. 
And this is what you are made to aay instead: — 
" Germany would always keep aloof from politica that 
ould bring her into complications with a Sea-power Uke 
England." It rather looks as if you didn't think the 
game quite good enough. If I were you, I should have 
this put right in the Second Edition. 

I think it was most awfully sweet of you making that 
war-map for Lord RoBEnTS. If we had only been told 
about it earlier I But, you see, we got your KfttroBB 
telegram (which we didn't care for) fixed in our minds, 
and we never heard of the map until the other day; 
and I 'm afraid we shall always remember the telegram 
best. On the other hand, your own people were very 
pleased with the telegram, and now they 're quite cross 
about the map. And I expect they '11 remember the 
map best. Anyhow, it makes it very dlfGcult (or 
posterity to discover which side you were really on, 
and I 'm very glad that I shall not be asked to have 
anything to do with- delivering "the serenely impartial 
verdict of history." 

Still, you mustn't " lose patience." I want you to 
go steadily on saying just what occurs to you. Life 
is not so amusing, even with Suffragettes trailing 
chunks of grille behind them, that we could afford to 
miss the diversions you provide. And we don't really 
dislike you any more than we dislike these other 
humorists. Only of course we have to take them 
seriously when they begin playing about with the 
Unemployed. And so with you. You see, both your 
Army and your old friend Fk.\nz -Josef's have been out 
of employment for thirty or forty years, and I can't 
remember that your Navy has ever hod a real job to do. 
And here 's the winter coming on, and hard weather 
foretold in the Balkans. 

I trust you will take this letter in the genial spirit in 
which it is composed, I 'm sure your heart is in the 
right place. It 's simply your head that causes me 
anxiety. 

Accept, in conclusion, my affectionate regards, and 
believe me, dear Sire, to be 

Very respectfully your 

O. S. * 
* = Obnlienl S^irnnt. 



BRITAIN'S BENEFACTOR. 

More " Calculated Indiscretions." 

[Since IliP despntoh of ihf nbovc iMIer ve bsre received from Onr 

Special Euvendropper nl Potsdam nit oxiended veniton ot rertain 

]>assages in the famoas interview. Tliis new version, he says, is 

current in the liiglesl An^ophol)e circlcB at Berlin.] 

" You English are mad, mad, mad, mad — mad as 
March hatters. You seem to have forgotten all I have ever 
done for you and am still doing. Ask your Admiralty 
who it was who designed tlie first Dreadnought and sent 
them the plan. Pigeon-holed somewhere in Whitehall 
that plan awaits calmly the verdict of an impartial 
posterity. 

Your War Minister will tell you who it wos who gave 
him the idea of the Territorial Army. Was that the 
work of a secret enemy'.' You make it very difficult for 
me. Again, was my happy idea of a Franco- British 
Exhibition the deliberate act of a relentless foe? Surely 
you do not blame me for the bungle you made over the 
Marathon Race 1 Time will show at whose recom- 
mendation it was that Porando was presented with a 
special cup by your Queen, thus perhaps avoiding war 
with Italy. Why is it that you mistrust me? 
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A FELLOW-FEELING. 



Ammmn Bird (tdtauUedhy PreilJeMial Eleclimt). "OUESS IT'S A HARD LIFE BEING AN 



GooqIc 

I AN EAGLE!" 



y Google 
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Sdieilor. " . . . , and I in bohe idu will i 

TTES FlIUMO TO PBODUCE TBI EFFBCT WE DESIRE. 

Ciient. " Ye3, I BEE, Mb. Joxes ; ir 1 cimkot o 



E KITTEB VHBBSEBVEDLT I! 



■' Only the other day, foreseeing that you were likely 
to have trouble with your Suffragettes, I sent specially 
to London for full particulars of the numberB of women 
expected to be in Parliament Square; I then drew up a 
plan with the aid of my General Staff and forwarded 
it to Scotland Yard. It was, I thinh you will admit, a 
coincidence, to say the least, that the plan so success- 
fully adopted by your Commissioner of Police bore a 
very strong resemblance to the one I sent ! 

" At this very moment I am devoting all my spare 
time to the solution of your Unemployment Question, 
and I think that here " (pointing to a bulky despatch 
addressed to " The Et. Hon. John Burns ") " I have the 
key to the problem at last. And yet you say I don't 
love England 1 And now if you will excuse me I must 
get on with my designs tor vour new Naval Base at 
Rosjth. By the way, you will be passing a post-office; 
would you mind sending this telegram to As<{uitb? It 
may help him with his Licensing Bill." 



THE END OF THE EXHIBITION. 

HOME-MAOE SxATISTlca. 

OuK imaginative arithmetician — in short, our 
statistician — has again been at work, and sends ua the 
following interesting figures about the great Franco- 
British Exhibition which closed on Satiwdfty last: — 

9,725,802 people have said " It would take more than 
a week to see it properly." 

It was the expre.saed opinion of ;>,227,043 visitors that 
Lyons must be making a pot of money out of it. 

100.000 miles have been covered by the bath-chairs. 



and they have carried 1,401,617 stone, or 8,760 tons 17 
stone. The man who wheeled the odd 17 stone about if 
still in the hospital. 

"Parley voo frongcy " has been said in jest bj 
3,942,113 persons, from Oldham, East Ham, Tooting, 
Cincinnati and other places. 

An aggregate of 54,750 working days has been wasted 
in waiting for admission to tea, the Scenic Railway, the 
Flip-flap, and other duties and amusements. 

" But you should see it lit up at night!" has been 
said by 4,622,187 people. 

" Has this all got to bepulled down again, then?" 
has been asked by 2.432,982 females and 1,922,707 
males. Of the former 300,221, and of the latter, 26,44C 
have added, " What a shame!" 

7,443,264 people called it the Exhibition. 

2,324,166 people called it the Franco -British Ex 
hibition. 

1.248 pofople called it the White City. 

The straps in the Twopenny Tube had to be renewec 
every six weeks. Thirty-four miles of leather strap wen 
thus consumed, for which the skins of 600 horses of th( 
London Oeneral Omnibus and the Road Car Companiet 
were reauired. 

The Flip-flap has absorbed 1,900 gallons of oil, a quan 
tity equal to the amount of beer drunk in the sami 
period by 18 average British working-men, according t( 
the latest Jjocal Government Board figures. 

The Golden Dome has been mentioned 243,275 timet 
in The Daily Mail and its allied publications and 1 
times in other papers. These latter went to pre^s be'un 
the mishap could be rectified. 
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GRATITUDE. 

One morning Mr. Postman stopped; 

He gave two sounding knocks 
And automnticall; dr<^ped 

A letter in my Ik»x. 
It bore a whiff of prime cigars , 

Within my humble attic; 
'Twaa from the god .wKo^rules the 
stars — 

The stars that are dramatic. - 

My heart beat fast. The god had, 
read 

Some lines of mine in Punch '; ' 
He wanted some new songs, he ssid. 

So would I come to lunch? 
■With eager pen I inked the seams 

That glistened white and shabby. 
And, filled with fond ecstatic dreams, 

I cried, " Romano's, cabby ! " 

The god, for all his awful might. 

Was gentle as a dove ; 
He smiled on me and bade me write 

A verse for Lottie Love. 
I wrote it.' 'Twas an extra verso 

For Lottie's favourite ditty. 
It struck me as extremely terse. 

Intensely sly and witty. 

Within my darkened box I sat. 

My throat one choking lump. 
My pulses going pit-a-pat, 

My stifled heart thump -thump. 
Each nerve was strained, each muscle 
tense — 

I thought I should go dotty 
The while I waited in suspense 

The coming on of Lottie. 

At length she came. Gods I who can 
tell 

The turmoil that was mine 
When Lottie's voice began to swell 

Upon my foremost line? 
I closed my eyes; my brain whizzed 
round; 

I listened, white and quaking, 
But I could scarcely hear a sound 

My organs were not making. 

It was the crisis of my fate. 

1 wildly dared to hope 
If this goes down, the golden gate 

Of Paradise will ope. 
I shall be numbered with the stars, 

Lunoh daily at Rosm-no's, 
And drive about in motor-cars 

With ravishing sopranos. 

Lottie had ceased. I held my 
breath 

Awaiting what might fall. 
A silence, as it were, of death 

Descended over all. 
Still silence — still I Each nerve feit 
raw, 

I listened half hysteric ; 
And then I heard a loud guffaw, 

Hilarious, Homeric. 



One man had seen my point, one 
soul 

Had fathomed my intent. 
And in his stall was fain ko roll 

Convulsed with merriment. 
His face, alas, I never saw; 

I cannot hope to know him; 
But when I think of that guffaw 
My frozen heart begins to thaw, 
I long to, follow Nature's law 

And pay the debt I owe him. . . 



LARGE TYPE FOR ALL. 

A HUGE demonstration, convened 
by Sir H. H. Howohtii and Mr, 
Algernon Asiiton, assembled in the 
Albert Hall on Saturday last to pro- 
test against the arbitrary and capri- 
cious manner in which the distinc- 
tion of big type is conferred on those 
who write letters to The Times. The 
boxes were occupied entirely by peers 
and bishops; the amphitheatre and 
area by M.P.'s, baronets, knights 
and members of the Victorian Order, 
while the upper tiers were filled by 
hundreds of " Constant Readers," 
" Old Subscribers," " Members of 
The Times Book Club," "Verb. 
Saps.," " Experto Credes," "Audi 
Alteram Partems," and " Pater- 
f amitiasses. " all in their best clothes. 

Sir H. H. Howobth, opening the 
proceedings In a mammoth speech 
of which we can give only the barest 
skeleton, said that he could not 
remember the time when he did not 
want to write to the premier daily 
paper of the metropolis. Modestly 
disclaiming his right to preside over 
so vast a meeting, he pointed out 
that in the last forty years he 
had contributed several thousand 
columns to the correspondence 
colunms of The Times, which, if paid 
for at the rate of a penny a line, 
would have brought him in enough 
to have enabled him to have come 
to the rescue, during the paper's 
recent crisis. In the old days, he 
went on, all correspondents were 
placed on a typographical equality. 
Then the practice of preferential 
treatment crept in, at first only to a 
very small extent, and in the case of 
distinguished pseudonyms, but now it 
had become so general and at the 
same time so neglectful of intrinsic 
n:erit as to coll for public protest. His 
motto was, " Large type for ever." 

Mr. William Arcueb said that the 
sizo of the type was Immaterial. 
What they really wonted was Simpli- 
fied Spelling. {Cries of • ' Order. ' ') 

Mr. Beunaku Shaw, who was 
greeted with famt hoots, said that 
as a Socialist- he was all in favour of 



uniformity. But pending the advent 
of the Millennium he could not sec 
why The Times should depart from 
its present practice,- which sought to 
establish a harmony between the 
type and the momentary itnportaiice 
of the writer. Some people thought 
in capitals^his friend Mr, Hall 
Caine, for example — and it was 
obvious that small "caps" would 
not fit swelled heads. On the other 
hand, if Sir H. H. Howobth's letters 
had always been set up in long 
primer, the paper would have bad to 
be permanently enlarged, and good- 
ness knew it was big enough now. 

Lord Eocert Cecii, said that the 
question was one which touched him 
nearly. His younger brother. Lord 
Hugh Cecil, so long as he sat in the 
House, was printed in small type. 
But since he had lost his seat be was 
printed in large type, while be (Lord 
Bobrrt), though an M.P. and a K.C., 
had not yet emerged from the obscu- 
rity of small type. Was this fair! 
he asked. 

At this stage in the proceedings 
Mr. Algernon Ashtos sat down U 
the piano and gave a masterly reii' 
dering of his " Long Primer Polka," 
composed expressly for the occasion. 

Sir W. S. Gilbert protested 
against his letters being put into 
smaller type than a rhapsmly on a 
new dance. Only last week he seiit 
The Times a carefully-reasoned pro- 
test against the Hertfordshire police, 
and to his amazement he had to 
take a microscope to read it. Ho 
type, he held, was too lai^e tor tie 
letter, 

Mr, A. Kipling Common and Mr. J. 
Landfeah LtTCAS. speaking in unison, 
agreed with the last speaker that 
serious letters deserved more atten- 
tion than reports of the gambols of a 
Canadian gymnosophist. 

At this point the Chairman put to 
the meeting the resolution that sU 
florres pendents of The Times whose 
letters were worth printing deserved 
equal typographical treatment: With 
only two or three dissentients this was 
carried. 

On Mr. William Archer again 
rising to press the claims of Simpli- 
fied Spelling the meeting broke up in 
some disorder. 



"Their gallaat opponents nude » »!™ 
onElaiight on the Fort William uprigfcis, "■"" 
fell by a piece of really good »ork. h»il "■" 
finding bolb sides eqaal." — Oban Ti*^- 
As the gallant opponents were 
handymen from H.M.S. Diawwd. 
no doubt they put the unrights sl"P- 
siu^e -during the interval. 
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SCANDALOUS ELECTIONEERING INCIDENT. 

Base trick ?lus> oh i, Tehfuuncb Outob vti Ijcekgxd Viotuillek. 



THE PURPLE PROVINCES. 

Being eager to test; the truth of 
the remarkable statements in The- 
Daily Mail as to the refinement and 
luxury which have lately come upon 
certain of the English provincial 
towns, Mt. Punch despatched one of 
hia myrmidons on a mission of in- 
vestigation. His report is extremely 
interesting, bearing out the testimony 
of The Daily Mail's discoverer and 
establishing for ever the right of the 
provinces no longer to be stigmatised 
by the word " provincial." 

London of course remains the 
ideal of comfortable civilization, with 
its many hotels — one for every in- 
habitant — its clean streets, its refined 
music-hallfl, its intellectual drama, 
its orderly system of traffic, and its 
pure, sweet atmosphere ; but the 
provinces must no longer be sneezed 
at, the reason being very lai^ely, no 
doubt, the new gospel of recreation 
and comfort as taught by the Demo- 
cratic Press and the humanising work 
of the motor-car, carrying hungry and 
refined Ijondonera to distant places, 
intent upon good food and plenty of 



it and a httle amusement at night. ' 
The result is a complete renovation 
of the hotels and music-halls, which 
are now little temples of ease, in- 
viting the provincials, who hitherto 
amassed their money without 
thought of culture, to spend it freely 
on pleasure. 

In Manchester, he writes, I found 
not only electric light but the tele- 
phone. There is at least one theatre, 
for I went to it, and saw a perform- 
ance not inferior in inteUigence to 
that wTiich I witnessed only last week 
in our own Gaiety. It was one of 
Shaw's plays, and the audience 
seemed to take the points very much 
as the author intended. I went also 
to a music-hall, which compared 
favourably with our own Middle- 
sex. The shops are quite good, but 
there is a hopeless provincialism in 
the accent of the people. The cotton 
mills in the neighbourhood are far 
superior to any I have seen in or 
about London. The local news- 
sheets seemed to me to have enter- 
prise ; but I was pained to learn that 
none of them had assured Turkey of 
their fneudsbip and support. 



Birmingham, he writes, is by do 
means devoid. of the machinery of 
civilization; but I must confess to 

acute, disappointment now and then. 
It has, for example, no Twopenny 
Tube; and, asking at a chop-house 
for some caviare, I was met with 
looks of perfect astonishment. On 
the other hand the streets, though 
populous, are well-conditioned, and 
on enquiring of an assistant io 
one of tbe large tailoring 'establish- 
ments I learned that dress-suits 
are occasionally made tor Birming- 
ham men. An interview with an 
Edgbaston domestic servant revealed 
the fact that table-naplcins are now 
used, quite as in the real Bloomsbury. 
Hope for England may therefore 
continue. 



" CTioose nice jouiig mbbit, niid ntipr 
having been skinned and t'lenned rul it into 
pieces as for al^viag."— Daily Mail, 
The searching fonnalities to which 
yoimg housekeepers have apparently 
to submit before they can do any- 
thing with a nice young rabbit should 
send most of them back to the less 
e:cacting beef and mutton. 
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DI8CUR8ION8. 

A Pkexkn't roK tiik CtllLDKEir. 
HcKJty.—Thtr Lihrary. Time, fi.4.j p.m. He u ttnoktHg 
and reading a paprr. Hhe in rramining a eardbtwrd 
hiix ahi/ut four inrlim nquare by »ix iuckei iti 
height. Evtrylliing in quiet and peaceful. 

He ilooUing up). What '» that you 've got hold of? 

Hhc. It 'h a box. 

He. Anything f;U-? 

tilir. N'l, jiiht a Urx. But of coune thffle 'b eomc- 
Ihint; inHi<le it. 

//e. Why •'«( wurw;"? 

/fhe. Well, Hxfici.-H uitually have things in them, ^is 
one cami: trttm ItintUm thJH irioniiiif; from Maky Hale. 
Hhe writi'H (taheg up letter and read*): " I am sending 
the chihlren a Japani-Hc puz7.lc which is all (he rage 
hc-ri!. KvcryhTMly ha» gont; mad about it, and jrou can't 
go anvwhcrt! without finding it. I hope it will amufle 
thi; cnildrcii during the long evenings. What do you 
think ha« happtmed to Habbibtt Soahbs? She has 

actually " The rp»t dtx-an't matter. But it "s very 

kind oi Mary. 

He. YeH, very. Have the kidn seen it? 

She. They 're very mueh excited about it. They '11 be 
in to have a try at it directly. 1 thought I 'd keep it 
here. Thingti get so dreadfully spoilt in the nursery. 

He. What itt it? I>et 'h have a look at it. (She 
hand» over the box, which he exantineg.) What 's this? 
(Headn.) " The Putmewright Puzzle. One hundred- 
and-twenty-five pieces. The Musicians. Kobayashi." 
{Helteclively) Yes, it sounds Japanese right enough. 

<Take» off lid.) Why, it 'a full of It 'a our old 

friend the Chinexe puzzle come back again. It's as 
easy aa walking. 1 used to do 'em when I was a boy. 

Hhe. But, of coufHe, you were a very brilliant boy. 

He. I was. Let 'a turn it out and have a go at it. 
[They clear a table and turn the contentg of the box 
out in a cnnfumd heap of little wooden slabs, 
of irregular conformation, and having one tide plain 
and the other coloured. 

Hhe. LcKikw cany enough, doesn't it? 

He (doubtlullij). Well, tlicy all fit together, you know, 
and make a picture. (He spreads the heap out.) 
There 's no difficulty. (He picks vp a piece.) There 'b 
u bit of a twit oil this one. You 've only got to find the 
other bit. (He begins to search.) 

Hhe. You 've got a bund red- and -twenty- four pieces to 
ehooHc from. Take time; go titeady. Here's another 
f<H>l. No, it 's a hand, or (inspeHing carefully) it might 
be a piece of face. You never know with the Japanese. 
Hero, I 've got a bit of nky; it 'a light blue. That must 
go on the top. 

He. The foot must go at the bottom. 

fihc. Don't you be U)o »ure. These Japanese musi- 
citiiiH often stand on their headit when they play. (Takes 
another piece.) Here 's the top of a roof. That's in 
the middle anyhow, somewhere between the sky and the 
foot, whichever way up he 's standing. There — now 
we 've got three pieces m their proper place. 
[They become more and more absorbed in their work. 

He. You 're alwaya taking the piece I want. I 've 
got a head and a big straw hat all but finished and 
you 've done nothing yet. 

Hhe. If you 'd ooly leave me alone for a minute I 'd 
^M this background done. 

}]r. How do you know it 's a background?' 



She. Well, it looks like a background; cant be tL-.- 
Ci.'ng else. 

He. I think it s a drt-ss. 

She. And I No. that wont fit. iSiV rat-'.t 

fezerinhly through the lo'-'-e pieces.) Give me vo^- 
straw hat. (Seizes it.} Now, do you st-e'.' It "s lo; a 
straw hat: it 'e an umbrella. 

He. Sold again. It doesn't fit. Hand it back. iHt 
seizes it.) I '11 lay a thousand it s a hat. 
[A knock is heard at the door, and two Utile girlt ruMi 
dancing into the room. 

He. Now children, don't make a noise. Your moth*r 
and I are Tery busy. (To Her.) That's do eood. 
You 're trying to put a hand into the top of a tree. 

She. It ii;n'-t a hand; it 's a bird sitting on a branch. 
(To the Utile girts.) Don't crowd round the table, dean; 
go and sit on the sofa and read. 

Ist- LitUe Girl. But we want to play with Audi 
Maky's game. You said we might. 

She. Yes, darling, some other day. To-morrovr. per- 
haps. Daddy and I are trying to put it right for vou 

2nd Little Girt. But why shouldn't ice play with it' 
It 'a our game. Aunt Mahy gived it to us. 

He (stonily). If this sort of thing goes on we Ehtli 
never finish. 

She (to the children). Bun- away now, darlings. You 
shall have your game to-morrow. 

The Little Girls (together). You 're both very cross 

and cruel. / 

[They leave the room indignantly in lean. I 

He (looking guiltily at Her). Let 's call them back Wl 
give them the blessed thing. 

She (determined). Never. I 've just got his 6«sb 
fixed in, and I simply couldn't bear to give it up now. 
[They proceed with- varying success. Suddenly a Jtrnj) 

He. Good heavens! That's dinner and we haven't 
even washed our hands. 

She. Only a minute more. I 've got his noKe, but 
the top of his head 's gone. It must have dropped on 
the floor. 

[Thcp both go down on their hands and knees to lool> 

for it, and in this position the butler, entering lo 

otinouncc dinner, finds them a moment later. 

The Butler. Dinner is quite ready, Ma'am. 

He. Yes, yea. Go away ; we shall be in in a minute- 

[Left struggling.] 



Mr. HuBKRT Morgan-Browne, instinctively hitting 
upon the delicate and tactful thing to do, writ-es lo 
Mrs. Hercebt Gladstone as follows: " . . . I make 
bold to ask you two questions : 

(!) How would you like to be stripped and searched 
by prison wardresses? and 

(2) What would you think of some other woman "f 
husband, who, having it in his power to prevent, pee- 
mitted yon to undergo this indignity, although he knew 
you to be a prisoner, not for a crime committed, but at 
the bidding of intense political convictions?" 

In case Mr. Hubert Morgan-Browne forgot to en- 
close the usual stamped addressed envelope, Mr. Punch 
makes bold to answer these questions for Mrs, GI.AD- 
stone. 

(!) Not at all. (2) Nothing. 

Mr. Moboan-Bbowne, having helped the cause to the 
utmost of his ability, may now retire. 
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MIGHTY ATOMS. 

Little Alha GnnoL, age>d eight, 
made her Jjondon 'debut at the Em- 
press Hall last Friday afternoon, and 
proved by her eingiug of Caro nome, 
Una voce and Di danti palpHi, as 
well as other aeiections in HuBSJan, 
Czech, and the Sandjak dialect of 
Novi-Bazar, that she is fully entitled 
to her proud appellation of " The 
Miniature Melba." Her voice is 
by no means altogether unpleasant, 
though BODsewhat weedy in the upper 
register, but her frocks and her self- 
poBsession are quite unique, and 
when, at the conclusion of her most 
ambitious effort, an indiscreet ad- 
mirer presented her with a life-sized 
doll she declined the offering with a 
gravity that was truly impressive. 

The wonderful infant Welsh oon- 
tialtoi Gladys Ap-Jenkins, created 
a furore at StcLnbammer Hall last 
Saturday evening. Her most re- 
markable effort was in the famous 
song In Cellar Cool, in which she 
more than once descended to the 
low E, thereby fully justifying her 
sobriquet of " The Buttlet," givfen in 
graceful acknowledgment of the pro- 
found talent of our foremost British 
contralto. " The Buttlet " is at pre- 
sent only nine and a half, but she 
is nearly five feet high, and at her 
present rate of growth there is a 
very reasonable prospect of her 
attaining to, if not eclipsing, the 
stature of her exalted exemplar and 
namesake. The quality of her voice 
can honestly be declared to be not 
absolutely repulsive, and, if protected 
from overstrain in the next ten 
years, may Tjuite poBsibly remsin 
durable by amateurs who Judge 
the merits of a performance solely by 
the vigour of the puff preliminary. 

A charming effect was produced 
by little Gemma Spaoiietti — the in- 
fant Tethazzini — at the recital given 
by her at St. James's Hall on Wed. 
nesday last. This wonderful child, 
whose voice is of quite astonishing 
shrillness, sang n number of Wiegen- 
lieder while lying in her own cradle, 
and at the close of the concert was 
wheeled off the platform in an alu- 
minium perincubator. 

The latest Wunderkind of the 
pianistic world, little Benno Schlum- 
DKKOEK, or " The Pocket Pader- 
F.WBKi, " as he is called by his 
enthusiastic admirers, presented a 
bewitching appearance at the Albert 
Hall last i'Viday afternoon, when 
the whole of the vast auditorium 
was crowded with a most fashion- 
able and infatuated audience. 
Master Benno came on to the plat- 



GENERAL KNOWLEDGE. 
"Noir, mm HiEES tbe eu balt?" "The Bloiters, Hiss." 



form dressed .in a bronze velvet 
knickerbocker suit, with a huge 
Limerick lace collar and lavender 
kid boots, and with his cheveluro 
arranged in the fashion of an Abys- 
sinian archimandrite. Although his 
touch and execution are not yet 
equal to those of M. Paderewski, in 
capillary attraction he is already far 
superior to that eminent virtuoso, 
and, unless his ecalp is subjected to 
undue strain by the somewhat exact- 
ing method of coiffure which he hos 
adopted, his artistic future should 
be both bright and prosperous. 

A pleasant variety, was introduced 
into tbe programnie by songs from his 
sister Miriam, a charming child whose 
expressive minauderies more than 
compensate for her faulty intonation 
and incapacity to keep time. 



" In order to liave a good supply o! fresh 
inFRt on hand, we kill half a coir evtry week 

for ihe mauutacture of (he above Piea." 

KfBtcJcfe Weekly Rcmindir. 

The thought of the second half of the 
cow knowing by some subtle instinct 
that it has only another week to live 
is too piteous. 

It U nsvar too late to mend. 

" BnUKSVrXE ClfAPEL. 

10.30. -Rev. John Fbeeu*!i. 
e.30.- Rev. H. G. Robeots, M.A. 
' The moel Lopelesa yonng mtn in Tieeds.' " 
YorMi'iTt PoU. 



" Flobekce's geDtleinan gWea Italian Foiiver- 
ealion letuons to Eiislinh Amerlcnn people." 
Adrt. in "Carrier* delta Hera." 

Before any English American engages 
him it would be as well to find out 
what Florence herself thinks of her 
gentleman's conversation. 
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:* (eommeiieing aoHloguy). " Now seated o 



E LEFT THAT WFEIWAL C 



THE SIDESMAN. 

FOR TUE THIRD DAY RUNNIKO. 
[" A happy tidttman maliet a happy bride " — TkRntikHI.] 

For what seemed weeks, but was the last two dajs, 
I 'd pottered up and down that bleeaed baiee — - 
Sorting out aunts in broivna and aunts in grejB. 

For what seemed alwajis, but was only twice 

(I^ooking, if I may say so, rather nice), 

I 'd lent a hand with hynm-sheets and with rice. 

Once more the dear old bells ring out ; once more 

I linger, pink but anxious, at the dooF — 

This is the third time. Here she corneal Oh, lor' I 

• *♦»♦*•• 
Something on these occasions goes and thrilU 

My fancy waistcoat at the first " I will's " : 
It can't be bopeleas love — it must be chills. 

Something — a sinking feeling — round the heart 
Clutches me closely from the very start. 
And tells me I am fairly in the cart. 

Something . . . And yet the fiercest unconcern 
So masks me that the vei^ers never leam 
How underneath my chest I yearn and yeani. 

• •♦•**•• 

" Wilt thou f " And (there you are '.) profoundly stirred, 
A tfleam of hope strikes through me — wild, absurd . . . 
No luck! ■■ I sigh. " He 's on it like a bird." 



" /, Edward John " — and lonely at the back 
I wish my name were Edward ; I could hack 
Myself that I was never christened Jack. 

" /, Amabel" (0 Amabel!) " take thee" — 

I groan and tremble greatly at the knee; 

" There, but for someone else," I say, " gods Me." 

Tell me, my friends, what is it trios to Bhove 
My heart into my watch-chain, as above : 
Tell me it is not chills — it must be love. 

Yet not for Amabel. No weight of cara 
Clogs me as I pursue the happy pair 
Into the vestry and admire them there; 

Save this: I take the clergyman aside — 

" Do I." I whisper — " you 're the third I 've tried — 

Do I, or do I not, embrace the bride? " 

A. A. M. 



"The report of the Hoasehold Stores Association. Ltd. (Manehesterl 
for the jear ended Aug. 31, 1998, Btal«B that the net proBt «» 
£1.890. The directors recommend a dividend of 10 per cent, &« <* 
incooie tax, on the subseribed capital, leaving £1,8^ to can; 

The Dramatic Criticisms and the Hockey Notes of Thi 
Grocers' Gazette continue to be beyond praise, but we 
think their figures, both as to the year and the profit, 
must be wrong. The " subscribed capital " works out 
at £160, where one would have expected it to be at 
least £-200. 
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SUPPLANTED. 

Got FiWKEB (out of favour). " WELL, WELL. MOTTOES CHANGE ! IN MY DAY IT WAS ' UP 
WITH THE HOUSES OF PARUAMENT!' STILL, DOWN OK UP, IT DON'T MATTER, SO LONG 
AS THE GOOD WORK GOES ON!" 



y Google 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ESTBACTED FBOll THE Dl*BY OF ToBY, U.P, 



Iij TOE uisDa Of KoniN Hood axd lira MEBnii: Men. 
" He ivau not ftoing to accuse hon. HeniberH oppoalte of being brigands, but the nrgumeiita which had been put forrrard bj' lliem w 
identical with tboae used by brigands from tinie imioeuioriol to juetify tbeir brigandage." — lj>rd Eobert CefU an the Liceaging U'lU. 
(Biing, Sir T. P. Wh-ttrk-r. Mr. L-[ J-ii-a, und Sir S-ra-1 Ev-ne.) 



House of Commons, Monday, 
October 2Ctfc. — It ie not for Dothiug 
Captain Craio figures iu the Parlia- 
mentary record as representing Down- 
East. In the United States, to speak 
of a man 03 a Down-Easter is to 
intimato opinion that, if you want 
to got the better of him, you will 
' 'c to be up v«ry early in the 
morning. The Cuptuin to-day juati- 
fied his topographical nsROciation. 
Has entered into competition with 
Magnall's Questions Ashlev for 
the prize of champion querist. A 
neck - and - neck race. SometimeB 
M. Q. in two or three ahead; next 
night the defeated but undaunted 
Captain makes a spurt, equalling, 
n exceeding, hia rival's record. 
'his afternoon Magnall's Ques- 
tions did one of those little things 
which show how the passion for 
racing ou any field loosens the moral 



fibre. Wanted to know about some 
small detail of Army administration ; 
really forget what it was. Instead 
of submitting hi,-' point in form of 
single enquiry, be spiit it up, placing 
two questions on printed paper. This 
would give him opportunity of put- 
ting a couple of supplementary ques- 
tions, running up his night's score 
by four. That old soldier N. B. 
Haldane not easily taken in. 

" I will," he blandly said when 
M. Q. put forward the right teg (so 
to speak) of his enquiry, " answer 
both the hon. gentleman's questions 
at the same time." 

Thus Kf. Q. was able to put only 
one supplementary question, losing 
a unit from tho total on which be 
had confidently counted. 

During momentary subsidence of 
jr. Q. the captious Chaig, roughly 
dragging the gentle Lulu to the front, 



gave him — in a Parliamentary se 
of course — a preliminary box on 
ear and sternly enquired "If he 
could state why the national flag was 
not flown over the National Portrait 
Gallery on Trafalgar Day? " 

It turned out that the written 
question was banded in at the table 
a day before the anniversary. This 
made matters a little mixed. The 
tense was all wrong. 

" Intelligent anticipation," 
wise T.ULU called it. 

Magnall's Questions has entered 
a protest against the query being 
credited to Craig when at end of tl 
week the score between them 
made up. Craio means to insist on 
profiting by the advantage gained by 
shrewd prevision. 

B-uainess done. — Ministerial 
measures dealing with Unemployed 

■ ' Prince Arthur protests 
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that a single sitting not sufficiently 
long for discussion. Premier meets 
objection by moving to suspend 
eleven o'clock rule. That would add 
sonic hours to opportunity. Opposi- 
tion object. Challenge division, 
which, being taken, diminishes by a 
quarter of an hour the time whose 
tiudue brevity is lamented. 

House of Lords, Tuesday. — Lord 
Laminqton has dreamed a dream. 
Interpretation thereof he expounded 
to-night in ear of listening lords. 
Has been considering vexed question 
of public-house licensing now occupy- 
ing attention of Commons. Believes 
difficulty may be met by radical alter- 
ation of the British system. At pre- 
sent public -houses are places where 
men go to drink. But man cannot 
(or should not) live by drink alone. 
Why not munch a mouthful with 
liis glass of "something short" or 
long? 

When visiting United Stat< 
Lamington made himself familii 
with hospitality of the New York 
hquor saloon proprietor. Well hi 
knows that table at end of spa 
oious bar, whereon is set the bi(_ 
bowl of clam soup, flanked by the 
round of cold beef warranted to turn 
the edge of any knife ; on the other 
side, the highly -co loured cheese with 
the chisel and hammer conveniently 
contingent, instruments old practi- 
tioners recognise as most efficient 
tor quarry-work. On payment bi 
matle for a glass of foaming beer, 
five cents, participation in this whole- 
come meal is free to the hungry 
cusf-omer. 

Lamington does not go so far ns to 
recommend introduction to tendon 
of the American institution known 
as the Free Lunch. But he thinks 
we might well lighten the darkness 
of the British public - house by 
adaptation of Continental customs. 
In his mind's eye, HoTalio, he sees 
transformed the Coach and Horses, 
that desirable Woolwich property 
recently, at the psychological mo- 
ment, transferred from War Office 
proprietorship to the hands of a pri- 
vate trader. Beer shall be freely 
sold as heretofore, iior shall whiskej 
nor gin be banned. But in conve 
nient contiguity shall be ranged 
plates of seductive sandwiches, pyra- 
mids of mutton pies, odorous fried 
fish, bread and cheese galore. When 
the customer has not only drunk but 
eaten, he shall be led forth by trim 
maiden or white-aproned gar^on — 
these are mere details to be settled 
in Committee — on to a grass-plot, 
where he will find bowls and skittles 
at his disposal. 



Lord Lauinqton stands firm to 
the principle that underlies his Bill. 
One pot one pie. If the customer 
desires more drink, he must pur- 
chase another mutton - pie or its 
iquivalant. 

Beer inevitably associated with 
skittles. But the grass-plot is of 
course for summertime. Id wet or 
foggy weather, not wholly unfaieiiliar 
in England, there will be a snug par- 
lour where the customer, sated with 
wholesomely mixed refreshment, may 
minister to the intellectual side of 
his nature by indulgence in a game 
of dominoes or draughts. 



DoPDLIK' dp Sin Cr-BCE Wh-te. 
" I did not know that tlie hoa. g^ntleo 



(Sir Edw-rd C-r»-n. K.O.) 

Pretty to see Lamington ^ 
airy grace preaching the new gospel 
that shall make Licensing Bills 
unnecessary, spreading throughout 
the land the genial glow of pubhc- 
houses, homes indeed for the way- 
farer and the working-man. Idyllic 
dream shattered by purest accident- 
Title of measure submitted for 
second reading was Public-Houses 
(Extension of Facilities) Bill. It 
was the three words in brackets that 
did for it. 

"Extension ot Facilities!" cried 
watchful Ministerialists. " What 
facilities? " 

Carlisle, looking into the matter, 
declared that the facilities were all 
for the publican, who would be able, 
unhampered by magisterial supervi- 
sion, to make unlimited extension of 
his premises. Fitzmaurice's military 
eye, trained at the Foreign Office, 



recognised in the movement " a 
reconnaissance in force desired to 
hamper the Govermnent Licensing 
Bill." After long debate the cau- 
tious Lansdowne recommended with- 
drawal of the motion, and so the 
dream dissolved. 

Nearest approach ever made on 
Parliamentary stage to reproduction 
of a feast we read of in Arabian 
NigJde," said the Member for Sark. 
" Barmecide Lahinqton invites 
Schacabac, the working - man, to 
feast with him in the reformed 
public-house. There is promise of a 
bountiful and varied banquet. But 
lol when Schacabac- seats nimself at 
the table he finds the plates empty, 
the dishes bare." 

Business done. — rx>rd Lamington's 
dream is dissipated. 

Houfe of Comntona, Friday. — At 
end of tedious week in Committee on 
Licensing Bill, House still marvelling 
as to meaning of George White's 
interruption. Was heard in debate 
on Compensation Clause. Carson 
was arguing that under Act of 1904 
Compensation was provided by levy 
on the Trade itself. 

" I am paying a great deal every 
year," moaned the worthy knight 
and alderman with whom North- 
West Norfolk has endowed the 

" I did not know that the hon. 
gentleman was a member of the 
Trade," said Carson apologetically. 

" I am not," Sir George hurriedly 
explained. " But I have to contri- 
bute towards the expenses." 

" Nor did I know that he 
tributed, to any large extent, to the 
revenue derived from it," continued 
Carsos with increased deference. 

Though Chairman of the Botary 
Machine Company, White could not 
turn round quickly enough to parry 
this unexpected thrust. He sat 
dumb, and carries with him into the 
void of the week-end the mystery 
his meaning. 

Business done. — Still harping 
the Licensing Bill. 



Qold and Nickel. 
BiuETALLisTS are expressing 'U- 
tense joy at the remarkable chance 
which has arranged that the new 
lectureship in English Literature at 
Oxford, founded by the Goldsnuths 
Company, should be offered to J"' 
NicHOL Smith. 



We would suggest a butterfly ne(. 
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ImBtrtiii yawig«cr(laiiU Hun(«nwi)i, pouHiIed by a wall). "Now thek, CniBLEV, i 



D DOWN IK FBONT 0. 



TO GUY. 
[The altemutiTe attraclion suggested id our 
central cartoou is mot tbe odI; one.] 
I 'h often tempted to enquire 

Why none of all our later singers 
Has ever takeu down his lyre 

And swept it with responsive fin- 
gers, 

And had at least a try 
At something tuneful to our old 

friend Guv 1 
Fori B,s a martyr to a Cause, 
Guv, you 're as fit for modem 
ballad 
As any breaker of tbe laws 
We've subsequently seen Valhalla 'd, 
And advertised in papers 
By kodaks which record bis public 

capers. 

How freely, when your name was 

liaiW 

In early times with ceremonial. 

The noblest circles caked and aled 

'Alid doings one may call baronial ; 

While varlets drained the bowl 

And fell upon the bullock roasted 

whole I 

To-day such junketings as these, 
Which appetites were kept in trim 
for, 
Have gradually ceased to please, 
Until you 're but a synonym for 



A negligence in dress 
Combined with lack of facial come- 

lioess. 
And, since 'tis BO,-we well may stop 
And ask ourselves the question 
whether 
We shall not some day let you drop 
Out of our purview altogether. 
And seek a livelier thnll 
In padlocked Suffragettes behind a 
grille. 

TARBED WITH THE SAME 
FEATHERS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — You are always 
so kind to my friends and myself that 
I know you won't mind my writing 
to you now. 

Will you tell me what you think of 
the following facts? 

One morning last week I was 
doing my breathing exercises in the 
garden and thought I would vary 
them with a little excitement, so I 
ran up a tree after a bird. Just as I 
had managed to catch it my mistress 
came out of the house, took away 
the bird, and whipped me for my 
"dreadful cruelty." I didn't mind 
the whipping, but I bad no breakfast 
that day, which was terriUe. 

That afternoon I was sitting with 
my mistress when a box was brought 



in addressed to her. Out of the box 
came a hat, and then 1 understood 
why I wHsn't to catch the birds. All 
round the hat were dead birds! Of 
course she wanted the birds in the 
garden for herself. She kept on say- 
ing, "Isn't it sweet I" but don't 
you think it 's rather greedy of her 
to want to keep them all to herself.' 
Don't you think we ought to go 
shares'/ Yours, etc., 

Persian. 

P.S. — I have just been to sleep 
and had the most awful nightmare. 
I dreamed that my mistress was 
wearing me on her hat 1 I am so 
frightened I don't know what to do. 
I beard my mistress say only yester- 
day that white hats were to be worn 
this winter 1 Would you put in a 
paragraph saying if you have ever 
seen ladies with white Persian kit- 
tens on their hats? 

P.S. 2.— Do you want a kitten in 
Bouverie Street? I could sit under 
the cartoOn-table and pick up a few 
unconsidered trifles. Fond of dogs. 

The latest cigarette put upon the 
market by a Manchester firm is 
called " The Swan - Song." An 
ominous name I Does nobody ever 
come back for more ? 
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[Same noteit upon curioiia findings disceriird 
by S. John Ottakum, of Nagaeaki, Stndeia of 
Avlomobilt ConMruetion, Leitera •£ Life.] 



Unemployeds. 

During the collation of cold snaps 
provided by bleak October's chilly 
blast the chamber window sweet of 
my bed-sitting room having become 
too infernally round a peg in its 
square hole, a carpenter was in- 
veigled to attend and cir- 

cumvent the draughts: He 
w-aa distinguished from his 
fellows by a cravat of the 
poppy 's glowing hue and 
cry, and his hat, which lay 
in desuetude upon the stairs 
when I eased my descent to 
breakfast, was of un an- 
nealed felt, of the form 
called by the vulgar a Trilby, 
alternatively an Elpine. 

As I met him, after grub- 
bing my inwards, I said 
" Good morning," with my 
customary hail- f el low-neck - 
and-neck affability. He 
replied " Bamat! " Here, 
I thought, is a hind of no 
common herd. Remember- 
ing that soft soap faciUtates 
revolutions per minute of the 
sorriest mare, I told hini 
that I had seldom heard such 
good Japanese since I arrived 
in Enghsh soil, salving my 
face with the reflection that, 
as I had heard none other 
attempt on our language, this 
was a pretty safe miss in 
the balky harbour of shep- 
hord's-plaid tarradiddles. 

This man told me he had 
studied Japan, just as be had 
studied ancient Greece, and 
believed that a black man — 
or a tan, for that matter — 
was as good as a white, and 
better. This seemed fairly open- 
handed largesse, and I responded 
that he was a man of heart and oak, 
which seemed to please his nibs, 
adding that I could see he had an eye 
on things. 

Yes, he admitted, he knew a hole 
in a pair of steps — in fact, some of 
his associates dubbincd his vanity 
by calling him the Socrates of 
Stockwell. If I took any interest 
in " the things what matter," he 
added, I should come down and hour 
him hold the fort that evening at n 
concoiirsu of brother working-men 
whom ho had impanelled 



fcur- halves and shove - halfpence. " 
I assured him of my pleasure to be 
a party in mind, body and estate to 
his pearly drops, and he gave ine a 
card, upon which (most ingeniously 
with a small piece of soldering-jead) 
he inscribed the name and address 
of the Refreshing Rooms under 
whose spreading threshold his Society 
met. 

1 attended, duly arranging my 
toilet so that I was not too obviously 
an affluent lily-spinner of society; 
and as my friend gave tongue to 



lis roisT ms Lobdshif intermpted Mb. Dbawleb nr 

«, AND RtlD IT WAS A ODHVEBIENT TmE KDR THE CoURT 

—Saliirday't l-egal Beport. 



asked my friend. He would bet any 
reasonable amount of tin, he said, 
that John Bcrns had not put hand 
to vice for nigh on twenty years of 
grace. No man could bo a friend of 
the working-man who was not him- 
self a worldng-man — toiling, rejoic- 
ing, and occasionolly piping the optic 
of compassion with other working- 
There were nt the present moment, 
P.M., he continued, a most uncom- 
fortable number of labourers in 
London who hod no work to whet 
their whistles upon. If the 
great John Burns was the 
friend of the working-man, 
why could not he give them 
something better than work 
on new asylums? Putting 
a premium on halmy-cmmp- 
ettedness, ho called it. In 
his opinion Burns might 
talk for ten years, with his 
two thousand, and his 
library, and his what-not, 
but what he found when he 
looked around his points of 
the compass was hundreds 
of thousands of men out of 
work— North, South, East, 
and West, as the crow flies. 
Hero he sat down, amid the 
rented aliouts of the auditors. 
At this junction I begged 
to be allowed to decloim a 
few pefiods. Making an 

actuarial allowance for mne- 
monic side-slips, I spoke as 
follows : 

"My dear Sirs! I came 
to listen to your words and 
drink a non • combatant 
'small black,' not to ad- 
dress you. But I feel 
obliged to tilt a lancet-point 
with our friend. Though I 
must compliment him on the 
febrility of his sonifaction . 



1 of giving them a soul above 



such wizened opinions I make no 
hut-in-mouth apology for recounting 
his main-^heet. We sat around the 
room at Carrara -tipped tables bear- 
ing traces of Time's ringM changes 
and cups of cocoa, and as one man 
wo ordered " small blacks." These 
proved to be httlc mugs of n liquid 
whose appearance and flavour sug- 
gested respectively coffee and tiic 
waters of Lethia. 

Incision was made in mediae res 
the proceedings by my friend, who 
said he had seen but yester's dewy 
eve that the Horrible John Burns, 
P.C., had been described as a friend 
of the working-man. Oh, u-ag he? 



do not 
mises, his i 
thing that 
lilding asyli 
ibecile is 



him his pre- 
(lessuage, or any- 
s liis. To state 
ms for the men- 

to increase the 

m in consria recti 

veil presume 



that hi 
tally i 
paucity of 
is quite illogical 

that to build gallow-busnes la m> 
make each chap a murderer of his 
able-bodied brothers. To me, gen- 
tlemen of the auditorium, the Labour 
question is one of education. There 
are so many labourers unable to 
recognise a job simply because their 
tuauhiiig has been mediocre to many 
degrees of Fahrenheit. 

" There are some hundreds of thou- 
sands, anno domini, of labourers 
with their digits perforce ambushed 
in their fobs, and there is only one 
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Mr. Andrew Casneoie, of Skibo, 
Bucks. Why? Simply because, 
having achieved the erectitude of 
his own piles of rhinos, Mr. Car- 
NKOiE never tells us how he per- 
formed Buch working-bee prodigies 
of value for money. He has lectured 
and told his hearers how to sane 
money, but not how to beget it. 
To save is humanly a bit of a job; 
to create cneh is a devil of a deep-sea 
undertaking. To my eagle eyrie the 
desideratum is that we should have 
issue of an invitation to all mil- 
lionaires to attend a central spot. 
Then round-oft and coUar-up (to use 
A N,-W. Torritorialism) the labourers 
ond let then^ enjoy a few hours of 
pele-mcle cauacrie. 

" Your millionaire is much like any 
other chap of flesh, bone, or car- 
tilage. I am sure if we had a few 
here just at the moment, gave them 
each a jorum of ' small black ' and a 
dig in the R.-W, thoracic region, 
speaking to them as working-men in 
CBSC to working-men with pasts, they 
would tip us a few staves on such a 



vexed question, and tell us the 
favourite for the big event. 

" Mr. Burns, whoso ethics have 
been so ably eviscerated by the first 
speaker, is not up to much. It is 
obvious as a pike-shaft that if we all 
adopted the course of the sweet singer 
of Battersea we should finish up 
as feathered habitues of the privet- 
hedge of P.CJ-ishnesB. Counting 
noses, on thie hypotenuse, I can see 
at one blow forty-odd working-men 
each drawing from the well two 
thousand quids per annum as eosy 
as tiddledy-winking ! 

" One of the brightest minds of 
the century has handed out the 
remark that to be truly happy, and 
let who will be dyspeptic, man must 
live on sixpence per diem, having 
previously observed the formality of 
earning said tanner. 

" Kupt. Wells, of Scotland Yard, 
tells me that if each unemployed son 
of the toil would take to wife one 
Suffragette and —the two being made 
one — go back to the land, as far 
buck as possible, the Unemployed 



and Suffrage questions would sole 
and heel themselves — mutually, 
simultaneously, and nemine conira- 

Having been thanked for my con- 
tribution to the flow of English 
undefiled, and permitted as a favour 
to discharge the day of reckoning 
of some forty-odd "small blacks," 
I took my hat from peg and vamosed 
the ranks. And on reflection next 
morning I was so satisfied with the 
body and clority of my spokes in 
their flywheel, as to decide to offer 
a ragoiit of same for benefit of any 
reader of Punch who may he im- 
paled between the horned toad- 
stools of a dilemma by being called 
upon for a few well-chosen remarks 
on this Labour question. 1 am not 
above myself to admit that I have 
often give birth to most brainy pos- 
tulates after conning hand-over-hand 
the utterings of some other silver- 
tongued chap, adopting his cerebral 
foundlings to my own hook by waft- 
ing over same the pinions of the bird 
of paraphase. E. N. D. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clcrki.) 
In his latest (but surely not his last) book of dis- 
tilled-water essays, .4* Lar^jc (Smith, Elder), Mr. A. C. 
Benson complains of the critics who Qccuscd him of 
writing platitudes. "If they are platitudes," he says, 
"why do we not find more people practising them? 
What I mean by a platitude ie a truth so obvious that 
it is devoid of inspiration, and has become one of the 
things that everyone does so instinctively" that no 
reminder of them is necessary." Weii, I am afraid my 
definition of the word is different from Mr. Benson's, 
If at the end of a long discourse he were to say : " And 
perhaps the essence of the whole matter is this — that to 
be good is to be happy," I should remark that he was 
talking platitude. IJet I have friends who are quite good 
without being really very happy. 
Again, I go to bed late and I get up 
late, and frequently I remind myself 
of the folly of it, but I should rightly 
be irritated with a man who observed 
solemnly: "I sometimes think that 
the secret of the matter is this :' that 
oidy they are truly healthy who 
retire to rest early at night and rise 
again early on the morrow ; and it 
may even he that only thus shall 
they acquire honourable wealth and 
wisdom also." These things are 
platitudes because they repeat (with 
an air of wisdom) what everybody 
has already thought for himself ; 
not necessarily what ho has already 
practised. Writing of his life at 
the country cottage which inspired 
these essays, Mr. Benson says: 
"There is no ttir, no eagerness, no 
brisk interchange of thought about 
it." Well, that describes his book 
exactly; and as it is now my turn to 
relate the obvious to Mr. Benson 
let me assure him that the intellec- 
tual masses do not like interchange 
of thou gilt — but that they do like 
reading in beautiful language (and 
print) actually the very things that 
they have always felt for themseives. 

In Justin H. McCarthy's book, 

The Gorgcoui Borgia (Huhst and Bl.\ckett), 
Two points that I can't overlook 

Impel me to attack it. 
The first is this: — In fiction based 

On history, the scribe should plot so 
That all his vital lines are traced 

From fact ; and here it 'a not so. 
The second : — On the Borgian beat 

I always hope the stress and storm 'II 
Excite my blood to fever heat ; 

And here it stuck at normal. 
These points aside, the art displayed 

Gave me no little satisfaction. 
And readers will be well repaid 

With that in lieu of action. 



the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Impoverished French Viscounts. As long as the old 
gentleman whose story is recorded in Mirage (Methhen) 
was a boarder in a Bloomsbury pension his life was not 
exoctly saturated with the joie de vivre, but it was just 
endurable. He thought, poor innocent, that he kne-w 
the worst. But Fate and Mr, Thurston had their eye 
on him. First they pretended to be dreadfully sorry 
for him, and took him away from Bloomsbury to a 
sweet Httle cottage in Berkshire. Then they let him 
fall in love with the daughter of the girl who had been 
his sweetheart In the days of long ago, and then, hav- 
ing bamboozled him into thinking that he was shortly 
going to he left a large fortune, they allowed him to 
propose to her, in spite of the forty-three years' differ- 
ence between their ages. After that, having comforted 
th love, ihey proceeded to chastijc him with 
promised legacy was snatched from his 
expectant grasp, and, on discovering 
that his athanced bride had only 
accepted him out of womanly pity, 
he resigned her to a contemporary of 
her own, and took the next train 
back to Bloomsbury. It is all very 
simple and pretty and depressing, 
but, in spite of Mr. TnuasTON'a 
graceful and pleasant style, it doesn't 
seem to me to take one much 
forrarder. But we may at least be 
grateful that Mirage is quite free 
from the blemishes which disfigured 
Salhj Bishop—and helped to make 
her fortune. 



scorpions. 



The 



Mr. E. Temple Thurston ought to be prosecuted by 



When I used to play Cavaliers and 
Roundheads (under the old nursery 
rules) victory always went, I believe, 
to the fonner, and Prince Eupert 
had the rocking-horse. In a great 
many novels, too, your Puritan is a 
spiritless sort of fellow who has a 
poor time both oil the battle-field 
and in the drawing-room. Mr. H. 
C. Bailey, however, is much less 
conventional in Colon ct Slow 
(Hutchinson). Though his hero 
does fight for KrNG Charles, he is 
really a free-lance with leanings to 
the other side, and only espouses the 
loyahst cause for the sake of his lady, who, as a matter 
of fact, turns out to be a hussy and runs away with his 
friend Colonel lioyilon. Ihat puto the plot of the story 
(including both Colonels) into a nutshell. For the rest 
the book goes at a rare canter, and there is never a 
moment of boredom while J!r. Bailey is in the saddle, 
in spite of the dead-weight of solid history he is carrying. 
His verbal activity, too. is amazing, and the dazzhng 
thrusts and parries of his well-assorted characters extend 
right away down to the conversation of cooks and 
lackeys. "Marriage is a sacrament: you may also 
consider it a sauce "; and again, "I fear nothing but 
God and an English omelette," says Maithiru-Marc. I 
wonder what Parthos would have done if Mouiqueion 
had made remarks like that. Parbleu! 



"Mr. Albert Sniit ilnyeO > violoncello c 
Bizet. Waguer and G rieg."— J(a(fc Ilendd. 
Hence the word "concerto." 
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The moTemeut in favour of having 
prooeBsiocs of tbe Unemployed on 
Bundavs ia finding increased lavoor 
with (no agitators, as eo man; men 
^rho ore at work on week-days can 
then take part in these domon- 
straMons. 

"The Cabinet, "saiB The'Obaervcr, 
A pfopoB of the birth of a eon to Mr. 
and Mrs. Raymond Asquith, " is 
poor in graodfatheia." Anyhow, no 
ODQ can say that ii isn't rich in 
grandmotherly legislation. 

So many oonvtots have lately trier] 
to esoape from Dartmoor prison that 
it almost looks as 
ii they are not 
mado comfortable 
there, and we are 
surprised that 
certain humani- 
tarian Members 
of Parliament 
have not yet 
raised this point. 
••• 

We refuse to 
believe that the 



ged tramp living at Dunkirk 
has inherited £16,000 from on uncle. 
It is thought that the lucky beggar 
will now retire from business. 

• • 

A conference has been held at Hull 
to consider a proposal (or I he con- 
struction of an independent lino of 
railway from Nottingham to Hull. 
Personally wo do not earo for a line 
which is characterised by independ- 
ence. We like our trains to bo 
punctual. 

• • 

Yet another accident to aeronauts I 
JltB Daily Graphic balloon, which, 
after waiting since Scptoinber for a 
favourable wind, started last week for 
[Siberia, has descended in Lincoln- 



certain Company Promoter in the 
Kaffir Market. 

%• 
And The Angel, by Gux Tdobnb, 
is not an autobiography. 

• • 

Wu have received a letter from a 
gentleman complaining bitterly of his 
wife, who refused to go out with him 
becnuso be wanted to wear a hat 
which she considered too big for him. 
Ue thinks that she should bo as 
tolerant to him as ho is to her in 
such matters, 



"TliebcBt brDukaclui 
Lillian, 140 (full). 176, t 
wlikli 78 have been mm 



by the Govern- 
ment to the bar- 
maids of Great 
Britain is due to 
its fear of creat- 
ing 100,000 more 
Suffragettes. 

Twenty - three 
Suffragettes have 
applied to bo 
transferred from 
the second to the 
first division at 
Eoiloway Gaol. 
But surely tbe greater the hardships 
-the greater tbe heroines. 
' \* 

A Lincoln^ ire magistrate an- 
nounced last week that be had 
instructed bis mother to apply for 
on Old-Age Pension on the ground 
that she had as much right to a 
pension as an cx-Cabinet Minister. 
Wo fear that tbe authorities will re- 
quire a stronger claim tlian that. 

V 

The Brointree Guardians have 
decided to change the name of a 
bouse which has been hired for the 
boarding - out of children from 
" Poplar Houso " to " Cambridge 
Villa." We understand that the 
University town, while appreciating 
the compliment, also realises tbe 
awful responsibility. 



BEAUTIFYING OUR HIGHWAYS. 

Tub rourMisTu-OEHEEAi. pkoposbs to orrsB * fhizs seh TEts roa i 



bhiro. Still we understand that a 
fairly desolate part of that county 
was reached. 

Trade is so had that tlio only per- 
sons who are making money to-day 
are the counterfeit coiners, who have 
just issued a batch of capital false 
half-sovereigns. 

The Occult Review publishes an 
article on " The Dangers of Prema- 
ture Burial." We had always im- 
agined that the practice must iufolvc 
considerable risk to the health of the 
person interred. 

• * 

Fairy Tales /roii* South Africa, 
which is the nan\Q of a publication 
just issued by MgnarB. Macuilu^n, is 
not, we are told. *, a Xalest work of a 
* \\>^ __^ 



id 121 (unfinishiHlJ, oE 
B off DniTsnii." 

Tht Sporttmatt. 
The losing hazard 
off the other 
man's body is a 
difficult stroke, 
but Inman is 
rapidly becoming 
BO proficient at 
it that (our au- 
thority is still 
The Sportsman) 
be is now pre- 
pared to give 
Williams 2,000 
in 1,800 up for 
£100 a side. Not 
having seen 
Williams we can- 
not say whether 
a loser off bim is 
more difficult to 
negotiate than 
one oS Dawson, 
but in any case 
Inman will have 
to be at his very 
best to win. 

Extract from 
Commissioner of Police's Notice re 
cab-calls : — 

" On and alter Kovembcr 8ih tlie code 
mil he :— 

Ifor a molar cab . . One blnsl. 

For a hansom . ' . , Two blasts. 

For a four-nheelcd cnli . Three blatits." 
Mr. Punch would like to know how 
many are to be used when nothing 
turns up at all. 

"TlBirf ItEFOSM 

nieauB 
UKEvrLOTED Acrrjn>oBfl." 

Dail'j Eyiita*. 
Surely someone has blundereul 

"KiLKEEL Dahciso C1A8S. — This class IioIiIb 
two prncticen weekly, niid t}ia mciiiberBhip ia 
iucrensing by leape and bouudn." 

The Heirnl It'porl'r. 
This is oil very well for the Kitchen 
Lancoi-a, but it doesn't do for the 
wa'.tz. 
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"PASSING THROUGH." 

["Manj birds of passage are among thoso seon almiit, Tliis iatli? 
«MOD fur Hhootiiig parties, and people are coDHtaQtl)- passing through 
own for a couple of daji or so. and this gives n aomeivliat (ictiliooa 
lir of gaiety to London." — The Daily Mail.} 
Fleet passenger, arrested in jour flight ! 

For just a flay, a too brief day or so, 
Y»u turn our Ijondon's darkness into light, 
Letting us bask within your radiant glow. 
And then — you have to go. 

You come among us (how the mind reverts 
To angel visitors from out the blue!). 

Fill up your void of cartridges and shirts. 
Get your hair cut, and so to-morrow to 
Fresh woods and parties new. 

There 's no mistaking where you "ve been and bloomed, 
Nor how you got that rudely ruddy cheek. 

That figure less Immaculately groomed— 

Not what we look to find of smooth and sleek 
From May to Goodwood week. 

The breath of clover clings about your boots; 

The flcent of heather hovers in your hair; 
Your countenance, from contemplating roots, 

Has caught the red beet's tone and come to wear 
The turnip's vacant air. 

PerchancG you spend your evening in a stall — ■ 
Some lyric comedy wliere once again 

The old high-kicking chorus fails to pall, 

And the old wheezes charm that put no strain 
Upon your virile brain. 

Perchance we recognise you at the Ritz 
Blatant with, health, and haply overhear 

A fragmentary mot of gun-room wits. 
Hallowed by hoary wont and very dear 
To the habitual ear. 

Yet, as the expert of The Mail confessed, 

This levity of birds upon the wing. 
Mere birds of passage, ouly has at best 

(Compared with London Life, the Actual Thing) 
A false, fictitious ring. 

And Town, it seems, must bide the tarrymg hours 
Until the covert-sido has had its day, 

Setting you free to concentrate your powers 
And give your esprit that unfettered play 

Which makes us really gay. 0. S. 



DISCUR8I0NS. 

Sandv Bill. 
I DID Dot meet Sandy Bill until long afterwards, and 
then I had no genuine assurance that what I saw was 
really Sandy Bill. You shall hear about that later. 
In the meantime I may say that he was supposed .to 
be a cat, not of the sub-fuse hue generally oasociatec' 
with the dresB proper to be worn in the Cambridgi 
Senate House, but of a super-fuse or Drigbt ginger 
colour. He was alleged to be of gigantic size and 
immitigable ferocity, with a strange exotic taste for 
buttered eggs. AD this we gathered from Mrs. Hug- 
gins, the bcdmaker. Nobody else had seen him, and 
even Mrs. Hugoinb had only — if I may use her < 
words — " ketcht a flash of im " as he flew past her 
or over her head. 



Sandy Bill was one of Mrs. Hdooins's favouiite 
legends. According to her he inhabited by preference 
the roof covering that special part of Trinity College, 
Cumbridge, in which lay the scene of her duties aod 
labours. She bad never known him, she said, as a 
kitten, and we were permitted to infer that such heriHC 
cats never had a kittcnhood, but sprang fully clawed 
and toothed from the head of Pasht. To be sure it wu 
not Mrs. Huggins who suggested Pasht. The name of 
that goddess was mentioned to her by Norhak, the 
classical scholar, who had dabbled in Egyptian mytho- 
logy. All that Mrs. Huggiss obser\'ed in reply was 
this: — "I dessay there may 'ave bin a cot called hy 
that name, but I never 'eard of 'er, and if there 'd been 
a Push about the College I should have known it." 
NoRMAK thereupon apologised and withdrew Pasht. 



I ought to add that, except in regard to buttered eggs, 
Sandy Bill was no marauder. So ferocious an onimal 
would have scorned the proverbial pilferings of the con- 
venient cat of lodging-houses. He drank no milk, he 
abstracted no butter. Alone, or in the compony of a 
docroasing number of rats and mice, his daily su-steuance, 
he inhabited the roof. According to the fond memorj 
of Mrs. HuQQiNS he was noted for a strong dislike of 
Junior Deans and Tutors. On the arrival of any speci- 
men of this terrible and detested ttnbe within the raoee 
of his eye or bis nose he mewed, so Mrs. HoooiKS tow 
us, with a pathetic persistence; but, as Norman said, 
we didn't run to Junior Deans on our staircase, sod 
thus wo never had an opportunity of putting Sandj 
Bill to the test. In Mrs. HuoGiss's presence, how- 
ever, we did not dare to express any violent disbelief 
in his existence. Could any Greek have taxed Homu 
nith mendacity when Agamemnon was mentioned? 
Mrs. HuGOiNS was the Houer of Sandy Bill. 



Certainly she had her moments of triumph. Once, 
on a morning when she was stirring a preparation of 
buttered eggs over the fire in Askew's rooms, there had 
been a roar and a scurry as some monstrous beast came 
down the chimney with a bang, seized the luscious 
yellow mixture and vanished away, leaving Mra. Hno- 
GINS prostrate and eggless on the hearthrug, tfhere 
Askew found her still tightly grasping her spoon. There 
had been buttered eggs; there were none when AsKEff 
came in. The obvious and only inference was Sandj 
Bill. Again on a certain evening when she was look- 
ing for a threepenny -bit at the bottom of the staircase 
by the aid of a tallow candle, she had seen two ej» 
glaring down at her from the top stair, had fainted wi'*' 
her candle in her hand, and had foimd neither cande 
nor candlestick when she came to herself. Sandy BiUi 
of course. 1 remember the evening, because the ne* 
waiter in hall had, in offering the soups, asked Nobiia« 
if he preferred " thick 'are or garden 'ore " — P'""?.? JJ 
much better expression than your silly Frenchified 
jardiniere. 

The greatest triumph, however, happened in ^''"^ 
lion with the black Persian cat nliiuh A3KBW hM 
brought from home in his third October term. A genlo 
amiable animal she was, but addicted to oocturow 
wandering. One night she went to bed ^""^ 
Askew 'a underwear in the bottom drawer of his o**^' 
of-drawers, and in the morning she had taken P"^ 
(and used it) to add five ginger-coloured kittens w ^ 
population. This was conclusive. Mrs. Hooo "'^ 
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ALONE I DIDN'T DO IT. 

. Tut (brmtldrn tal Iriump) „!). "THANK tOV, TEDDJ(i!S: o/CiOOglC 



y Google 
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Fair Ktighbotir (muoeioily). " S.tKDDn tsbbe 



I of rathwy Mrriag*). " Wi ja rifl 



> iMnoBT un uBDiNes. 



not exult in an; CRean way. Her face was flushed with 
pleasure as she led us to the drawer and showed us 
Sundy Bill's kittens. 

Many years afterwards, when I brought my wife to 
Cambridge, we called on Mrs. Hugoins at her private 
realdenoe and had a cup of tea. I talked of old days 
and of Sandy Bill. " You 're settin' on 'im, Sir," said 
Mrs. HoooiNS. 1 rose with some alacrity from my 
arm-chair and saw that its seat was spread with an 
ancient yellow skin, Mrs. Hcooiss espfainod that she 
had found him after his lamented death, and had at first 
intended to have her hero stuffed. She had, however, 
decided eventually in favour of skinning him, and there 
he was. This was all I ever saw of Sandy Bill. 



THE IMPULSE . 
{" Tlie Foet maat maka his readera believe that he writea from an 
iireaiHlible iniTBid impulie.": — Th^ rime*.] 

When you 're uttlng in the twilight and there comes an 
inclination 
To commence a sheet of foolscap with the magic 
words "To Jane," 
May we view the lines that follow as the natural 
emanation 
Of an all-compelUiig moment flushed with Passion and 
with Pain? 

And arrive at the conclusion 
That your amorous effusion 
Representa a fervid impulse of the Heart and of the 
Brain? 



Was it, then, some ardent whisper full of Springtime 
and of Courting 
That in sudden inspiratioD drew your stylo from its 
sheath ? 
And when Pegasus was mounted — did he canter off 
cavorting 
Up the slopes of steep Parnassus with the bit between 
his teeth? 

Was — in short— your lyric burden , 

Bom of moonrise, and its guerdon 
Just your gentle Jane's approval, and a fair-sized 
laurel wreath? 

It is yours, my young Apollo, to uphold this pleasant 
fancy. 
For we mustn't know the sonnet cost you several 
hours of stress. 
And might just as well have gone to either Lilian or 
Nancy 
Had they shown the same facilities for rhythmical 
address; 

Mustn't know the ode to Jinnx 
Was inspired by — say — a guinea 
To be wrung with tribulation from a stony-hearted 
Pressl 



" Staff-Captain N. wae the hero of « ni|[ht adveoture dnrinK the week. 
On his vay to the Chriatopbar Straet [err; he nitneaaed ihe horrible 
aght of a wwnan being felled with a hlackjack. *"' ~ 



gathered, bat seemed nralfzed irith fear. The Staff-Oaptain, 
setting eveiTthioff but that a piecions life was in danger, ran t 
Ciiarlu Street PoTica Station."—!^ War Cry (A'no York). 



We can picture the heroic scene — with the staff-eaptai 
in the foreground fairly sprinting. 



PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



{NoVEtfBEIt. 11, 190& 



THE PINK SMCKI<uG-ROOM. 

9.16 P.M. — " VeE, it 's a beautiful 
day," I said, "sod I think the Kaiseh 
made a mistake, but what do ;oii 
mean by ' disabiUties of sex '? On 
the other hand, I should be inclined 
to back DcNOAN and Mavo." 

" I i^dot say anything," said 
Mias MiDDLETON, looking up from her 
book. 

" I beg your pardon. I thought 
■yoo coughed." 

I Miss MiDDLETON returned to her 
book, and there was a breathless 
silence for a quarter of an hour. 

" If you would only let me get a 
word in," I said, "I would point 
out your mistake. When you argue 
that ■• , 

" I didn't say anything," said Misa 
MiDDLRTON, looking up from her book. 

" I 'ni Sony. I could have sworn 
you sighed." 

Miss MtDDLETOM returned to her 
book, and there was another breath- 
less silence for a quastor of an hour. 
Then I could bear it no longer. I 
stood wp and shouted "Help! " at 
tho top of my voice. 

Miss MiDDLETON gave a loud 



" It 'a all right," I said sooth- 
ingly. " There 's no danger. Please 
keep your seat. The captain " 

" Oh, what did you I quite 

felt You did frighten me." 

thought you 'd be wanting 
3ce. You 've just found the 
body, haven't you? " 

She picked up the book, and read 
the title with a smile. 

" ] "ra very sorry," she said. 
" I have been awfully rude, haven't 
1 ? But it 'e so exciting. Let 's 
reati it together, if you like. I '11 
just explain where I 've got to." 

10.0.— It is called The Myatery of 
the Pink Smoking -room. Wakened 
by loud cries at midnight, James the 
butler rushed to the door of Miss 
Primrose's room, where a terribli 
struggle was proceeding, and rattled 
at the handle. He was quickly fol- 
lowed by Professor Matthews (the 
father), George, who was slaying in 
tho bouse, and Eliza the cook. 
There were no ortier servants. When 
at last they broke the door down, 
they found Miss Primrose on the 
floor with a bullet-wound in the fore- 
head, and no sign of the assassin. 

" That 's where I 'm up to now," 
Bfud Miss MiETDLETON. " Come on. 
Who do you suspect?" 

" I suspect James. He was there 
first. It 's always a good rule to sus- 
pect the man who was there first." 

" But the detective proved " 



Is there a detective?" 
Yes, he 's just arrived. . I 'm go 
ing to suspect him. He 's the last 
person you would suspect naturally. 
isn't he? so he 's bound to be th< 
one. That 'b the best way to do it.' 

" That 's all right so far as it goes 
but it doesn't go far enough. Jamoi 
is the first person you 'd suspect: 
therefore he 's the last person to bavi 
done it. Therefore he probably did 
do it." 

" Hadn't we better read a bit 
more? Perhaps James has an ali'Iii." 
If James is the man I take bin 
for, he has at least two alibis; hu^ 
probably did it all,, the same. 
Come on." 

10.15.-*We don't know what t< 
make of it. James hasn't, had an 
alibi yet, but he has ^^eii arrested', 
which is just as g6o^ 

" They 'd never arrest the real 
assassin on page 56,'' l:explained to 
Miss MiDDLETOK. " If they did I 
should insist on having my money 
hack — I mean your money back." 

"What about my detective? He 
hasn't arrested hunself yet." 

" Don't be so absuid. I know it 
isn't him." 

" So do I. That 's what makes me 
think it is." 

" But I can tell you why it can't 
be. The detective never knows at 
the very beginning who did it, does 
he?" 

■' Of course not, or there wouldn't 

1 a story." 

" Well, then, it be 'd done it him- 
self he would have known." 

10.30. — James is still under arrest. 
Primrose's injury is not mortal, 
and she has been sent to a hospital 
at Cromer. But her mind ' is a 
blank. A new man, Rogers, has 
just arrived from Australia. Miss 
MiDDLETON and I suspected him at 
once, but I said it first. At least a 
dozen witnesses can prove that he 
was on board at tlie time, whioh looks 
father suspicious. I don't quite see 
how he 's going to e.'iplain that away. 

10.45. — We have decided to tabu- 
late our theories. Here they are : — 

(a) Primrose was shot through the 
keyhole by Rogers. (My contribu- 
tion.] 

[b] Primrose was a Christian 
Scientist, and only thought she 'd 
been shot. [Misa Middlbtoh's i 
tribution.) 

(e) Primrose shot herself. (My 
contribution.] 

(d) And then swallowed , tho le- 
volver — don't be so ridiculous. (Miss 
Middlbton's contribution.) 

(e) Primrose fell out of bed on to 
a bullet. {Mias Middleton's contri- 



* dctu 



died 



btition. She says she has ojt 
this herseU.) 

11.0. — We are going to work on a 

w line. The author has proniis«d 
that someliody we knoiv iti going bo 
confess on the last pago, so we have 
made a list of all the people who have 
been mentioned so far. lu addition to 
those I have named already (most of 
whom have been arrested.), we have: 

Daphne fPrimrose's twin sister. 
But the author has practically sworn 
that Daphne didn't do it.) 

John (her brother, who 
India). 

Clinton Fvles (the author of tba 
book]. 

E. N. H. (to whom he has dedi- 
cated it); and 

BuAKSPEARE (" A-B Shakspeare 

js "-p. 87). 

"It's simply got to be one of 
those, according to Fyles, " I told 

Miss MlDDLRTON. 

' He doesn't actually say so. AU 
he says is that little did one of them 
know that their terrible secret was 
about to be revealed. Of course if it 

asn't they wouldn't. I believe it 's 
hypnotism or spiritualisna or some- 
thing like that. That will be abso- 
lutely rotten." 

" He 's simply having us on, you 
know, that's what it is." 

"Well, anyhow," said Miss Mw- 
DLETON, " we 've suspected every- 
body once, so we 're bound to be 
right. Turn over, quick." 

11.19. — Primrose's body bos just 

en found in the pink smoklng- 

om. She has been shot again, I 
suppose. This is very uueettUog. 
Particularly as we all thought she 
was 8t Cromer. 

11.21.— Primrose is alive I But 
very weak. She is going to tell us 
what happened. Quick ! 

11.30.— She has told us ! 



" Scored oHI " said Miss Mtodle- 
TON. "Just fancy! I should like 
to pretend that I suspected this all 
along, but I didn't really-" 

" Y'ou told me," 1 said <^^^ 
"that Primrose was shot miA weat 
to Cromer. Now it turns out to hove 
been Daphne a,ll the time." 

"Don't be angry." pleaded Miss 
MmoLETON. " James thought so too, 
and he has known them much long* 
than I have. All the same I doat 



her by accident. No, I 'm not aaffy^ 
but if ever I meet Cliktos rnxs 

face to face, I 'II " 

"Dol" said Miss MiddU^R- 
"And I 'II promise to suspect JO" 
last." A. A- M. 
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COOKERY TIPS BY " TOOTSIE." 
MABJOaiE AND MOBtBL. — Few 
pM^le know, dear Mu and Mabjie, 
DOW easily the humble mutton-chop 
may be transformed into a dainty 
dUh fit to " set before a king." The 
following is one way, specially suit- 
able for girls like you rao Ives wlio 
occupy a small flat. Having re- 
moved all the feathers, hold the 
chop with a pair of pincers in the 
flame of a spirii-lamp for a quarter 
of an hour. (If the pincers get hot 
take your curling-tongs.) Have your 
wash-basin handy, and should the 
chop catch alight dash it smartly 
into the water, remove it, and let it 
drip on a piece of toast, then frizzle 
as before. Blow out lamp, blow out 
chop, swing it from window till cool 
eooL^^h to hold, then pick oil the 
burnt bits and crumble them be- 
tween thumb and finger on to the 
wet toast. Catch hold of chop bone 
firmly in one hand, grasp toast in 
other, and take alternate bites. I 
feel sure you will enjoy this, 

Sadib. — You were in too much 
hurry over the shrimp cake; you 
ought to fry the shrimps before you 



put them ID, not fry the whole thing. 
As this IB a little diHicult perhaps for 
a beginner, try your hand at making 
a mushroom custard. For the motif, 
take a quart of freshly -caught mueh- 
rcoms. The best are always found 
in the shallow pools when the tide 
is out, and as you live at the seaside 
you should have good fun getting 
them yourself. You can easily dis- 
tinguidh them from toadstools— the 
latter have no back fins. Pull ofi 
their heads and tails and wait till 
they stop jumping: then shell and 
core them, duat a little violet-powder 
over them, and fry till they pop. 
Take each one separately and bru;ih 
it carefully with a clean toothbrush, 
hold under tap, and msEh. ticrve 
hob with apple-H&uce and chloroform. 
Some people prefer the latter first, 
but it is optional. 

Ethel. — You enquire how to t-on- 
struct Pommes it Une h Vean. fhia 
is a most appetising summer drink, 
or can be drunk hot as a wine (tee- 
total) suitable for winter. Take th? 
juice if four potatoes, end add a 
gallon of water ; stir for an hour with 
a large frayed' cBWiRge-stump (this 
gives its ch^ ptenslic satisfying 



flavour). If your arm ocbes, change 
hands. Shred half a Spanish onion 
into the liquid and let it hum over \\ 
slow fire until the neighbours come 
in to Hsk if the gas is escaping; this 
usually happens in twenty minutes. 
Reassure them, remove from fire, put 
lid on and hold it down till cold. 

Margarita. — Next timo you try 
making the cheese patties you should 
hem the edges with fine thread. 
This keeps the cheese from escaping. 

Alicia. — No, you do not seem to 
have succeeded with the beefsteak 
furee. Are you sure the maid lit 
the fire? As a substitute for the 
puree have you tried orange wine? 
Take two oranges, wash and dry well 
with a rough towel; if they cry, 
smack them ; if tliey merely whimper, 
it doesn't count. 8tew them, pour 
in the whites of four eggs, add milk, 
strain, stir til) they fizz, and let the 
mixture stand for eight to ten hours ; 
may sit when tired. To make sure 
it is quite tender, break off a bit and 
eat it. Then bake till the top is pale 
pink, set in a cool place to rise, 
butter & pie-dish thickly, sprinkle 
with tooth -powder and servo with 
parsley. "TooTSiE." 
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HOW TO GET FED. 

" Chakles," I said, " I un in 
trouble. You know alwayB what to 
do Knd how to do it. Advise me." 

" James," he answered briefiy, " I 
will." 

" I am not properl; fed," I said. 
" For seventeen ^ears I have seen 
around me at restauraotB the 
cboicest food, and have never been 
able to eat it." 

" Teeth? " said Cuarlks. 

" Waiters," I said. " Everywhere 
I go there are crowds of hateful Uttle 
men with morbid eyes, and nasty big 
men with red faces and far too many 
uhins, feeding on the fat of the land 
and their ever; want anticipated. 1 
get served witn the worst and after 
the longest delay." 

" That should not be. It is the 
waiters' duty and not the consumers' 
privilege to wait." 

" I have tried all remedies. I have 
appealed (o t^e waiter's sense of 
decency, and have been treated with 
unction to my face and with laughter 
behind my back, and the service has 
become, if possible, worse. I have 
appealed to his religion, his senae of 
humour, his humanity, his pocket. 
Every method of defence has been in 
vain," * 

" Never be defensive," said 
Chaolbs. " Be offensive. Come 
with me and see how it is done." 
• « « * * 

" Waiter I " said Charles; and the 
waiter rushed to his call who had 
ambled to mine. " Why in thunder 
don't you come when I call? " 

" I did. Sir," said the waiter. 

" Silence I " said Charles. " The 
heat is unbearable. Turn on the 
fans and open the windows." 

" But the other customers, Sir," 
said the waiter. 

" Turn OD all the fans and open 
all the windows," intemi{)ted 
.Cdarles; " and be quick about it." 

" I didn't find it particularly hot," 
said 1 to Cdarlrs. 

" No more did I," said Cuarlls. 
" But Co make an impression one 
muitt begin at the beginning." 

" In fact," I continued, " 1 
thought it nicer as it was at firsi.." 

"Waiter!" called CnARLB8, and 
that waiter positively galloped. 
" Hurry up. This draught is dis- 
graceful. Turn off all the fans and 
shut all the windows." 

" But, Sir, you told me . , ." 

" Do as 1 tell you," said Ciiakles 
fiercely; and the waiter did it. 

" We have reduced hia proud 
spirit; and now for the manager. 
Let us complain of the salt." 



" The salt is dry enough," said I. 

" Then wet it," said Chart^s, 
and dropped a httle water on to it. 

Ho made the waiter have a good 
look at it, and, the salt remaining 
wet in spite of the look, sent for the 
manager. After a little while a man 
appeared with slightly better dress 
clothes and a black tie. 

"Go away," said Charles. "I 
sent for the manager." 

"I am the manager," said the 
person. 

" You are not," said" OHARtBa. 
" You are the head waiter, and a 
grossly incompetent head waiter at 
that. Send me the manager." And 
after a little longer interval that 
official came. His frockcoat proved 
his managership. 

" Aro you the manager?" said 
Charles. 

" I am, Sir," 

" Then you are the worst manager 
in the whole wide world. Look ut 
this salt — tho dampest, the wettest, 
the soppiest nieus I have ever seen." 

" I will speak to the waiter. Sir," 
said he, and he was on the point ot 
abu^ng that luckless man. 

" What? " said Cuablf.s. " You 
dare to provide us with the worst 
possible food in the most uncomfort- 
able room in London and then try 
to put me off by abusing a helpless 
waiter? If it had not been for nim, 
I do not believe we should ever have 
bad any salt at all." 

" Sir . . ." BMd the niannger, with 
some show of fight. 

" Silence 1" enappod Charles. 
" Am I to be shouted down like 
this? Take this stuff away and 
bring us some more, and see that 
our dinner ia served with some 
approach to decency and prompti- 
tude." 



" Charles," I said, over thp most 
delicious and best served dinner I 
have ever known, "you arc positively 
brutal." 

" Not brutal," said he, " but wise. 
I think the food ia excellent, the 
place comfortable, and the attention 
faultless. Restaurants, my dcJir 
friend, are run on comuiorcial and 
not on humane considerations. It is 
the business of the catert-r to satisfy 
the customer, and, if the customer 
starts ofi by being satisfied, the 
caterer will take no more trouble. 
In private life our waiter would he 
more friendly disposed to you than 
to me. But this is not private life — 
this is business. To him and his 
manager you are not a man to be 
loved, but a number to be fed and 



But the tip? Surely that has 
me weight?" 

" Oh, James," he aaid, " you 
ive mueh to team. The waiter 
knows, as you do not, that you tip 
entirely upon prinaiples of fashion 
and not upon principles of justice. 
However he treats you, he knows 
you will give him as little as you 
dore. Possibly you wll be frightened 
into increasing your tip by a proud 
demeaaour and a bullying manner. 
Confess that you have never left a 
rcsta,urant without giving the usual 
tip to a waiter who has neglected 
you and very nearly insulted you all 
the meal." 

When we rose to go the waiter 

slped us on with our coats, the 

head waiter handed us our hats, 

and tho manager was there to wish 

UB good -night. 



kept quiet and got rid of aa quickly 



{From c 



THE FLIKRS. 

■ Special CoTTespondent at 

Le Mana.) 

Mn. Wilbur Wrioht yesterday 

lade several ascents, each time with 

passenger. Among those fortunsCe 

gentlemen were the lie v. B. J. 

Campbell, Mr, Hbnbv James, Mr. 

SmNEY Lee, Mr. G. K. Ghestertoh, 

Kimes. Melba and Tetrazzini, Mr. 

Henry Farmah and Mr. Williav 

Archer. 

The Rev. B. J. Campbell, who was 
one ot air. Wilbur Wbighi'8 
passengers, being in the air for some 
tun minutes, remarked on descending 
that he had never known anything 
like it. It was superior even to bis 
own flights of rhetoric. The BonBa- 
tion could be compared with nothing 
that he had ever experienced : it wa^ 
as though he soared over the l^arth 
without past or future — almoet 
without present. The only drawback 
was perhaps that there was no one 
to talk to, tor Mr. Wright dis- 
couraged conversation. Asked if be 
were cold, the reverend gentieman 
replied that be would no doubt have 
been had he not been vcanng 
MiNTo's clothea to measure. 

Mr. Henry James alighted ujwn 
the earth again (taira firma, as be 
expressed it) with obvious pleasure. 
For a long time he remained inflrtieu- 
late, hut was then, by ''"'"J^ ^ 
immediate vicinity, undersMod to 
say that if, by any possibility, u"'*^' 
whatever conditions, there slioiila ot, 
however faintly adumbrated, f^ 
invitation, nay appeal, or even » ' 
were an entreaty, to, bo ^ ^. 1 
1 induce him once again to entrust^^^^ 
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of speaking, his limbs, 
to mention hie other organs, to Buob 
an inferoal contrivance . . . . " ftnd 
80 on. 

Mr. Sidney Lee, who was next 
honoured with an invitation to ac- 
oompany Mr. Wbioht, described bis 
eoqwrience as exhilarating in the 
eoc^cme. Ho said that it was like 
riding on a Theban oagle, or a swan. 
Biding a turtle was nothing to it. 
Iq an eloquent peroration Mr. Lbs 
vindicated the use of a high-flown 
stj'Ie aa suitable to aviators. 

Mr. Chrstebton's experiences 
were loss fortunate than those of 
bis friends. For a k>ng time 
aeroplane refused to leave 
gnaund; and it was not until the 
gr^at critic had emptied his pockets 
ot books and other impedimenta that 
it rose at all. It then flew slowly 
round the parade ground twice and 
oeme to earth again vriHi a groan. 
Od Mr. Chestebton's slipping tmtn 
it) however, it sprang into the zenith 
like an indiarubber ball. Mr. CoEfi- 
TEBTON described his sensations with 
vigour and vividness. It reminded 
bim, he said, of being in a heaveol; 



hansom with the blessed conscious- 
ness continually present that one 
n'outd not have to pay the fare. He 
looked forward to the day when he 
would be able at Baltersea to whistle 
down from the skies an aeroplane to 
carry him to Fleet Street, and vice 
verad. 

Madame Melba and Madame 
Tetbazzini, who made successive 
ascentH, were equally enthusiastic in 
expressing their delight. As Madame 
Mblba wittily put it, " I have long 
been a star, but I have never been so 
near the other stars before." Madame 
Tetrazzieji declared that the aero- 
plane soared higher in altissimo when 
she was on board than when Madame 
&Iblba was the passenger; but when 
asked to adjudicate on this point 
Mr. Wbioht preserved a discreet 
retioenee. 

Mr. Hesby Fabman, who obtained 
bis seat on th4 aeroplane oaij by d^- 
guising himseU as an dcstatio Ireoch 
jrunialiat and kissing Mr. Wright 
very vigorously, said that he did not 
think rnuoh of his experiences. In 
fact he did not feel safe for a moment. 
If Mr. Wbight cared at any time to 



come to him, be would show him 
what flying really was. 

Mr. William Abcueb ou alighting 
said that he had never spent a more 
wonderful ten minutes. As be passed 
swiftly and steadily through the air 
ho had felt like nothing so. much as a 
great strong bird — ^yet with the brain 
of a man and dramatto orltlc. It was 
that irhioh made it so itrterestiDg. 
The spelling of aeroplane mi^t, how- 
ever, he thought, be much simplified. 



The Rule 10 (d) for deoiding who 
wins the prize of the Dublin Univer- 
sity Engineering Students' Society is 
as follows: — 

" Tbe}~ tdmll then take tbe number of atten- 
Hancee at ordinair Oenerol Ueetings oE each 
Bnrit epeater, multiply by one bnndred. and 
divide by tbree times the total number oE 
orcKiiei7 General Meetings brld during th« 
■etsioa, and add to tbe number than obtained 
hia average mark for speaking multiplied liy 
ten," 

Wo have not seen Rule 10 (a), but it 
probably runs : " The GhsirmaD shall 
then guess tbe number whioh the 
speaker originally thought ot." 
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THE IMAGE AND THE RE»LITY. 

Tommy (uJb, in tha per/ormatua o/ hia iiitiea aa " eaaaaU^," U wearing labda inecnlwl "(^'Aert Wmcn ut hy aJieU," " i^/l Ug thalftiv' 



ly balitt," and hat jutt been 



formanta of i 



lHudm 



aitu," is 1 



■). "Mow YOt EEAU-T 'j 



HAND-AND-FOOT DISEASE. 

[Dr. WiRNER, lectDTing on luineiT hjrgiene, 
iuveigbed against tbe practice of wrapping up 
a baby'a bands and feet. Tha movement of 
the extremities shoned th» first fanpressionB 
of tlio br«in, and in ttie iaterest of brain 
development shoold not be impeded.] 
Listen, ye mothers, to my tale: 

I am one who never bad a chance, 
Bom or ever science could prevail 

Over pestilential ignorance. 

Silent in my cot 1 used to lie. 
Very, very limp about the spine. 

Very, very vacant in the eye, 
Waiting tor the touch of the divine. 

Sometimes in the infinite inane 

Elemental impulses arose. 
Troubled the grey matter of my 
brain. 
Quivered to a twiddle in my toes. 
And anon from chaos there would 
come 

Impacts that no infant might 

resist, 

Tapping on my baby cerebrum, 

Till I waved an answer with my 

fist. 

Did none understand what it must 
mean? 

Was there no physiciaa near to 
warn? 



Had they any grasp of hygiene? 
Woe is me that ever 1 was bom 1 

For my nurses started to my side. 
Wrapped me but the tighter in a 
shawl ; 

Intellect incontinently died, 
Slain by inability to sprawl. 

So, by mental atrophy, I gat 
Capable of penning iki» poor thing. 

Shudder, mothers! Let your little 
brat 
Have in his extremity his fling. 



MOEE ROYAL INDISCRETIONS. 

1 MET him in a field near. Sandidng- 
ham. He was looking ior late black- 
berries. A pricked finger gave me 
my opportunity. 

" And now it lias stopped bleeding, 
tell me yo<ir impressions of England 
this time," I asked. 

" If you are one of the people that 
write for the papers I am very glad 
to see you," he replied. " England 
seems all right, you know ; hut there 
is Bomethtng wrong with the papers. 
Don't you think the views of some 
of the younger members of the Royal 
Houses of Europe ought to be aooeptr 
uble just now, when European pon- 
tics are so much to the front? " 



Tell me what you think ol Bul- 
garia," I asked without hesitation. 

" Oh, Bulgaria is horrid to fit into 
map, and I should fifae it eb — 
ab losh — abolisli ed . 

' You see," he resumed, " it 
if I was only an ordinary Prince. 
I am a Crown Prince, and I shall be 
King some day, and they ought to 
take more notice of me, even if I 
have grown serious. The other da; 
a dear old gentleman, who, Manuoa 
told me, was a retired diplomatist, 
came to see me. So I got uim ana; 
from the others into a comer, and 
put some writing-paper and a pen-on 
Iho table, and told him just what I 
thought about Cousin Wiu.iam and a 
lot of the others. 1 haven't 
any tiling about it in the papen 
yet, but I beep on looking cveiy 
morning. 

" I am very glad they 've sold ball 
a million of my picture. Yes, taken 
by Grandmamma, you know, and put 
in her book." 

" Then is your portrait to be 
among the others in that book"" ' 
asked. 

The blue eyes opened their widest. 

"Why, yes," he replied. "I'm 
not sure that there are to bo any 
others, are ther&7 " 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ExTuono noM the Dubt or Ton.lLP. 
Htnise gf Cotnmone, Monday, 
November 2nd. — Prevalent dulnesB 
of debate od Tjicensiug Bill occaaion- 
ally varied by passages io which 
Members on botb sides relate per- 
sonal experienceB. To hear Colonel 
Hall Walker deeeant on " the long 
pull " was a libera] education. One 
never realised before hon much emo' 
tion can be evoked by watching the 
process. The barman takes your jug 
across the counter, fills it, a^ nearly 
aa possible, precisely to limit of mea- 
surement you stipulate for. Then, 
breathlessly watched by you, back 
goes bis hand, and with supple- 
mentary pull " fitia up the cup, as 
Mr. AsQuiTH used lo say before he 
was Premier. 

One gathers from the (;allunt 
Colonel Uiat there is rich opportunity 
for study of human nature in the 
procedure. A shrewd observer will 
as ho carries away his jug, be able 
to form an accurate judgment of the 
natural gonerosity or inborn niggard- 
liness of the barman. 

Then there was Mr. Lupton in his 
moment of confidence. 

■' I have been in hundreds of 
public-bouses in the country," he 
said, instinctively wiping his hps 
with a glow of pleased reminiscence, 
" and havo met with a very good 
reception." 

Whilst these flashes of human 
nature are refreshing in the arid 
waste of debate, there must be some 



> Wis Ul Lonoa." 



Thk Pibliaiif:staet Seated. (Castou Banbubiekses.) 
'' 'J'lt« Beaver'a Inslioct leads him (o ibe fbrmatiou of dami . . . lie dama tlie wliole at 
iK'kiiig and obsUuctius ita courao. covctiog the obaLmc^on vrlth mud and atones in tlio 
^rkniHoliko maimer, which conUibutes lo Iho Btrangth of the dam. ... In vaae coui 
(.> Benver ia contant with a xecluded burton-, but in others liia dwelling-place ia a muuh 
■iiipiicnted affair." — Natural Uittory. 



limit to them if we are to get the 
Licensing Bill through in convenient 
time for the waiting Lords. There- 
fore, though for a moment the Com- 
mittee regretted the interposition, it 
is generally admitted the CnAiR.MAN 
was justified in pulhng up Mr. G. A. 
Hakd^ as ho WBH reaching the most 
thrilling part of his narrative. 

It was Banburv who led up to the 
incident. (Juostion arising on pro- 
posal to close public-houses on poll- 
ing days, he testified that at recent 
election at reolibam proceedings 
weio almost dolefully leepectabte. 

" There were," he said, " only two 
convictions for drunlienness ou poll- 
ing day, and the parties wero two 
women who did not hve in the 
borough." Were probably brought 
in on tramcar by tuo Liberal Agent. 

It was this that called G . A. 
Hardy to the front. U*^ l**"*- ''« *o''' 
the Entranced o-juimittee, visited 
Feckham on poVxTlrt day and found 



it " a perfect pandei 
drunkenness." Hakdy himself seen 
to have been in state of some pci 
plexity, for, as he said, " in tli 
evening [ asked five people to direi 
mo to a certain place." Of thet 
" four were drunk; the fifth, a pos 
man, directed me." 

Even the postmiu) not above sui 
piciou. In ordinary way of busincf 
an article, whether a letter or parce 
being directed, would be stamped wii 
office i>ostmark. Insisting ou regari 
ing the Hon. Member as a parcol, tl: 
Peckham postman, having " direclu 
hiin," proceeded to obliterate Jmagii 
ory stamp on his shoulder-blade. Tli 
naturally turned Mr. Hardy's allot 
tion in the direction of the police. 

"ITio pohcemen " he continue.l 

Here the Chairman interposed wit 
call to order, and Mr. Baku 
abruptly resumed his seat, like 
Him who left hnit told 
The tXxsrj ol Ounbascsn bold. 
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SDMCTBDta TO TSE UOOD. 

" Yes, ihe country is not only s»fe, but, if 1 may use the eiproBsion, it ia OTerwielmingly 
sofe."— ffl. Hon. lieginatd McKcnna in the Home of Oommont. 

Fourteenth day pected tuni that marks; Bob Allen' 



Businene done 
in Committee on Licensing Bill 

Tuesday .^Indefiuablo air of un- 
rest broods over House. Everyone 
OonBcious ot it; none can explain it. 
Began, 1 think, with Hicks-Beach's 
disclosure of things going on in the 
Isle ot Wight. According to him, a 
piirty ot officers from Naval War Col- 
Itgo went the other day for a recon- 
naissauco of the Isle, and whom 
should they find on the spot but a 
number of German officers engaged 
in selecting a suitable place for 
landing troops! 

Sabk says the story reminds him 
of one told by Gharlrs Lamb about 
Bob Allen in his character of con- 
tributor to The Oracle. Was paid 
for paragraphs at rate of sixpence 
each. Half-a-dozen or less provided 
him with a dinner. On a particular 
day, incidents being scarce and 
dinner necessary, he sent in the 
following: "Walking yesterday 
morning casually down Snow Hill, 
whom should we meet but Deputy 
Humphreys! " 

This was the end of his connection 
nith the paper. 

About Hicks-Bkacii's story there 
certainly is something of the unex- 



last contribution to The Oracle. 
McKekna says the whole thing is a 
mare's-nest, a narrative of the kind 
suitable for circulation among the 
marines. That all very well. But 
House recalls how last summer Mare 
LocKWOOD, scouting in Epping 
I'orest, attracted by smoll of Ger- 
man sausage, cleverly followed a 
trail that brought him upon three 
Germans lunching behind a haycock. 
They said they were commercial 
travellers, 

Mark too old a soldier to he taken 
in by stories of that kind. Seized 
early opportunity of bringing matter 
under notice ot House, and a few 
months later there were published 
notes of the famous interview with 
the Kaibek, in which his Majesty en- 
deavoured bo show that, go tar from 
harbouring evil designs against thi 
country, he even supplies the British 
Army in the field with plans of 
campaign. 

Thus putting two and two 
gether, we get a more or leas 
nccted story. At best it does not 
uplift the cloud of uneasiness alluded 
to, nor does it convince Hicks-Bkach 
that all is well in the Isle of Wight, 



Business donc—ClauseB 21 to 35 
of Licensing Bill declared carried in 
Committee as fast as Cu.^ibiian could 
put the question. 

House of Lorda, Wednesday.— 

Such larks! " as, before "Great 
Expectations " dawned, Pip used ki 
fifty to Joe Gargery. 

Noble lords aweary of coming down 
every day and 6nding no work to do. 
This afternoon one from back bencfa 
proposed a game. Something with s 
bit of chance running through it, on 
which, it any were so minded, a sov. 
might he put. Bridge out of thi 
questiofi ; rouletto needed a table 
pitch -and -toss would never do, eee 
i'ng that in Committee on ChiMrcn'i 
Bill it was proposed to pasa dnuat 
limiting pastime of street urchJUE 
by prohibiting smoking cigarett«e. 
Happy thought. Draw lots for some- 
thing. Sanic fun ; full niaximum of 
chance with minimum of undewrable 
detail. Cries of " Content! " 

The Contents have it," said tlie 
Lord Cdanckllok, 

Thereupon Black Kod brought in 
Clerk of the Crown and Hanapei, 
fortuitously in attendance without. 
Reported that in the election forU 
Irish KepresentfltivB Peer in rooniol 
Lord RossE, deceased, Lords .^si- 
town and Fabnhah had receited 
equal number ot votes. 

" Bring in a glass bowl," said tht 
Lord Chancellor, re-adjusting iiis 
."ig. 

Odd how it tell out that everjtbiae 
was ready. The Clerk or m 
House produced From folds ot bis 
gown a finger-bowl. 

"Now," said the Lord Chas- 
cellor, entering thoroughly in^ 
spirit of the game, " take two slips 
of paper. Write Lord Ashtows on 
one. Lord Farnhah on tother. Tmsf 
them 80 that names are hidden, antl 
drop 'em into bowl." 

The Clerk bowed low to the Wool- 
sack and followed instructions. 

"Got 'em in?" asked the Low 
Cuancellor, his wig awry with ex- 
citement. " Very well ; now wMt tiH 
I count twenty-five." 

Amid hushed silence the PeetB ot 
Great Britain and Ireland in Parha- 
ment assembled followed the ski" 
o numeration. 

"— Twenty-five," cried the LoU) 
Chancellor, bounding on the Wool- 
sack with activity recalling Swift 
MaoNbill in another place, 
your eyes; pick one paper outotuw 
bowl, open it and read the name. 

" Lord Ashtown," responded u 
Clerk. 

"Very well," said the Low 
Chancellor. "In accordance wiw 
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the Act of Union I declare Lord 
ASHTOWN duly elected." 

Then noble lords took up Chil- 
dren's Charter, and passing it 
through Committee, went home quite 
tc freshed. 

Business done. — Sixteenth day of 
Licensing Bill in the Commons. 



WILLIAM THE GREAT. 
A Stodv in the Immense. 

It is essential that the English- 
speaking world ae well as America 
should know something of the per- 
sonality of the new President: for he 
has come, as we say, to stay, anil 
he may make history during office. 

William Howard Taft is, it is 
computed, tbe higgest thing that 
Columbus did. America is a great 
country, but not even America is 
too great for Bm Bill Taft. He 
overlaps it here and there: outlying 
portions of his person sag into thej 
sea on either coast. Bio Bill Taft 
is immense. He has been gigantic 
all his life. As a baby he required a 
syndicate of niu-ses; as a boy bis 



gambols shook Cincinnati ; as a 
Sophomore he made it necessary for 
new steel girders to be built into 
Yale. Since then he has grown 
stftodily. Like all great men he has 
never stopped growing; and now the 
plana of a completely new and really 
commodious White House are being 
drawn up,* and until it is ready 
the President- Elect will live in the 
dome of the neighbouring Capitol. 

The Americans love a personality 
which lends itself to familiarity, and 
Bio Bill Taft is and will be very 
popular. The very style Bio Bill is 
of the essence of iniimacy. Bio Bill 
Taft — could Georoe Washington 
and Abraham Lincoln have a more 
desirably -named successor? Certain 
is one thing, and that is that he will 
be himself. No man will ever carry 
him. 

But hulk is not Bio Bill's only 
merit. He has a smile, too. Taft'b 
smile is like an aurora horealia: 
Taft'b laugh is like the gayest music 
of the spheres. He has smiled and 
laughed bis way into tbe Presiden- 
tial Chair. Speeches he made, it 
is true, until his voice was gone — 



that mighty organ dwindled to 
whisper — but he need never have said 
a word. All he had to do was to 
stand before the millions in Fa. and 
la., Wis. and Da., and expand into 
risibility. 

It is a great power, this power of 
genial mirth, and no one ever had 
more of it than Big Bill Taft. 

Although jovial and huge. Big 
Bill is not lethargic. On the con- 
trary, he is energetic, and 
.\mericans, who are nothing if not 
witty, call him " a steam-engine in 
trousers." It Is a long nickname 
for a snappy, hustling i-ace; but there 
it is. " Under the crown of his 
hat," it is written, " ho carrier 
little American flag " — as a talisman 
and as a reminder of country and 
duty. 

His rise has been steady and sure; 
but it was not until he led the Prin- 
cess Alice round the world that his 
name became a household word. Of 
that historic progress who can tell? 
Not Mr. Taft, for he disdains author- 
ship. Never since Una fared forth 
with her lion have there been such 
travels. The Great Pyramid has 
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3F been quite the same since Mr. 
Taft aaoended its summit ; and 
Egyptologists have noted a far more 
genial expressioD on the face of the 
Sphinx since that mysterious mon- 
ster was saluted b; his overwhelming 
smile. On his landing in Cuba he 
won all hearts by observing that, 
though bom in America, his ftct 
vrore Cubic. 

His interview with the Pope is 
history also. The Vatican still shows 
aigna of the meeting in a number of 
fissures and suhsidonces. The Holy 
Father, after some hours' hard work, 
succeeded in blessing the greater 
portion of his visitor. 

I'ike many other men of majestio 
stature, &Cr. Taft has an infinitesi- 
mal appetite. But to make up for 
this abstinence h& is a voracious 
reader. His favourite novelist. It 
need hardly be added, is Sarah 
Grand; his favourite essayisi is Mr. 
A. C. Benson, the author ol At 
Large; his favourite short story The 
Drums of thi Fori anc Tah. In 
conclusion, it should be noted that, 
though he occasionally ptayf golf, 
he has on hereditary paeaion for the 
sport of Big-sticking. 



MENUS TO MEASURE. 
Short Commons 'FOb the Ministrv. 
[The invention of the following Bill 
of Fare is attributed to the well- 
known gourmet, 
Mr. Victor Gratson, M.P,] 



Potage 

Hot Water. 

PoisBon. 

Flounders. Sauce Diable. 

EntrdeB. 

Suffragette Grill^e. 

B^chauS^ d'Argumcnta. 

Hash. 

B6Us. 

Cooked Statistics (to be taken with 

Salt). 

The Goose which laid the Golden 

Eggs. 

Legumes. 

Beans. 

Entremeti. 

Sweets of Office. 

(All Wines must be ordered between 

6 and 6.15 p.m., the legal limit under 

the new Licensing Act.) 



" Mr. lUt wriglis SO St. in Ub stockinfts." 
The Hiar. 
His height in shirt and trousers is 
about six feet. 



HR. JONES'S GREAT MSGOnRY. 

Mr. Henry Arthur Jones, in the 
ourae of probing Life to the core, 
haa discovered a new World-Truth ; 
and, -like a good fellow, ho wouldn't 
hear of keeping it to himself. He 
has discovered the fact, hitherto un- 
suspected, that it is a foible of 
Human Nature to make futile resolu- 
tions every New Year's Day ; end, in 
D(A.ly Reforming Herself at the Hay- 
market, he is letting all London iuto 
' is seci'et. But here his gencroaity 
stops. He might easily, in five Acts, 
with 'lpWO scenes apiece, have illus- 
trated hia point with ten similar and 
consecutive Now Year's Days. But 
he has only given us a couple of these 
Still, even so, we get 



DbBiLTADLE Bill-s. 

Tdfer .... Mr. RoborL Loraina. 

Mrt. Td/er . . . Miss Ethel Irving. 
as much repetition as we can do with ; 
and Four Acts without a change of 
scene help to keep our minds from 
wandering from the one idea. 

The play is a shght thing, which 
thnatena to be tedious at times, but 
is carried off by really admirable all- 
round acting. It is also relieved by 
some nice quiet humour in the 
Second Act, and a lot of noisy fnn in 
the Third. The audience, when 1 
was there, preferred the noisy fun, in 
part because it was noisy, and in 
part because Mr. Jokes was here 
dealing reoognisably with the ele- 
mental features of a conjugal quarrel 
over milliuera' bills. In this scene 
Miss Ethei. Ihvino played with an 
almost incredible fury and abandon. 
Every moment I thought that some- 
thing must crack in her fragile frame- 
work. Yet I had to side with the 



husband; for her bills were too pre- 
posterously out of proportion with a 
country menage so limited that its 
mistress always talkcid abou* " the 
cpare room "; whilo the accommoda- 
tion for beasts was Bmaller still, the 
hcrae of a soUtsry caller having to tie 
sent away to the looal iun to be 
put up. 

The low -comedy tone of MisE 
Ethel Irvino's voice and methods 
was possibly no part of the author's 
design, but I think it helped. She 
was very clever indeed, except with 
her hands when she had no particuJor 
use for them. Miss Margaret Hal- 

AN was excellent as a married 
woman with a taste for hysteria and 
Platonics ; and the author must alone 
be responsible for any farcical fea- 
tures in this character which were 
brought out by the fidelity of her in- 
terpretation. While all the others 
acted very soundly, it was the admir- 
ably restrained performance of Mr. 
LowKE .vhich, more than anything 
else, held the play together on the 
right side of the doubtful borderland 
between oomedy and farce. 

I could wish for it a decent run, 
but its attractions are not varied 
enough — a bad fault in these days of 
severe competition with the Halls of 
Variety. 

By the way, if IJr. Jones had evtt 
visited a Hospital for Incurables I sm 
sure he would have spared us tbst 
small joke at the expanse of this cisES 
of hopeless sufferers. Age and cus- 
tom have done nothing to modify its 
vnkindlinesa. 0. S. 



MY OXYGEN TUBE. 
I HAD it recharged on my way to 
The Peewit office, having inhaled ito 
original contents us an experimeDt 
before interviewing my landlady <» 
the tickliah subject of missing otw- 
lars. That experiment had been 
overwhelming success, for the Ivm- 
boned and redoubtable woman «bo 
had bullied me for the last two yews 
left my presence weeping silentlj- 
I looked forward, therefore, with 
calm confidence to the task before 
me of making the editor of T"" 
Pecirit change hig views about tM 
ultimate destination of a series ot 
articles I had written for his ?«[*'' 
for he was a much easier person w 
deal with, being, in fact, second «uj 
to myself in irresolution of chaiW*'' 
and moral cowardice. Bitterly ij** 
deed, in my previous dealings W* 
him, had I realized that one fiery ^ 
menacing glance from my ej^ ^'^ 
have made him flinch evasively, wo 
just one more ounce of bluB tbWj 
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was oapable of would have turned 
the scale of terms in my favour. It 
had, in fact, always been a toss up 
which of ua was going to score, and 
so far I had lost the toBS. But the 
tube o( concentrated valour I carried 
in my pocket would change all that, 
and during the few moments in the 
waiting-room I emptied the chaise 
and filli^d myself with such dogged 
pluck that I floated on a cloud of 
uouTDge to his room. 

Ho was seated at his desk as I 
entered, and turning his flabby in- 
efieotive face in my direclion was 
about to utter his. usual " Good 
morning, just one minute, please " 
—and keep mo wuiting while he 
rang up a box office, when he 
caught my eye and positively 
Iwindlod before it. 

" With reference to those articles," 
E began in cold, menacing tones ; 
' you say in your letter of yester- 
day's date you find they are hardly 
the style of thing to suit your paper. 
You will, however, remember that 
when I showed you the first of the 
series and we discussed the lines of 
the others, you distinctly commis- 
sioned me to write them, and 1 shall 
cprtainly hold you to that engage- 
ment." 

When I began to speak I saw him 
try with a pitiful effort to pull him- 
self together and meet me on my own 
ground, but he was not man enough. 
He cowered hack in his chair, his 
fingers tumbled with his blue pencil, 
his mouth twitched nervously, but 
he elongated it into a conciliatory 
smile and stammered soothingly : 

' Oh, yes, yes— to be sure. Very 
glad you called to talk the matter 

over Now let me see Yes, 

Miss Blake " (this, apparently, 

to his lady secretary, whose voice, 
however, I bad not heard). " Excuse 
me one moment," he said hurriedly 
and disappeared in the adjoining 
office. I smiled a sardonic smile, 
my triumph was assured, and I had 
just determined to make it guineas 
instead of pounds when he returned, 
looking queer and puffy and gasping 
a Uttlc. 

"Now about these articles," I 
exclaimed harshly, with the air of 
man who has no time to waste over 
trifles. " You suggested the series. 
/ merely agreed they sounded prom- 
idng on the lines you sketched, and 
assured you they should have careful 
consideration. That has been given 
them, with the result that I find 
they are very poor stuff indeed, not 
oven up to your usual standard. 
Besides which they showed me that 
you not only failed to realize the 
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Batei. "I bhoui*n't omect, i 
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depth of your subject, but lacked the 
knowledge and insight to deal with 
it. Under those circumstances, and 
as there was no written agreement 
between us, I have no other course 
but to return them to you, and hope 
you may be able to place them 
eUewhera. Meanwhile," he added, 
dropping his aggressive (one for one 
of patronising superiority, "you 
must try and think of something 
else. Always glad of ideas, you 
know." 

His first onslaught nonplussed mo 
— then as he continued, with a pang 
of despair, I saw something sticking 
out of his breast-pocket which ac- 
counted for his momentary absence 
and subsequent access of ferocity. 
It was a tube of oxygon. 

" Will you tft^^B t^e«6 W't^ you — 
or shall I senj them?" he stud, 



pointing to my articles on the des! 
I rose, all the gas gone out of m 
" I 'II take them," 1 said cringin^l; 
and slunk out of the door, leavit 
him an easy winner with three inchi 
of oxygen to spare. 



From a bookseller's catalogue:— 

" The Defense o[ tlie Anuswere to the Adn 

Dition Bgsinat the Replie of Thonias Co 

It looks like Thomas's opponent 
turn now. 

"Qemuia}''8 plan Trasto plaja prcriondpra 
rflle-f^to vote oslonaibly for tbe Itutuitan tiiei 
in Huch a mnnner as to tmnsfonn the Cofiii 
enee into n Conferen-e, &c." 

Lirerpool Daily Pott. 
This, however, can be done by mear 
of a little twirly sign to the priiitc 
without dragging in Russia at all. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerka.) 
Mb. Bernabd Capes exhibits such an euuiuub agcunBt 
the ordinary critic m The Oreen Parrot (Smith, Elder) 
that for & long time I thought tho title was partly sym- 
boh<;al, and kept wondering where tliuy had put the 
bird-seed. John Wisdom is a novelist whose imagina- 
tive methods and deUcacy of style have made him 
unpopular with the good-for-nothmg chorus of reviewers ; 
so ho tal((>8 umbrage and n knapsack and flees into 
North Wale» together with another fugitive from oppres- 
sion — a precociously intellectual hoy who has run away 
from bis cruel step-father with no other luggage than 
the titular macaw. They are discovered by a most 
eccentric houKe-party of literary people, which affords 
Mr. Capes so liae a field for 
his polemics that the actual 
plot, crowded in at tlie end, 
becomes a very small holding 
indeed. This is a great pity, 
because the author is quite 
at his worst, J think, in 
militant dialectic?, whereas 
he does the romantic busi- 
ness exceedingly well, de- 
scribes his scone' i.iost 
attractively, and is a niastfr 
of the vivid epithet. I sliouid 
like to suggest to Mr. Capes 
that next time h( feels 
worried about anything ho 
should take a leaf from the 
book of another Bernard and 
write a voluminous preface, 
and then weigb in with his 
novel afterwards. For after 
all there are such things as 
on-angement and proportion 
as well OS style. 



Af-Sry Ct'tci 






Once in the dear dead days 
beyond recall, when I wim 
coming up as a flower, I fell 
ill love with Miss ]tnoDA 
Brouguton's ^ancy — the 
first book, I beheve, with the 
exception of Heading 11 if /iou( 
Tears, that ever made me cry — and I have 
always since preserved a tcndrcssc for that young 
lady and the author of her being. I wish I 
could feel the same about Ha m »ia (Maumillan). 
Perhaps it is becaus<> I have grown old, like 
Mamma (the story opens on her seventieth birthday), 
and have lost the whole-bcartid enthusiasm of youth, 
but the fact remains that I don't even hke any of the 
people in the book — neither Maiiiiua, iior her three mar- 
ried daughters, nor her grandchildren, nor the artist who 
paints lier portriut, nor her youngest daughter who bc- 
come.i his wife after Mamma is dead and gone. Miss 
BrougiiTon has given us, instead of a story, a clever 
study iu selfishness, elalx>rated, by many of those deli- 
cate touches of comedy-satire in which she excels. From 
this point of view her book is a good piece of work. For 
Mamma is a perfect monster of selfishness, especially to 
the stay-at-home daughter, who lives a helot's hfe by 
the side of her invalid' couch ; and Miss Bhoughton has 
drawn her picture so skilfully that I am thinking of 




presenting copies of her book to the vampire -mothers of 
my acquaintance (we all know some of them) the very 

next time their birthdays como round. 

It is a very long time since Mr. I^nnetu Grahams 
gave us a book, and now that he has done eo in The 
^¥ind in the Willows (Metbdkn) 'it proves to be on 
entirely different lines from those of Dream Days and 
The Golden Age, though it has many pages which could 
have been written ouly by their author. I should 
describe it myself as u sort of irresponsible holiday 
story in which the chief characters are woodland 
animals, who are represented as enjoying most of the 
advantages of civilisation — shopping, caravanning, 
motoring, travelling by train, and so on — apparently on 
terms of more or less equahty with the human world. 
Some growri-up readers may cavil at this, others may 
find m the story s satiric^ 
purpose which its author 
would probably disclaim. But 
children will, I think, accept 
Mr. Orahahb's Rat, Mole 
and Badger as personal 
friends, and enjoy Toad's ad- 
ventures and mishaps with a 
heartiness uatroubled by any 
such curious conslderatioDS. 



The Fear of Life (Black 
wood) almost makes the con- 
scientious reviewer yearn for 
death. Mr. Gerald Max wkll 
files at high game. The prin- 
cipal characters of hie stoiy 
strut on the political platform 
with the House of Commons 
in the background. Even for 
a great artist familiar with 
them these are difficult con- 
ditions to work into a novel. 
Mr. Maxwell is not a great 
artist, and whilst his know- 
ledge of the House of Com- 
mons ie obviously acquired 
from the Strangers' Gallery, 
bis intimacy with politi<^ 
personages and problems is 
gained from' study of the 
newspapers. A chapter or 
two is more or less agreeably devoted to the record of a 
day's doings in a madhouse, with lengthy reports of the 
c<invei'satiou of several patients suffering from divers 
illusions. 

The reproduction, at the price of six shillings, of the 
costly volumes of The Lrtiera of Queen Victoria, is 
an achieveuient sufficient to make the year a red-letter 
date in literatuve. There is not an event of public 
interest happening within the twenty-four years that 
foi-m the limits of the story that is not here touched and 
illuminated. The illustrations, some rare, which adorned 
the first edition are reproduced. Mr. Murray is agfun the 
publisher, but on this occasion he works in collaboration 
with The Times Book Club; of itself, to those who 
remember recent events, a pleasing and picturesque 
incident. 

And blesaini^ on the falling out 
That all liie more endears, ^.^ 

When KB tail onl with thoH^'AlQW,^-.^-^]^, 
imd kiss agiiu wiih lean. V_tL'L'x'^ 
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CHARIVARI A. 

Punch has bees confiscated in 
Vienna for representing the Eu- 
PKROR OF Austria as an ordinary 
beagle. We regret the error. It 
Rhould, of course, have been a 
double-headed beagle. 
* 
A somewhat pathetic Incident, as 
showing how the Kaiser is a little 
below himself in consequence of re- 
cent events, was his hailing of Count 
Zeppelin as "the greatest German 
of the Twentieth Century." 

Mr. Kf.ir Hardih: 
infornfied an inter- 
viewer at Merthyr- 
Tyilvil that the lan- 
guage of the Kino's 
Iiixlian Proclamation 
vns practically iden- 
tical with that used 
by himself during his 
visit to India. IIis 
Majesty's good luck 
is proverbial. 

The leaders of the 
Dutch people of 
South Africa have, 
according to Colonel 
Seelv, M.P., de- 
clared themselves in 
favour of the main- 
tenance of the largest 
possible garrison of 
British soldiers in 
South Africa. One 
Suspects the compli- 
ment. It looks fls 
if they wanted to 
borrow a trifle from 
the Home Oovern- 



new North German Lloyd liner 
George Wathington as lying grace- 
tullj on the water used an expres- 
sion which strikes us as somewhat 
unfortunate. 

Extract from The Daily Telegraph: 

— " In cross-examination Stewart 

»id he was an Agnostic, a philoso- 



phical 


Anarchist, 


and 


an Edenist- 


an Edenist being 


one 


who believ 


that 


lappmesB 


was 


tiie end 


things 


"The us 


ual 


spelling IB, 


course 


Hedonist. 







At a meeting of the Society for 



replaced by similar members origin- 
ally belonging to Mr. Bkown. This, 
we imagine, would lead to a new 
form of nomenclature. Thus Mr. 
Jones would be announced in the 
future as " Mr. Jones — not to men- 
tion Mr. Brown." 

Two Suffragettes, the other even- 
ing, mode their way into a private 
house where a reception was being 
given in honour of Mr. Asquith, and 
created an unpleasant scene. They 




The municipahty of Chicago is lay- 
ing out a cemetery 
for pete, and dogs 
are delighted at the 
news, for they have 
long desired a place 
where their hidden 
bones will be safe 
from interference. 



Cynics claim to have 
traced one of the 
persons of whose 
escape from Epsom 
Lord Kdseberv com- 
plains. Althongh he 
was out of work and 
had not a penny in 
his pocket, a man 
handed to the polit'C 
at Land's End lnu 
week a purse con- 
taining a considerable 
sum of money which 
he hud found. 
* * 

The fai'of the Ice 
King in America has 
surprised nobody. Ice 
is well known to be 
slippery stuff. 



The launch of 
H.M.S. ColUngu-ood 

was a great success, — — — — 

everyone being impressed by her size. 
Indeed, even when compared witb 
the hats of the lady spectators, she 
appeared to be quii>i large. 

* * 

We are uiformed that in spite of 
the fact that the proprietor of cer- 
tain well-known stores is now a 
baronet, the prices are to remain as 
moderate as ever. 

* • 

" Mr. Taft," says a contemporary, 
" has won the election by a good 
round figure." This is so. "And 
will not be easily moved from the 

White House." That, too, is so. 

The journalist who referred to the 



ANTONIO'S DREAM. 

The "Taii" ipe» applikh to Stkeet Orgxks. 



the Abolition of Capital Punishment 
held last week it was resolved that 
the principle of reclamation in the 
treatment of homicidal prisoners 
sliould be added to the present aims 
of the Society. We see no reason 
why some at any rate of our mur- 
derers should not be ultimately 
weaned of their hobby, but it will, 
of course, have to ho done gradually. 

As the result of some experiments 
made by an American doctor it is 
stated thot it ig now possible to 
transplant parts of tbe human body. 
If Mr. Jones, f^^j. \iistauce, loses a 
leg and an ariY, -.f^ an accident, it 
would be practi, i \e '^'^ ^^p"" *" '"' 



\ to be 



From " Paris Fash- 
ions " in The Pull 

MaU GateUc:— 
" The prevnlpnce ami power of Uie priiircsH 
Kowri iiiakc me think <•( the little mndle nhnt^e 
)>eani!< ulione no Inr io n lunxhty trorld thnt 
even love, which ie said to be blind, bronme 
nwnre ot Ihem." 

Who can follow the workings of a 
woman's mind? What (we wonder) 
does the Merry Widow hut make licr 
think of? A 500 candle-power acety- 
lene lamp? 



Toumalistic Candour. 

"KlKd F.KWARIi. 



r. Vm\i 



»■) 



{Fmia onr Sprciil C,. 

Il U ro|>orted from Ciiiro llinl King ICdiv.iii 
rill viHit KRy|it in JnniiHir next. 

[The wjiirce ot ihe riimonr » miirii-ii-nt (. 
ciB-diate it.]" - 7V Egyiiian Mornmi, 7W. 
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MORE MAXIMS OF A MILLIONAIRE. 

A PLEASANT plutocrat of Mr. Punch's acquaintance, 
after perusing some of the aphorisms in Mr, Carnehik's 
new opus — Problems 0/ To-day — has been tempted 
to submit a few of his own. Closely questionc^d as to 
their originality, he writes, with his near hand on hie 
heart, to say that he has had no assistance in their con- 
struction, not even from Ix)rd Avebury or Miss Marie 
CoRELLi, though he recognises that his work bears some 
impress of the epigrammatic style of these two authors. 

To die rich is the mark of a fool or a rogue. He that 
is wise or viHuoue takes care to die poor, thuH eluding 
the Death Duties. 

Money (in the hands of others) is the root of all evil. 
For their sakes, then, you will do your best to pluulc it 
from them. 

Great riches do not n.^ecssarily confer great happiness. 
It has been well said that a man with only three or four 
hundred thousand a year can enjoy all the simpler Plea- 
sures of Life just as well as a multi-billionnire, 
■ Severe labour is not a punishment; it is a blessing in 
disguise. That is why it is so ditBcult to keep people out 
of prison when they have once been there. 

The man who thinks of others before himself, while he 
is still poor and struggliug, will never grow to be a 
millionaire. If, therefore, in the early stages, you are 
tempted to be generous and charitable, thrust the temp- 
tation from you. Once you have become rich you can 
be an altruist on as large a scale as you like. 

Men who have risen from estreme poverty to extreme 
wealth will sometimes tell you that their hours of purest 
happiness were those when they had no idea where their 
next meal was to come from. Don't you believe 
them. 

A famous aphorist ami millionaire of olden-tirae said 
that of the making of many books there is no end. 
Another famous aphorist and millionaire of our day has 
said the same of libraries. 

The virtuous plutocrat is proof against the shafts of 
envy and malice. His breast is overlaid with a triple 
coating of steel. The best kind comes from Pittsburg, 

Profit-sharing is the key to the gates of Millennium. 
If you employ 25,000 workmen and are making JE500,000 
a year, distribute half of this among' your em- 
ployees. Each of them would then pocket '004 per 
cent, of the profits which you yourself secure, and we 
should hear no more of Socialism, 

Nest to profit-sharing, nothing so much encourages a 
workman as to know that the money which he is helping 
his employer to amass will be spent judiciously, even 
though the benefit should' fall upon the inhabitants of a 
hemisphere with which the workman is unocyuainted. 

To get wealth is still harder than to get rid of it. 
Herein it differs widely from the fumes of alcohol. For 
a professional inebriate has discovered the truth that it 
is not the getting drunk, but the getting sober, that 
causes all the inconvenience. O. S. 



" Ilomanfe, ouil perhapa n liule myslBry, surroimcl the PxcctdiiiRly 

Giiel inarriaRe of L-idy May I'ery, llio yonujier daunhtiT ot l«i-d 
merkk'a two linll-aislorB, lo Lioutenam Fretloriek Uoothliy," — UA.P. 
^(..4,P, is unusually diffident. There is u very big 
ystery here. 



A SALMON CYCLE. 

And Spring came o'er the mountains, and the latch 
Stood diffident in faintest green of Marcfe; 
While, blood congealed beside that storm-swept stwiin, 
You sped the " Durham Ranger," saw the gleam 
Of silver 'mid the amber and the foam 
Of racing waters, felt the hook strike home. 
And heard above the hail-squall's furious pelt 
The gillie's comment — " She wull be a kelt! " 
Then Summer raised her ortflamme on high, 
And through your blazing fortnight in July 
You waited for the rain, where faint and thin 
The river threaded seaward, clear as gin; 
Deep in the red rock's gloom the salmon lay 
Huddled and sullen, through each blinding doj. 
While you were working, still without a rise. 
Through several tomes of ineffectual flies. 

le Autumn ; and from oft the sea the rain 
Crept in to bid you welcome North again; 
The mists closed down, and the beshrouded hills 
Rang with the clamour of a thousand rills; 
Unfishable, the turgid torrent sped 
O 'er Highland cornfields still unharvested. 
And day by day you watched the spate roar down 
Till the last hour that took you back to Town. 
And yet on Winter evenings, when you sit 
In dream-fraught firelight ere the lamps are lit, 
At times the faint-heard traffic hi the road 
Will sound to you as though a river flowed ; 
Then old wounds heal, and as the magic thrills 
Your heart flies back to rivers and to hills; 
You close your eyes, you hear the greeuheart Bwieh, 
And — Fancy promptly has you " in & fish "I 



DISCURSIONS. 

The N.\tional Aktoem. ! 

I SEE that during the discussion of a Scotch Educaiioii 
Bill in the House of Commons the other day one 'I. 
the Members proposed that little Lowlanders and !iltlc| 
Highranders should bo compelled at certain times to fiW 
the National Anthem. This was to be a part of what,l' 
believe, is called the curriculum; it was to have itsfissJj 
place in the time-table. I pause to note that the gen-| 
tleman who suggested this innovation is an IriehtiHB, 
and a captain. Why an Irishman should have wiBhediH 
involve himself in the mazes of Scottish education I 
don't quite understand. .\t any rate, the Hous<' 
rejected the proposal and passed on quite calmlj ^] 
other matters. 



With ail respect to the honourable and gallant We""- ! 
i»er, I am disposed to think that the House acted ffis-'l?- 
There is a suggestion of mechanical pressure about tll^■ , 
plan, and I doubt if you can make children loyal [i^'' ^ 
that, 1 presume, was the idea) by mechanical pressun'. 1 
You can teach them to read and write; you can t\i-'}, 
worry them through the rule ot three and similar aboni;- 1 
nations; but loyalty is a different thing, an atuiosphiTi. I 
a habit of mind, a breath of nature— call it what y" 1 
will. There arc no fixed i-utes or concise formulsf. ^^''', 
assume that a child's blooil circulates and that bis ioK' 
perform their proper functions. Why' nob assume that 
he (or she) will rejoice by nature in being English w. 
Scotch or Irish, and be proud of the glories of hishjrtli 
and state, taking them into the substance of bis b^'^oi 
as he takes air into his lungs'/ l 
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LEST HE FOEGET. 

Jom Bull {(o Fibt Lobd of -nn; Acmtivn). "EXCELLEST SESTIMEXT, Sin. li'MrreSPifiiPSsIC 
AND NAIL rr TO THE MAST!" 



y Google 
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I have, however, a Rrcator objection to this particular 
Bj-stom of lojalty-study, and it is this. The child will 
have to know the words of the Anthem by heart. That 
seems to me to be fatal. 1 don't suppose there is on 
the face of the earth a more genuinely loyal people than 
our own ; but how many of us know all the words of the 
National Anthem? Not one in a thousand. A few con- 
cert-singers have necessarily learnt them for festal occa- 
sions. Are concert-singers, then, more loyal than the 
rest of us who battle our way triumphantly through the 
6ong and make our devotion manifest without knowing 
more than some twenty words or so of the whole? Cer- 
tainly 1 don't suggest that concert -singei-s are, as a race, 
disloyal, but their loyalty, I think, maintains itself in 
spite of, not because of, their mysterious and tremen- 
dous knowledge of the words of our National Anthem. 



We, at any rate, who are ignorant, retain our sense of 
exaltation and splendid incalculable greatness when we 
sing our Anthem mostly without words. Our hearts are 
filled with a glorious feeling of devotion and vague but 
overmastering courage. That is because we haven't 
been drilled to the business. If we had been drilled 
we should have begun to dislike and to criticise ; and the 
truth is that both the sentiments and the literary worU. 
manship of the National ABthem are tembly open ^ 1 
criticism. 

How, for instance, is a teacher to ( 



child the occurrence of " over us " as a rhyme for " vic- 
torious "? When once you have questioned, you will be 
bound to sing the words in this tonii : — 
■ .Viid liiiii liftorioiis. 
Hnppy nnil glorioiifl, 
l«iig In reign orious ; 
liod Rave the KIii^. 
Until you can recover from this dreadful aberration, I 
defy you to mix a due proportion »f reverence in your 
singing of the Anthem. No, shout the music at the 
top of your voice ; imagine yourself girt for the moment 
th all the virtues and self-sacrifices and noble tradi- 
ms and spiritual yearnings of your fatherland, but 
don't trouble yourself about the words. The words are 
nothing, but the spirit counts. 



And, by the way. we may as well remember that 
while we are exalting ourselves with " God Save the 
King," millions of Gennans are shouting " Heil (f(> iiii 
Siegeskran;;," and millions of Americans are roaring 
" My country, 'tis of thee," to precisely the same tun;. 
I am content to leave the question of the origin of that 
soul-stirring and grandly simple musfc. It seems t<t suit 
the GeiTnans; it certainly suits us; and the Americans 
unWushiugly captured it by the hands of one Smith, and 
converted it to their own national use. In the nietui- 
toltimc 1 congratulate my little Scotch friends that they 
Iftve wA to be forced to sing it, with the words, as part 
;plain to a Se^. , \ rA the" daily lessons. 

^V,-\>\^- 
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LIFE AND LETTERS. 

[Ill Ihe manner 0/ " The Aeadtmi/."'] 
The literary world has beeu com- 
paratively dull this week. Tho egre- 
gious AsQi'iTii has persevered with 
his sickening and hypocritical Li- 
censing Bill, in spite of what wo 
said last week ; and has proved 
himself to bo entirely in the power 
ot the nauseating Nonconformists, 
of whom "7)r." Cliffoud is the 
dictator. " Dr." Clifford, mean- 
hilc, has been dibtinguishiug him- 
self by offering the olive - hraiich 
(forsooth!) to the Archbishop of 
Canterbuby, in the hope of bringing 
al>out a comproniiso on the Educa- 
tion question. We tell " Dr." Clif- 
ford plainly, once and for all, that 
wo desire no compromise witli such 
as he; and, speaking for the Catholic 
Church, we say unhesitatingly 
that we prefer men of his kidney 
as open enemies. For the rest, that 
pillar of Welsh Konconformity, the 
fatuous Lloyd-George, continues to 
sink in the estimation of his fellow- 
men ; the miserable Winston 
CiiURcniLL, whom wo finally crushed 
a month ago by references to his 
American mother, is a back number; 
and the unspeakable Fanehuust 
troupe, being safely lodged in gaol, has 
been unable to indulge in its usual 
antics. The result of all this is, as we 
said before, that there has not been 
much doing in the world of letters. 

The Spectator, ^'atlon. HVsfiniit- 
sier Gasette, Pall Mall Gazette, 
Daily News, Conihill, and Forf 
nighihj Ucview continue, in spite of 
our warnin(;;s, to print despicable 
verse, and it is evident that there 
is nobody on the staff of these papers 
with the remotest glimmering of 
what constitutes a good poem. Wc 
are glad to note, however, that Tlu 
Saturday Kcvieiv has taken our re- 
cent castigation of its poetry to 
heart, and has turned over a new 
leaf in this respect. Wo should like 
to call special attention to the beau- 
tiful lines entitled Autumn in its 
last number. These lines were sent 
first to this paper; but, though they 
were of great merit, we were com- 
pelled to reject them, as they did 
not come up to our standard. By 
the way, a poem on a similar sub- 
ject by ourself appears on the nest 
page. 

Mr. Max Beerbobm (wittily called 
Mr. H. M. Beerbohm in our last 
issue) has not yet apologised to us 
for having dared to speak well of 
the unspeakable Pankhurst. As a 



consequence, we told him last week 
what wo thought of his dramatic 
criticisms; and, unless his apology 
is forthcoming within the next three 
days, we shall be forced to tell him, 
with the calm and unbiassed judg- 
ment which we have announced to 
a feature of tliis paper, what we 
think of his caricatures. 

An anonymous correspondent, 
writing from Upper Norwood, has 
pointed out that Mr. G. ^tlEKEDirn also 
is in favour of Women's Suffrage. 
Mr. G. Mereditu cannot have been 
aware that the Suffragettes have 
come under our lash, at regular in- 
tervals of seven days, for the last 
months. We have accordingly 
written to Mr. G. Meredith to in- 
form him of this, and are sending 
copies of tile letter to the head of 
Mr. G. Meredith's Church, the 
Member for the Heigate Division, 
and an impartial adviser whom we 
have asked Mr. Balfour and the 
Duke of Norfolk to select. We shall 
ait Mr. G. Meredith's reply with 
interest; and in the meantime we 
hold over a masterly analysis of his 
works by our correspondent. 

Some time ago we hinted that 
Mr. Spender was about to retire 
from the editorship of The Westmin- 
ster Gazette. Once again we have 
proved to be in the right; but 
then we always are — as the entire 
Press, all Liberals, everybody outside 
the Catholic Church. Miss Maud 
Allan-, and Messrs. Wells, Shaw, 
Chesterton, Belloc, Dobson, and 
Beekboiim have already found to 
their cost. By the way — we ask the 
question as a well-informed literary 
paper—who is Hilaibe Belloc? 

A correspondent from Edmonton 
writes to ask us if wo object to 
criticism of ourselves. Certainly 
not. We give hard blows ; we 
frequently find it necessary to casti- 
gate our fellow -journalists; and we 
expect to receive hard blows in re- 
turn. We welcome candid criticism, 
though wo should never expect to 
have any difficulty in pulping the 
critics who ventured to give it. But 
the truth is that we are rarely, if 
ever, made the subject of attack. 
This may be because our readers 
consist mainly of aspiring journalists 
who have had all their contributions 
rejected by that Press which we find 
it necessary to castigate; but it ir 
much more likely to be because wi 
are absolutely beyond criticism. 

Though, however, it is impossibh 



that we could be the subject of fair 
attack, it sometljcies happiens that 
e are misjudged- Ouly this weet 
have received a letter from a 
correspondent at Heiidon who bks 
entirely failed to understand 
He writes: " I cannot tell you bow 
much 1 hke your journal, by far 
the best paper in England to-day. 
It makes me chuclclc to read your 
slashing thrusts at your contem- 
poraries. Go on — do it again. Thej 
want stirring up." Now we wish to 
state emphatically that we do not 
reprove our contemporaries with the 
idea of niaking correspondents at 
Hondoii chucWe. We do it soberly, 
because it is our duty, and a" verj 
painful duty. And we would an- 
nounce here to the whole country 
that, when our castigations have had 
r effect, when we see a paper 
genuinely trying, when we obsene 
a statesman or divine honestly en- 
deavouring to please us, then we 
shall be the first to bold out all 
encouraging hand. 



THE PATRIOT. 

(By A League Enthusiatt) 
Each week when Saturday comes 

round 
I hurry to the football ground, 
And with a " tanner crowd " resort 
To revel in vicarious sport. 

I yell endearments to our t«aDi, 
The hefty boys in blue-and-cream ; 
And with a ribald wit deride 
The cripples on the other side. 

I tiptoe in the swaying throng 
When forwards bring the ball aloof." 
And my anathemas fly thick 
When hats obscure the comer-kick. 

If we lay out their centre-half, 
With what abandonment I laugh; 
But when they serve our man tlj« 

same 
I bellow " Fol-l! " and " Plav the 

CAME I ' ' 

If toward our goal the others press. 
I snarl in venomous distress; 
But, hat in air, I pirouette 
When our performers find the net. 

So every Saturday at will 
I throb with every kind of thrill- 
Joy, terror, adoration, hate — 
And all for sixpence at the ga**- 



The ChUd m Father to the ■»- 
At Newtown County Court i^ 
week a young Welshman, '''''°'"? 
sued by a doctor for fees mcuR" 
at the birth of his child, ple^'w 
Infancy. _, 
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THE REFORM OF OXFORD. 

Grkat Demosstratios. 

TuE reccut proposals to reoi^auise 
the system of temia at Oxford 
led to the convening of a great public 
meeting at tlie Camion Street Hotel 
last Saturday nith a view to discuES 
the best means of placing the Uni- 
veraity on a satisfactory basis. The 
Editor of The Daily Ncirg presided, 
and amongst those present were Mr. 
Chesterton, Mr. Belloc, Xf.P., Mr. 
Eustace Miles, Mr. Peter Kearv, 
Mr. William Archer, Mr. Victor 
Gbavsos, and the Kev. I.oid William 
Cecil. 

The Editor of The Daily News in 
a striking speech deplored the mis- 
directed efforts of modern odu- 
cationiHts. Ho noted that an 
ingenious person had recently suc- 
ceeded in training blue-bottles to lie 
on their backs and twirl miniature 
dumb-beils. What would really 
interest us would be to hear the com- 
ments of the blue-bottle on the whole 
proceeding, (Cries of " Question! ") 
All that Oxfoi-d did was to train her 
" blues," who were no better than 
blue -hot ties. What they wanted 
was to dc-athlcticise the Universi- 
ties, to overthrow the cult of the 
golden calf and the gilded jouth — in 
a word, to eliminate the blues and 
the bloods — -and the blue-bloods — 
and to restore the spiritual ideals of a 
strenuous humanitariaDism . 

Mr. Victor Grayson, M.P., said 
that the merciless and soulless 
tyranny of the Oxford dons surpassed 
that exercised by the Libera! majority 
in the House of Commons. He 
thought that something could be done 
with blue and other bottles, but they 
must not merely be educated, they 
must be thoroughly brohen-in. 

Mr. Chesterton said he had not 
been educated at Oxford. It was the 
home of lost causes, and he was an 
inveterate optimist. Still he had no 
wish to see so interesting a survival 
of mediaevalism pass into the limbo 
of forgotten thmgs. The Oxford 
manner deserved perpetuation, if only 
as a means of exasperating the advo- 
cates of hustle. There was some- 
thing peculiarly attractive to him in 
a College whicli called itself All 
Souls. It sounded as if the mem- 
bers were Nobodies. 

Mr. Peter Krary said there was 
only one way of improving Oxford) 
and that was to improve it off the 
face of the earth. It was a musty 
anachronism. Instead of young men 
starting the battle of Ufe at sixteen 
or seventeen, they went to Oxford or 
Cambridge and dallied with classics 



and mathematics until they were 
twenty-two or twenty-three. He 
shuddered to think what would liave 
become of him and Mr, C. Arthur 
Pearson if they had gone to Oxford, 

Mr. Eustace Miles said that what 
was wrong with Oxford was her diet. 
Her undergraduates wore overfed, 
while her professors were far too fond 
of the flowing bowl. Oxford was the 
only university in the world which 
boasted a Port Meadow. (Sensation.) 

Mr. Belloc, dissenting vehemently 
from the last speaker, attributed the 
decadence of Oxford to the lament- 
able spread of the barleywater habit. 
In his day, beer was the favourite 
tipple, and it bred a race of heroic 
Britons, including himself, 

Mr, William Archer said that 
Oxford's crying need was for simpli- 
fied spelling. Such names as Mag- 
dalen were a terrible stumbUng-block 
in the path of culture, and he seri- 
ously contemplated leading a proces- 
sion of William Marchers to 
demand justice from the Hebdomadal 
Council. The nomenclature of the 
Colleges, again, clamoured for revi- 
sion. To take only one example, 
Merton College, in view of the 
proximity of Sandford, might be re- 
named Sandford and Merton College. 

The Editor of The- Sketch con- 
curred with the last suggestion, and 
hoped that the principle might be 
extended. The popularity of Keble 
and Lincoln would be vastly en- 
hanced if trhey were known as Keble- 
Howard oud Lincoln- and- Bennett 
Colleges. 

The Rev. Lord William Cecil said 
that he had already expressed his 
views on Oxford disciphne in The 
Times, but would repeat that the 
interference of the police in " town 
and gown " rows was wholly to be 
deprecated. In his own day the 
police never interfered with the 
undergraduiites on November the 
5th, with the result that the noisy 
freshman matured into the sensible 
senior man, with a refined manner 
and a high tone of thought. 

Mr, Will Thorne, M,P., said that 
the only way in which the continued 
existence of Oxford could be justified 
would he by converting it into a 
week-end University for the working 
classes. It was, he added, a strange 
rotleetion on the intellect of the 
present rcghiie that, while the colour 
of Oxford was dark blue, the great 
hero of the University was, he be- 
lieved. Verdant Green. 

The Chairman, hero interposing, 
said that it was obvious that- the 
sense of the meeting was in favour of 
mending, and not ending, or, at any 



rate, only week-ending, Oxford. 

accordingly put to the meeting ... 
omnibus resolution declaring that, in 
the view of the asaembled representa- 
tives of higher thought, it was held 
desirable (1) to abolish the post e! 
Chancellor; ('2) to rename and re 
spell the Colleges ; (3) to eUmiDnti 
amateur athletics ; (4) to render 
vegetarian diet compulsory on all 
undei^aduates. The resolution hav- 
ing been passed by a great majority, 
the meeting dispersed to*the strains 
of the Marseillaise eung as a duel iu 
Esperanto by Mr. Belloc and Mr. 
William Arcueb. 



ANOTHER OF OUR COKQUEROBS. 

I USED to think that the office-boy 
did those things. But no; it seems 
that it is an industry, and a verj 
important oue. 

I made the discovery at a station, 
where the horrible and irritating 
word " Phast-phix " on the picture 
of a gum bottle held the relucUnt 
eye. 

A sleek little man in s /rock-coal , 
and a tall hat, who had evidenth 
breakfasted on cloves, paused beside 

le, 

"You might not think it," be 

lid, " to look at me; but that woni 

iginated with me. I invented it." 

"Why?" I asked. "SureJythere 

■e other things to do." 

He seemed pained and perplexed. 

That is my business," ho said- 
That '8 what I do. I have an office; 
m well known. AU the best 
firms apply to mo. For example, 
he went on, " suppose you were W 
bring out a fluid mutton " 

" Heaven forbid I " I cried. 
Yes, but suppose you were (o, 
he continued, " and you wanted » 
name for it, you would come to 

'■ Why shouldn't I thmk of one 

iselt? " 1 asked. 

■ You ! " he cried. " How could 

a? It 'b a special line.' '' * * 
gift. Jusf try and you'll ^ce. 
What would you call it? " 

'■ Well," 1 said after a moments 
thought, " I might call it-I ^S." 
call it-^ Hang it, I^wouWn'l do 
such a thing, anyway." , ,, 

" There," he cried triumph so".';' 
"I knew it. You would be lost- 
You would therefore come lo me. 
should charge you ten gumeas, t>o 
in return you would have a "S 
that would make your forlune- 

" What would that be?' I «"' 
turcd to ask. . ., (^ 

" Oh, I don't know," be said, ■» 
certain. ' Sheep-0/ perh^8^^_^ 
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anywftj' it would be a good name. 
' Flock -vim,' perhaps. Or even 
' Mut-force.' " 

I begun to long for my train. 

" How do you think of such 
things? " I inquired. " Tell me 
your processes." 

He laughed deprecotingly. " I 
have given the subject an immense 
dial of thought," he said. "For many 
years now I have done little else; I 
am always on the look-out for ideas. 
They conni to me at all kinds of odd 
times and in all kinds of odd places. 
In bed — on a 'bus— in the train." 

" This one? " I asked. 

" ' Phast-phix ' ? " he replied, 
" Oh, I thought of that instantane- 
ously. You see, the firm came to 
my office to say they were putting a 
new gum or cement on the market, 
and they must have a good name for 
it at onec. I had no time. I buried 
my head iu my hands for a few 
seconds (my regular habit) and sud- 
denly ' Phast-phix ' flashed into it. 
They wore enchanted." 



"I notici;," I said, "a tendency 
among advertisers to transform ' f ' 
into ' ph.' " 

■' Yes," he said, " they got it from 
me. I was the first. It is far more 
strikiu]^, don't you think? To spell 

■ fastfix ■ correctly would not be witty 
at all." 

I agi-eed with him. 

" Tell mo some more of your 
special inspirations," I said. " Have 
you done anything lately as good as 

■ phast-phis '? But no, how could 
you?" 

" Let mo see," he remarked. 
" Yes, there is the name for the new 
pen. They came to mo in a great 
hurry for that, too. But as it hap- 
pened I had that carefully pigeon- 
holed, for I am always inventing 
names against a rainy day. I gave it 
to them ut oneo — the ' Ri-tee/.i. ' You 
have no doubt seen it advertised." 

(Haven't I?) 

" That has been an immense suc- 
cess," he went on. "It's not a 
bad pen, either ■ but tihe name 1 A.h 1 " 



" Anything else out of the way? 
I asked. 

" Yea," he said. " I was just going 
to tell you. I was approached by a 
firm with a new blacking. All it 
required was an absolutely knock-out 
name. I gave them one, and only 
yesterday I had a visit from the 
Secretary of the Company, who ^ 
present at the Board meeting when 
my letter was rend out. He says 
that the thrill that ran through the 
directors — sober business-men, mind 
you — was an epoch in the history of 



"Indeed," I remarked; "and 

what was the name?" 

"The name?" he said. "Ah, 
yes. It was one of my best efforts, 
I think. Simple, forcible, instai 
taneous in its message and unfo: 
gettable in iovta — ' Rhine-0.' " 

"Yes," I said, "that should be 
hard to beat. I congratulate you." 
And so we parted. 

I wonder if there 's really any 
money in that fluid-mutton idea. 
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Subaltern (la pretty tridoie, nettly arrked at Iiid'iar 
Pretty ll'icjow. " Cektatklv not. Yodb Colombl's 



THE SECRET HISTORY OF A 

PERSONAL PAR. 

Set Forth CnBosoLooicALLt. 

(From " The Kon-Stop." Oct. 31.) 

A GUSHLSO young lady walking 
through a wood with an eminent 
botanirit began to sentimentalize 
about the extreme age o£ some of 
the trees. 

" What a lot they must have seen 
in their time!" she cried. "Oh 
that they could speak! You dear 
old beeeh," she continued, placiug 
lier hand on an adjacent trunk, 
" what would jou say to nie, could 
you but talk? " 

"'I am a poplar!'" responded 
the savaitt. 

II. 
(From •' Cnimmy Bih," .Vor. 7.) 

TiiEV were newly married — very 
much so. She: dreamy and poetic. 
He: just the other thing. It was a 
warm day and they rested lovingly 
on a ruHtic Beat 'neath the noft shade 
of a (more or less) spreading tree. 

She. I wonder if this sweet old 
beech can hear? What stories 
might tell, if it only could ! 

He. Ah — er — yes. Just the sort 
things everybody would like. 



She. V.'hy? 

He. Because, they 'd be popular 
(poplar) stories! 

til. 
(From "P. U.P." .Vor. 14.) 

An aniusLDg story is going the 
rounds of the House anent a certain 
austere ex-Chancellor of Exchequer, 
now removed to the bracing atmo- 
sphoro of the Upper House. It was 
in his House of Commons' days and 
he was discussing with a familiar 
friend the secret of the Buccess of 
some of the prominent men on both 
sides of the House. 

" Spooking of myself," ho said at 
length, " there is one thing quite 
C'erlain, and that is, I am not likely 
to have much of a following so long 
as I remain in the Commons," 

" But whatever makes you think 
that?" queried the worthy and 
astonished Member. 

" Why, don't you see," he re- 
sponded grimly, " so long as 1 am a 
Bpach (beech) I can hardly expect 
to he popular (poplar) ! " 

" ' The stnrB in tlieir courses tooght ngniost' 
Cirero,' tmirt Mr. James Blosaom, ' nnd 1 lliink 
thp)- iniisl hnre fouKlit aRa'aBt n» in Keeps- 
en<l.' " - lilieffeld Daily IiidcfKiidenl. 
How the stars must hate these 
orators. . . 



THE ROYAL AND ANCIEST 
GAME. 

Swiftly she swung her shining cleek, 
And blushed like any rose, 
3, smitten lightly on the cheel:, 
"Tlie ball rolled to her toes; 

Small wonder, when I tell jou 
that 
Pinned on her light brown bait 

She wore a charming picture hat, 
A garden in the airl 

I held her hands, to put them right, 

Showed where her feet should go. 

And told how drives went out p' 

sight 

And puts ran to and fro; 
Though she could make bewitching 
eyes. 

She could not form her tees, 
And these I made of ample size 

Upon my humble knees. 

She missed, with many a smilin 

And blamed mo {qr it all, 
Because my woeful visage took 

Her eye clean oB the ball ; 
Golf was the sport, but I 'm "&»» 

We trified with the name; 
Observing friends declared * 
played 

A much more anoieot gamel 
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A EIVAL ATTRACTION. 

Neolected Artistb (^performer on the European Concertino). "DOESN'T LOOK AS I?iiit'M,J^5©^t^fC 
TO COME ON, WHAT WITH ALL THESE BERLIN KNOCKABOUT EXTRA TURNS!" ' 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ElTKAOTED FBOIt A CoLLEAtiDB OF ToET, KP. 

With a drastic Licoiisiug Bill 
worryiug through its various stages 
ill the House of Commons, it is per- 
hups no wonder that those connected 
with the Trade should fiud this a time 
ol uiuisusl depreesion, and suffer ii: 
health aa in spirits ; it is sad to know, 
however, that Mr. Punch's Special 
Distiller, who has bo skilfully pro- 
duced the Essence of Parliament (or 
many a long year, should not be im- 
mune to these inHucnccs, and that 
Toby. M.P., for the first time for 
nioro than t'veuty years, is uuabli 
through illness to continue hi: 
Diary this week, and is " tied " to 
his " house." May he have a rapid 
recovery. 

House of Commons, Tuesday, 
Nooembcr lOih. — Dull heavy clouds 
were in the air. A resolute Govern- 
ment had come down to the House 
ready to discuss with ruthless deter- 
mination tiie Scottish Education 
Bill. Oblivious to the lowering cf 
Scottish eyebi-ows " stern and wild," 
AsQUiTii moved the suspension of 
the Eleven o'clock Rule, thereby 
throwing open for Government use 
those cheerless hours which rational 
citizens devote to sleep, hut which 
are rich in possibilities to a Ministry 
loaded down below the " PiiinsoU 
mark " with legislative cargo. 

Being of an invincibly sanguine 
temperament, Asquitii didn't " see 
why the House should sit late, but " 



Luvi.va Sinclair t 



) hla tent for well- 



Mr. Jdebbehhoiaii MacVeage. 



; is Ilia SculiiBh 

— and here there was just the ncod- 
ful suggestion of the " whift of grape- 
shot," the most delicate flick of the 
party - whip round errant flanks — 
" the Government were very anxious 
to finish the Bill." The river- 
mists of early morning hours had 
no tenors for them, and if de- 
cadent Gaels were unequal to the 
ordeal then a handful of Southron 
Ministerial " settlers " would know 
the reason why I There was a cer- 
tain dour and forbidding interplay of 
upper and nether hp, unpleasantly 
suggestive of mill-stones. Then he 
lay back on the Treasury Bench, 
with hands rammed deeply in his 
pockets, and gazed up with fleeting 
friendliness at the stained-glass light- 
ing in the roof. 

Wary Scotsmen who knew their 
AsquiTU discussed and debated with 
one furtive eye on the " Master of 
Legions," delusively rasy and 
debonair to the casual observer, and 
they breathed more freely when he 
withdrew to his oak-panelled tent 
behind the chair, leaving Sinclair, 
with claymore, target and dirk gleam- 
ing with the russet glow of the 
caimgomi, to shepherd them through 
the pass. 

The chill of the midnight-watch 
had no terrois for an old campaigner 
like James Craio, who, with Skely 
and our one and only Winston, has 
served his country well among the 
kopjes of South A£"ca- That the 
subject was a Rgotc^ oi^«> ^^^ he an 
Ulster-Irishmij^w v-aa ^ trifle. The 
sea-passage |>. ^' \,«mi to Stranraer 
is a, mere Qcv^^^ff '''*' ^^^ ^* easily 
" in his BtriQ^ ^V^ftVi^™ devotion to\ 



the national flag and Imperial 

inbleniB is a hardy gi'owth that will 
;tand any amount of transplantation. 
Anyhow, he chipped in, ■ and with 
" ;t and unpretentious oratory de- 
ided that Scottisli children should 
bo put early on easy terms with- the 
national flag, should know its origin 
and history, and should sing with 
youthful fervour the National 
Anthem. 

Alas ! ha reckoned without that 
incorrigible humourist MacVeagh. 
An Ulsteniian, too, but a Notionalist 
of the most fearsome and unbridled 
order, Jekemiau (for so tyrannical 
forbears have relentlessly labelled 
him) is blessed with a bright and 
irresponsible sense of humour whieli 
bubbles up all over the place at un- 
expected moments, to the extreme 
discomfort and dislocation of indi- 
[duals near the spot. His wildest, 
most delirious ■ joy is to capsize 
Craio. 

Would the lion, gentleman kindly 
tell him what is the Scottish national 
'? Is it a bloodthirsty lion ram- 
pant on a golden field, or is it the 
Blue Cross of St. Andrew; or is 
it, maybe, some other " koind av a 
loion"? Shall dear httle Scottish 
barefooted children be introduced, 
pale and panic-stricken, to such 
heraldic hoi-rors? 

Then, again, what is the " Na- 
tional Anthem of Scotland"? He 
hadn't the remotest idea, and he 
didn't believo a single Scotch 
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Member could tell him I Is it Scots 
wha hae, or ie it, as be had rather 
gathered in his travels in Scotland, 
Auld Lang Sync? Nobody eeemed 
to know ; and how was an unfortu- 
nate dominie to cboo.se among the 
rival barbaric airs with which Scot- 
land abounds? 

Jeremiah thp. Jester sat down 
with so excruciating)? comical an air 
of uusatisfiod thirst for heraldic lore, 
etc., that Alcmbers roared, got on 
with their work, and went chuckling 
home at I.'IS a.m. 

Such is the business value 
of irresponsible fun. 

Wednesday, November 
11th. — Pleasure in excess 
proverbially brings retri- 
bution in its train. The 
wild, unhallowed glory of 
the sudden breathless arrival 
last mouth of the female 
counterpart , of Dorando 
PiETRi led to the closing 
for ever of the surreplitioira 
peep-hole , alongside the 
glass swing-doors. Up to 
then, lady visitors had been 
permitted tJie frenzied joy 
of getting, through its small 
Gothic .panes, the most- in- 
timate obtainable view of 
the innermost sanctuary of 
the Empire. Per contra, 
watchful, self • conscious, 
senatorial di-ones had eaugiit 
a fleeting vision of .a dis- 
turbing se.\', and had 
preened their agitated wing.^i 
accordingly to make the 
best impression possible at 
short notice. Pretending 
to be interested in Asqi'ith, 
Llovd-Geobge, McKeksa, 
and in that llaunting 
bachelor who leads the 
Opposition, the ladies' eyes ; 
had been fixed with revercn- ; 
tial awe on the beaming 
face and comfortable per- 
sonality of JontJ Barker 
(now Bart.), chairman of 
"Paqoin," high priest of milhnery 
in ezcchis, giving the sanction cf 
his sturdy rustic jirosence to what 
Lansdowkr calls the "phenomenal 
(legislative) misfits " produced by 
the Government. 

These joys are away in the civig- 
hfif ; the Speaker's fiat went 
forth ; his foot, in silver-buckled 
shoe, was put down, and the price 
of the raid was paid; and a small 
price, too, considering the " moral 
and intellBctual damage " done to an 
ancient assembly. 

Then a few days later came the 
evening of staggering sensation when 



a few hardy maids, who had " heard 
voices " (in Caxton Hall), were found 
moored and shrieking in the Ladies' 
gallery (so-called), lashed hke vir- 
ginia-creoper to the gilded treUis 
above the heads of horror-stricken 
journalists, only to be removed from 
the sacrificial grille by main force, 
taking their " moorings," substantial 
pieces of the Palace of Westminster, 
with them. 

This performance, and a palo imi- 
tation of it in the other Strangers' 
quarter, brought down the Speaker's 



majesty upon them and all their 
kind, and a clear and comprehensive 
sweep was made of all the galleries. 
Since then one has looked down, 
day after day, on the pathetic, har- 
rowing scene — an assembly of self- 
immolated heroes who, in the cause 
of sex and in the name of order, have 
deprived themselves of the very 
breath of life; six hundred and fifty 
oratorical athletes with a positive 
yearning for recognition doing battle 
in an empty stadium ; a mighty com- 
pany of potential Gabricks playing 
to a dress circle, upper boxes, and 
gallery draped in aching desolation, 



never a face to whom to turn 
triumphant glance or a molet, ap- 
pealing eye. Perorations instinct 
with a noble fire hurled 
paralj'sing emptiness. 

The joke -has been to wait K\i 

watch, and have little wage 

oneself as to which of the poor 

sufferers would be the first to reach 

the limit of human endurance and 

admit that he, for one, could bear it 

no longer; that to waste an atfrac- 

tive,irresistib!epersonalitjonoakbal. 

conies and green leather was frankly 

fnsupportable. ■ Who would 

be the first to succumb, 

and say. on trembling 

knees, " Let them in, Mr. 

Speaker, or I die! " 

It came at last. At the 
end of. Questions there 
rose from the . Labour 
Benches a bixtken figure, 
in sombre,, chocolate- 
coloured.tweed; once burly. 
self-i'elianfc, aggressive — all 
that remains of Will 
TnoRNE. Bom to stand 
clasping the folds of a 
blood - red, shot - frazzled 
banner, on . the __ barricades 
facing the last futile volleys 
of the woll-fo-do, supported 
on the one hand by the 
gaunt figure of Comrade 
Bbbnabd Shaw, with khaki- 
coloured beard and mous- 
tache flowing in the breeze; 
on the other, a Comrade- 
Countess in revolt ; whila 
SsowDEN with pallid finge' 
points out a likely Aerated 
Bread shop where they may 
fit themselves for sanguin- 
ary deeds in Carlton House 
Terrace on a commandeered 
rock - cake and a small 
; lemonade. Yet there stands 
-1 poor Will with haggard 
cheek, clutching in nene- 
leas fingers a tremulous 
'" "^ sombrero and begs it 

mercy 1 
An ordeal which has brought to this 
the ruddy, vigorous plebeian Thobsb 
must have dealt unimaginable havoc 
in more highly-strung, aristocratic 
temperaments on other benches. Tau 
of the Unemployed I Another veet 
or two and wo should have seta 
marching the streets processions of 
the Unobserved. What of t^ 
crumpled Lea ? The ashen Hcch- 
how has he fared, with never a sjjti- 
pathetic face from Islington in the 
Strangers' gallery to revel 'f)'" 
him in Ina swashbuckling '^}°' 
among the newIy-ermiDeii? J*" 
wonder the long Parliamentary w* 
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Ilaratntd landoicaer. " I 

THAT TOD RKQDIRR." 

Urban Sanitary Iniipettin- 



HYGIENE FOR OUR DUMB FRIENDS. 

IS'T VMIEfiETAIiLI WUI 



and nights of unscon, unreniiUing 
labour have totd heavily on Dalziel. 
Let those who wonder at the olaiik 
of his knightly spurs in the Inner 
Ixibhy go in and emulate his cease- 
less, unresting devotion on the 
green benches, and they all may yet 
kneel prondly to the accolade. The 
motto on his shield is " / am here!" 

The Speaker rose, concealing emo- 
tion with consummate mastery. "I 
have made such enquiries as I could," 
he said with calm dignity, " and I 
have not hitherto observed any 
fovorish anxiety to reojieti cither of 
the galleries," (Outward cheers, 
but intemal groans and suppressed 
agony.) 

Never was there such a scene of 
harrowing self-sacrifice. Experienced 
heads in the Press Gallery drooped 
forward, tears marred and blotted 
the records of the verbatim reporters, 
poor Trorne was left to bear alone 
the obloquy of surrender. Willy 



Kedmond, his curly, eager head 
grown greyer and' chastened by the 
terrors of seclusion, made one or two 
frenzied efforts to get overcrowded 
pressmen sprinkled along the side 
galleries, and so give a fictitious air of 
publicity to the scene. It might con- 
ceivably have saved a few distin- 
guished lives, but tlio Speaker and 
Ia'lu Harcouht, with stifled sobs, 
passed him from one to the other till 
he sank exhausted and gave up all 
hope. E.T.R. 

"Sle|iB nre being taken hj the Motor Uiiiou 
to induce ediicalion nultiorilieR lo give children 
Home iuBtnicilon in the rules anil i^uriesim of 
tbe road."— 3'*^ Tlmea. 

night leam to curtsey and 
Moriluri te ealutamua." 



They 



" WA^TED, Youiig Ladv, lo reprpwnt the 
' Loveliest WoniBn io (j,e ^orld ' iu Uigh-cliwa 

IlluBJon." — The Slai/c 

There should b^ ,o dit^cul*-? about 



Another Entente. 

(iSAVE Kv'tioi'D.tN Crisis Avebted. 

" The (-orange uwl llie blouse have pome to a 

very naliiiractory uiulerHlantliDg regarding their 

reK|iective roIeM iu thin winter's repertoire ol 

ilresa."- Ijidy I'barlotte in The Daili/ Nnii. 



From the PiiiME Minjster's Guild- 
hall speech, as reported in The 
Morning I'oat (the italics being our 
very own) : 

"Jn tbe meonlimc ne are tiiking, as we arc 
bound to take, all tlie eleps which a generoim 
and reen inlfUigcHl iulvrprelation and ailininix- 
tnitiou of the taw can suggest to cope with ilie 
(iroblein of uueuiplojineul-" 
This is too much. We had not ex- 
pected this. 

Messrs. Bell announce a new 
work on English combined figure- 
skating, and add : 

" ITiB boot will be priniod iu ■ form Euitahle 
[or use on the ice." 
Uvith padded and waterproof covers? 
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THE HAT TRICK AT THE 
ST. JAMES'S. 

For the third stit'L'CBsivti time (not 
of asking. Heaven knows, but of 
spontaneous giving) Mr. Gkouuk 
.\LEXANDEit bus piodnced a Thief- 
play. To do Mr. SuTRO jiistico he 
has invented a fairlj- novel variation 
on the old-ostahhshed scheme; and 
all went well enough till wo got to 
that point in the Third Act where 
the first " dramatic " ejiisode occurs 
Up to then Mr. Alexandub, us " Thi 
Builder of Bridges," had been inter 
prcting (in admirable style, and with a 
marked improvement in the manipu- 
lation of his smile) the character of 
a simple, well-mannercil gentleman, 
modest but strong with the quiet 
assurance of a man who has done 
big things in fight with the forces of 
Nature, and learned self-eontrol in 
the process. Suddenly, through the 
hieouccivable fatuity of a young man 
who blurts out a secn^t of extreme 
delicacy before a whole tea-party, 
which includes n perfect stranger, 
he finds himself disillusioned in the 
matter of his lady's good faith. His 
only decent course, when matters 
became clear, was to walk straight 
out of the room. Instead, he is 
asked to behave like an intolerable 
prig, and let the poor broken girl 
stand shivering there while he de- 
hvers a virtuously indignant lecture 
on the theme of her moral delin- 
quency. Compared with this, the 
attitude of King Arilnir to Guiue- 
vcrc in the nunnery stamps him as 
the fine gentleman that Tenxysok 
made him out to be. 

Till now. Mr. SrTRO had held a 
possible mirror up to human nature. 
But here he is tempted to paint upon 
its surface thoKC insufferable flowers 
which are the glory of looking-glasses 
in a Philistine household. One 
wonders & little that so clever a 
writer should find it necessary to 
sacrifice his credit to the supposed 
exigencies of popular drama. Per- 
haps he wanted to give the acfor- 
mannger a ehance. In that case 
one wonders that so intelligent a 
player as Mr. Alexaxdf.R should fait 
to see how soriy a figure he was 
cutting as he threw off this tirade 
against n woman with no one to de- 
fend her. And 1 doubt whether 
even from a practical point pf view 
the author will find the episode re- 
n.unerative. For his play, otlierwise 
excellent, never quite recovered from 
it, and the obvious and perfunctory 
reuouciliation at the close made poor 
amends for this miserable display of 
ungenerosity hi a nature which else- 



where had been freely labelled as 
mogniininious. 

I wish Mr. SuTRO would give Miss 
IiiKXB Vanbuugii a change of air. 
But if she nmst be either a thief, or 
the sister and accomplice of a thief, 
she stiil has no rival for delicacy rf 
crafl. Mr, Dawson Milward had 
his momeufs, but he is only a self- 
made embezzler — not born that way. 
Miss Flokesck Havdon, in the part 
uf a dear old thing who " always 
thouglit bridges were made by nin- 
ehinery," was, as ever, a pure de- 
light. If she could only have been 
OQ the stage all the time, pratthng 
in a corner, I could have been well 



Miss Irpiie Viiiilirugli iporuthj) Fariiigay). 

" 1 sliojlJn'i worry uboiil that Somebmly's pit 
lobealliief intliPK(>SI. JniupH'ttidayR. 1 wnsllie 
lirKl of tlieni.aiid &)isKMa))el Hacbtipy ciiine next, 



content. Mr. William Farren was 
very engaghig as the head partner of 
an engineering firm, who was all in 
favour of perfidy in women, because 
it set their victims free to go and 
build biidges for him in outlandish 
regions. He was as welcome as a 
roaring gale in a land of mists. By 
sheer force of naturalness Mr. 
ViviAX Revn'olus gave great dis- 
tinction to the imobtrusive character 
of a head clerk. There was no 
better performanec than his. Mr. 
H.\Rcoi'RT Williams did creditable, 
but rather ineffective, work in the 
most difficult part of all, that of the 
supplanted lover. Few, people ploy 
it really aotifjfactorily in actual life. 



I must not forget the great moral 
purpose of the plav. Its name, lln ' 
Builder of bridges, ought lo l-^j 
changed to The Blaslet oj Eudil-l 
nliops. Mr. ScTito was very severe I 
and insistent in his attacks upon out- 1 
side bi-okers. I do hope he hssn'l | 
been badly hit by one of thtse ] 
monsters of iniquity. 0. S. 



CORRECT LIVING AND Dim.\ 

[See cerluin i-ecrnl irorti on ElijMft] 

At a Diiiner-Party. 

Do not partake of any dishes Its! ' 
are new to you and that jou do ki , 
quite know how to negotiate. Tm| 
can simply say, "No, thank job." , 
It would be very gauche to askjmr 
neighbours at table or the pemij 
opposite, " What am I Bupp(fifJlf| 
do with this?" Or to saj lo tie 
servant, " Bring me something easitr i 
to eat, please." 

With regard to pip-fniit at desstit, 
it will be wisest (more espeeiall; fa 
young girls who are looking fcr s: 
establishment iu life) to BToid - 
altogether, aa it is difficult to maca; 
pip-fruit gracefully and pleasan?' 
Some people, it is true, Lion' 1^' 
pips on to the floor or into fe 
middle of the table; but these ar; 
persons of assured position, and wit; , 
their own rules. 

Never insert your whole hsnd itlt 
a finger-bowl, or ask for soap. 
Weddinga. 

When a guest at a wedding rwep- 
tion, your behaviour should be ch«r- 
f ul but quiet. It is not your sbo'-. , 
remember; and the chief moumeK-i 
the chief figures— rightly monopofc- 
all the attention, j 

Iniroduciions. ' 

Always introduce the lower in m- 
to the higher. If you are not e-- 
which would take precedence, nu*' 
some little gracious excuse and swf 
tiicm waiting while you consult p-, 
brett. If they are both gone bi.i^, 
you have decided, that settles '-'■ 
difficulty. The rule of iDirod!;fir-" 
the single to the married obtains wl? 
among women. With men jou voM 
proceed in the reverse way, the pi^". 
tion of a single man m society l^ii^r' 
the more distinguished. 

Last lUrtcBS and Death. 

When friends come to see y'\-| 
during your last illness, you ^"'■'' 
able, i-eceive them courteouslj. ; 
would not bo in good taste "' 
reproach them with never hav" ^ 
ap'ir^-ciatc'd you, or to imfly '■■■; 
their conduct has helped to o^-': 
down your constitution. It '"f'^' 
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Cwtlomer. "Wht, I TUODc: 
Omler. "SUHE, TER HONOcn 

BiOTR, THE BAilE AS iOUHSELF ! ' 



aIbo bo incorrect to try to " improve 
the occaaion." People do not want 
to bo improved, except in their 
worldly eircirmstaiitC!'. 

When alt the last illness visits have 
been paid, you will proceed to die. 
It is Dot considered smart to get 
butter and give your friends the 
shook of Beciug you about again. 

Funerals. 
When attending one of these sad 
functions, you will, of course, regu- 
late the aiDount of grief shown by 
your relationship to the deceased. 
Signs of extreme grief arc considered 
middle-class, and are only excusable 
in quite near relatives. If you are a 
coinparativuiy distant relative or only 
a friend, it is eutiicient to paes a 

Klain white handkerchief (without 
ico or embroidery) across your face 
onco or twice. At no function, 
fortunately, is etiquette so apt to be 
forgotten or neglected ; indeed, it has 
been said that the only funeral at 
wliich one is confident of behaving 
with abriolute correctness is one' 
own. 



A rSEFUL LESSON. 

There was once a rather passionate 
man who put his trust in a new and 
rather foolish barometer. Passion- 
ate men often want to bo out in the 
open air, but never more so than 
when rain prevents them. So this 
man upon a certain Saturday morning 
had an engagement in the country, 
which, had the weather been fine, 
lie would probably have regarded 
with indifference. But in the morn- 
ing, because it looked hko rain, he 
thought he would hke to go, and, 
when it did rahi, he set his heart 
upon going. 

Ho tapped the glass of the baro- 
meter, and the finger moved slowly 
but firmly to " Set Fair." The rain 
meanwhile rained a little harder than 
before. Being still credulous, he 
went and spent an hour in getting 
his bicycle ready. Then he tapped 
ogain, and so at the end of every 
hour during the day ho tapped. As 
the barometer's opinion of the 
weather rose to the highest degree, 
the man's opinion of the barometer 



sank to the lowest degree, until 
finally at three o'clock he left it in 
disgust and decided that he could 
not go. 

.\t half-past four, when it was 
now too late for anything, the rain 
stopped, the sun shone, and every- 
thing was indeed set fair. The 
passionate man, regarding this late 
development bitterly, tapped the 
glass of the barometer once more, 
and the finger leapt without hesita- 
tion to " Stormy." Now that man 
was not only passionate by nature, 
but he had also been sorely tried that 
day. So he took the barometer from 
its peg upon the wall of his hou:ie 
and ca^t it forth from the front door, 
saying: "Go outside, you ignorant 
fool, and look for yourself," 



)ul(l lie 



■"IV oliib iiKcH {].e. the DfiiI > 
ADgllii|{ AHsiirliilluiil has over ii. 
but the a>iiiuiiCK-ti dcdcled llinl 
iinnitsL- in (urp of ttje iicavy ite.i to 
i-onipetiliou."--iAti'!/ ^ail- 
This shows rather a niggardly spirit. 
With over 400 members they might 
well have riKked it. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned ClerTcg.) 

I HAVE often reproached the womau who turned to the 
last page of her novel first, in order to see whether they 
really did get married ; and I have told her that she was 
both spoiling her present enjoyment and, by giving way 
to her curiosity, laying up a store of troubles for herself 
in the future; to which she could only reply that her 
enjoyment was her own affair, and why did all men smoke 
too much? Well, after reading The Diva's Hvby (Mac- 
millan) I find myself now in her position ; for Mr. Marion 
Qrawford's latest story is the third of a trilogy, being a 
sequel to Soprano and The Prima Donna—two books 
which 1 was unfortunate enough to miss. So 1 am 
wondering whether my enjoyment of them would indeed 
be spoilt now that I Imow who 
married Cordova ', or wh ether I 
should find them as delightful as 
I found this one. The Diva's 
Ruby is flavoured (I repudiate the 
metaphor) with a reticent humour 
which I like, and it deals with 
millionaires and carnations oitt of 
season and quails, which I adore. 
But chiefly it is a masterpiece of 
stage management, and a monu- 
ment to Mr. Crawforp's wide 
knowledge of men and things. All 
the same I don't think he need 
have bothered to tell me that, if a 
ship which is capable of steaming 
sixteen knots an hour has apuirent 
of six knots against her, her speed 
is only ten knots — even though I 
i-eckon myself among the " lands- 
men " for whose benefit he 
thought it " as well to explain." 



that is interesting aboyt the former, and mercifull; 
spares us the latter. 



Mr. Percival Ctibbok is one of the best living n7il«rs 
of short stories, but his new novel, Salvator (Blacc- 
wood), is disappointing. 1 am for the most part not 
in favour of long books, but SaJvaior for its proving 
needed many more pages. It was a case really lor 
collaboration. Mr. Gibbon can manage Charters and 
Pumphrey well enough, but when it came to Sahalot 
himself, the revolutionist who tried to regenerate 
Mozambique and died in that forlorn effort, he needed 
the analytical and romantic pen of Mr. Cosrad. 
it is, Salvator is the indifferent novel of a very clever 
man. It is dedicated to an industrious fellow-writ«r, 
"patient in his stall"; which means — what? 




-^^■.j 



THE NEW FIELD KITOHEN IN ACTION. 

Diggiitird Tommy. "Tbkrb y'»re! Jest as I » 



With an ignorance too common 
in these degenerate times. I had 
always associated the laudalar 
tcmporis acfi with the nonagen- 
arian, the lean and slippered pan- 
taloon, the teller of old wives' 
tales, or the toothles.* remem- 
brancer of past delights. It was, 
therefore, with something of a shock that I discovered 
Mr. GoMYKS Carr assuming this role, openly and with 
malice prepense declaring himself " an impenitent 
Victorian." In his reminiscences of Some PJminent 
Victorians (Duckworth), he looks down upon the mortals 
of this pnny age, and Ijoldly tells them he has known 
better men than they. So be it. Mr Carr's 
grandfather very likely told him that England in 
the sixties was no longer what it had been in the days of 
Waterloo; possibly even In the Stone Age there were folk 
who lamented the superior culture of tlio glacial epoch. 
Is it perhaps a sign of the decadence which Mr. Cark 
laments that he is himself not quite sure what to call 
his own book? On the cover it stands as Some Eminent 
Victorians, but the paRCB are headed " Reminiscences " 
tout court. For all that, as an additional handful of 
scattered leaves thrown into that pot-pourri vase of 
literature and art which is laboHed " Personal Recollec- 
tions of the Great," the l>ook is welcome and enter- 
taining. Mr. Cahu has known most people worth ' 
knowing, and a good many who were not; he tells much 



I am not going to flatter the 
anonymous author of Marcia i« 
Qcrma'ny (Heihemann) by sug- 
gesting that her book is likely lo 
breed enmity between Great 
Britain and the Fatherland, but 1 
will say for it that anyone desir- 
ous and capable of writing a book 
to that end mlglit do well to htiI* 
it in the spirit in which this book 
is written. Some years ago Dr. 
Johnson remarked jestingly that 
" after all, foreigners are mostly 
fools." The author of Marcia 
echoes this sentiment in other 
words, seriously and with a mental 
reservation. Marcia' s idea of Ger- 
mans seems to be that they are 
mostly conceited, petty-minded 
boors, unless they happen to be 
members of a royal house. Whicii, 
of course, is absolute nonsenae. 
The bbok gives a picture of society 
in the garrisoned capital of a small 
German state, and it is full ol 
intei'esting scraps of information. 
The trouble is that they are pre- 
sented with little sympathy and 
much of that insular priggishneM 
which laughs at a German because 



he hasn't the fehcity to be an Englishman. 

Though nearly all the folk who tramp 
Through Bertram Atkey's Easy Money ^_ 

(Grant RicnARDs) might be labelled " Scamp, 
I laughed because I found them funny. 

I laughed at them no less than at 
The plot's ingenious web of jesting, 

And then upon me as I sat 
There came my moral self protesting. 

Being, as doubtless you are, used 
To strictly straiftht and honest dealings. 

Ought I, it asked, to be amused 
Against my inborn finer feelings? 



Pending an answer, It 

I found the matter 
That I shall look some other SaJ 

For more of Mr. Atkey's writing. 



■^joosle 
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CHARIVARIA. ' 

Wb hear that at tho entrance to 
each of the Imperial palaces in Ger- 
1 many there is now exhibited a 
neatly -framed little notice: — 

NO 1NTERVIEWKR3. 



It is again stated that a most 
flattering offer from Servia wne made 
to the Kaiser iu the event of his 
resigning liis poeition in Germany. 

Herr Kikderlen-Waeciitee, 
the aorman Acting Secretary 
of State for Foreign AftairB, 
who ie said to be a nominee 
of the Kaiser, is now being 
roughly handled by the Ger- 
man I'reKS, which takes par- 
ticular exception to a yellow 
waistcoat which he affects. 
Curiously enough the Kaiser's 
most famous cartoon warned 
ills people of the Yellow Peril. 

We cannot say that we agree 
with those persons who object 
to the inclusion of the United 
States among our possible 
enemies in the calculation of 
a two-Power standard for our 
Navy. It is true that every- 
one over here knows that all 
Americans love us better than 
themselves, but in America 
itself there is a shocking 
amount of ignorance on this 
point. 

The Daily Neva has ap- 
parently tired already of the 
campaign against the House 
of Lords, and is beginning to 
sneer at the other place. Id 
a note on the effect of bank- 
ruptcy on a member of the 
Upper House, our contempor- 
ary winds'up; — "While thus 
disqualified, however, the 
baruirupt peer is not deprived 
of hia privileges — that is to say, he 
does not become a commoner, and 
cannot be elected to the House of 
Commons. ' ' 

"Why," asks a correspondent, 
"is it not allowed to read a news- 
paper in the House of Commons'.'" 
We believe the reason to be that 
Parliament is proud of its traditions, 
and one of these is the child-like 
innocence of our legislators. 

"It is astonishing," says a great 
thinker, " how different persons' 



ideas of beauty vary." This is 

firoved, of course, by many' of the 
adies who enter for Beauty Compe- 

titfOllE. 



Professional prisoners, we hear, 
are objecting most strongly to 
Suffragettes wearing prison costume 
(or demonstration purposes, and 
thus bringing it into contempt. 

. " Had you another house up your 
sleeve?" Rskod counsel of a female 



thought by some authorities to have 
been a heat-spot due to the recent 
abnorjxinlly warm weather. - 



It has been proposetl in the French 
Chamber, in the debate on Capital 
Punishment, that no one committing 
two murders witiiiu a year shall be 
tAempt from tho guillotine. This 
allowance of one free murder per 
annum is considered in homicidal 
circles not to err on the side of 
generosity, but no doubt a eompro- 
, mise will be arranged. 



THE END OF THE RECITATION. 

" And I I *« 1 
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witness at Shoreditch County Court 
last week. Surely the expression 
should be " under your hat '"? 

a * 

At Aurillae, the other day. a goat 
which accompanied a peasant into 
the local bank began nibbling a bond 
worth kd,m>- This has led a corre- 
spondent to ask what precautions 
have been taken to present a similar 
incident happening at the Bank o( 
Kngland. 

• 

The lai-ge spot Vi'hi^^' was seen on 
the face of tl|. syw Wsl week is 



Some politicians take the 
Suffragettes more seriously 
than others. Mr. Bonar 
Law, RI.P., for instance, has 
put his vocal powera into 
training so as to cope with in- 
terruptions fi-om that quarter. 
Last week he delivered a 
speech at the Mountain Ash 
Pavilion, which is leased to 
the proprietors of a menagerie, 
aiid the orator's words were 
'Tnntctuated by the cries of 
savage beasts. 

" Kinging in the streets can- 
not be permitted," declared 
the Mnryiebone magistrate. 
" We cannot alloiv the streets 
to be made hideous by people 
who think they can sing." 
This humane prbhibition 
might with advantage be 
carried further. 

Over 200 upplieations for 
apace for " Salome fiances " 
have, it is said, beett received 
by the managers of the Fun 
City which is to open later on 
at Olympia. This idea of re- 
fining certain places of enter- 
tainment by the introduction 
of a semi -religious element 
strikes us as being peculiarly 
bright and British. 



According to The Daily Mirror, 
thieves are arming themselves 
with sharp snippers to cut off the 
tails of stoles as they hang over 
ladies' shoulders. 

A Victim. LcciLLK, bring hither 
my twice-tailed stole! 



tlic AnHtmlinDs' forni in tliis gnmc tWy 
fur a bifc dvltat nt Oiturd on W(^lni-H- 
, . . whil? Oifoni, oil tlieir fnmi affDiiinl 
Koapitnl InM \Ve<liir«f»r, will linve to 
ini|ircive 50 jier cent, to vfiii,"^^urii/oj( Timet. 
After this, it was the easiest possible 
thing to say, "I told you so." 



luy-s 
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THE QENTLE FRAU'S APPEAL. 

[A Uember ol- Parliamout has been exhibiting m toy model of a 
OennaD gnnbaat irhich has a Bmall slot for the inwrticm ol nickel 
coins. I^eee toys are being nsed as collccting-boiea by agnota of the 
Qenuan Vaaien's Navy Le^e. It is said tbat they are handed abont 
in German schools witii the request, "Give ub yonr pence, so that we 
can ihrash the Eiigliah.'"] 

Children of the Vaterlaiid, 

Little budding maily-listerB, 
Please to lend a helping hand 

To your mothers, aunts and sietere; 
Help to give it England hot ! 
Put your pfennigs in the elot ! 

Look at this delightful toy 

Built upon a gunboat model. 
Suitable for girl or boy 

JuBt as soon as they can toddle; 
Every coin that in youj slip 
Goes to smash an English ship I 

We, the Women's Navy League, 
Keen to have our foes in pickle. 

In the cause of Krieg ttnd 8ieg 
Beg you, babes, to spare a nickel; 

Tfaraeh-the Lion and his whelpsi 

Every little nickel helps.' 

When you 've got to manhood's height., 
Proved the faith that iiow you 're new in, 

You "tl be glad jou ^ayo your mite 
Towards arranging England's ruin; 

We can do with small amounts; 

Every little nickel counts. 

Santa Clans is coming soon ; 

He will stuff inside your BOcks his 
Gifts, including (what a boon!) 

One of our col lection -boxes ; 
Could there be a nicer toy 
For a Christian girl or boy ? 

And, when full of food and mirth. 
You have done your day and prayed a 

Christmas prayer for Peace on Earth, 
Don't forget the Great Armada I 

Ere you seek your tiny cot 

Slip a trifle in the slot I 0. S. 



" Wbeit fashion demands Blender grocefubieas of wooieD who have 
to break corset lacea lo make ihamselveB even preaentaUe, iBn'l it 
fortunate that science atepa in and makes their task eaay?" 

Literpoal DaUy llrreury. 
This shows the Superiority of Man, who con break a 
boot-laco quite easily, without any help from science. 



He. Darling, all is over between us. 
tihc. Oil, Grorcr, this Is so Abruzzi. 



Mr. Aeeks Douglas, as reported by fhe Globe: — 

" For bin own part he bod never hesitated to say that he would support 

duty on Iiope if there waa tlio opportunity of doing bo." 

f we may say so without expense, we hope he won't. 



" NuTCt-E.— It is reported that I, C. H., waggoner for Mr. G. B., 
fire to Win Rlack-yard. H anyone can prove me gnilty 1 shall ci 
tn them for damagea." — The l.'incolni^irc ChroiiieU. 
\Vc like hia spirit. 



DI8CURSI0NS. 

The Bill-Hunt. 
Scene — The Librari/. Time. 10 a.m. She is ftaiiiiijia 
newspaper. He, at the wjiting-table, it goi 
through hia correspondence, and has just oftnei 
envelope of a bilious aspect. 

He. Well, I 'm dashed! 

She. Are you? Why? 

He. Here 's a bill from Kowlands— £2 18». id. 

She. Well, what about it? It isn't much. 

He. It 's quite enough. I simply hate tbeEe bilk 
from Rowlands. They 're always coming in. 
I 'm sure this one 's been paid. I remember tbe 
amount. 

She {with more interest). Let me have a look at it. 
{He hands it to her fot'inspeciion.) " Ecpaira to gardon 
roller." We 've had nothing done to the roller. 1' 
inclined to think you 're right. , ._'■,' 

He. Generous being! .' ' ', l|^ 

She. We 're certainly not going to pay twice over. 

He (enthusiastically).' VJ hat a Chaheellor bf^the fc- 
chequer you "d have made. No more National Debt, no 
more-taxes, no more .' 

She. Charles, get up and help. me to find itn 
receipted bill. (He gets wp.) Now tBe great questic 
is, wnere is it? \ 

He. .What 's the use of asking me? You knovM 
always put the bills away, and you 've got some ^Df^j 
system for finding them. You try first, and I'llptti' 
with' my letters. 

She. What an ideal Do you really think I'mgai* 
to hunt for a bill while you amuse yourself with Jou' 
letters. No, no, you 've got to help. 

He. But 

She. Not another word. You can begin with w 
bill-tiling box. 

He. But I haven't put a bil! there for years. It 
full of children's books and toys and things. 

She. You never can tell. It was meant for bills, m\ 
there 's no knowing that this particular bill hasn't p'l 
stowed away there by mistake. Come on. I'll I"' 
the drawers under the book-shelves. 

He. But I tell you it 's perfect foolishness to Jookife 
a bill in the bill-box. 

She. Charles, I 'm disappointed in you. What «a^ 
that I read about the dignity of labour the other isy 

He. You really do talk more nonsense than any ow" 
female human being in the world, and that 's ssjing ' 
lot. 

She. Not as much as you think it says, Chabip 

Now, then. One, two, three, off! I bet I find it m- 

{She springs to a drawer, pulls it out, and begin**' 

Tumtuagc through it. He proceeds to the bUl-i''' 

and reluctantly opens it.) 

She (half to herself). It might he here. No-thes 
seem to be about five years old. Halloa ! What 's m 
[Heads.) " SuRTEES & Co., £18 128. To one superfci- 
Angola, fancy- lined coat, ditto waistcoat," andsooo^*"' 
so on. What wicked extravagance! CflARLEa, w-' 
never told mc of this. 

He (lamely). It 's a tailor's bill. 

She. It is. 

He. Well, it "a been paid, anyhow. 

She. That ':i just it. £48 12s. absolutely wasted «■ 
your chest and back and legs ; and then you date !■' 



y Google 
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Child (heitelf vnmored). "It 



, UuTIIBR. Wilt, I UkVEN'T 81 



He. Oh, do go on with your hunting. How can I con- 
centrate my mind if you chatter so much? 

She. Chatter isn't a pretty word, Chaklp.s. I 'm only 

doing my duty as a wife in pointing out 

He. 1 don't want any more of your pointing. 
[He imnieracs himndj in the bili-box, from vfiich he 
extracts four iatiered picfure -boohs, a broltcn tarn- 
bourinc, five dolla in varioua efagca of decay, tiro 
stuffed mojtUcya, a hroirn bear, and a dvnlry oii 
wheels.) 
She. Any luck yet? 

He. Not a bit. How arc you getting on? 
She. Bo— so. (^Exultantly) Here it is I No— that 's 
£3 148. 2d. — but it 'a one of ROwlakdh's tight enough. 
1 *m on the track. You try another drawer. 
(He does so. Gradualty a Utter of bills and Ictfera and 
toys and boohs and jianiphlefs i» spread oecr the 
carpet.) 
He (desperalely). It 'e no good. I 'm going to chuck 
it. 

She. Coward! Get up on the IcArc. There's a pile 
of papers on the top of that bookshelf. 
{He mounts, seizes the papers and falls baclivards in a 
clond of dust across a sofa.) 
He (conghing violently). Ow— ow — didn't I tell you— 
ow — ow — ow — my back 'n broken — ow — and it '» oiilv a 
packet of your mother's letters after all. 

She. Mamma's letters? How curious. I knew I 'd 
put tlicm away somewhere. 
He. That comes of being tidy, doesn't it? I'm 



choked with dust : my back 's in three pieces ; I 'vc 
sprained both ankles ; but you 'vc got your mother's 
letters, and 

She. CnABLKH, it you say ii woi-d against mamma's 
letters, you shall have cold mutton for dinner. 

He. It 's the one thing I dote on. And there 's one 
other thing I simply love, and that 's Eowlaxds's bills. 
I 'm going to write a cheque for this one. 

She, You woiddn't dare, after all our trouble. 

He. 1 dare do all that may become a man. (He 
irritcs the cheque to an accompaniment of protests.) 
There! I "ve done it. And now I 'm off for a stroll. 
You do the tidving up, dear. You know I 'm no good at 
that. 

(Exit, leaving her speechless amid a u-itdcrncss of 
papers.) 

"HILL-WILUS.-Oii Ibe iJlU Nov., nt ncrsliiioiiOLiii. Lillle Tlmr- 
rock, Essex, the vilv of Sirphen Aleuutlcr Uill-\VilliB, C.E., jUsocJkl. 
Inst.Mech.E., M.R.S.I.. Ac, Euginwr tiii<1 Surveyor to Ihe OrsrII 
ll.U.C'., lute oT liie I'.W.D., CI., ol a sott."'- The Timet. 
Self-effacement is all very well in its way, but there is 
such A thing as false modesty, and we arc inclined to 
think the above a case in point. To a man of reserved 
nature it must have been indeed painful thus to lift the 
veil enshrouding his career, and our only regret is that, 
having once put his baud to the plough, he should bo 
soon have turned back. The fugitive glimpses he 
affords us of his lift; and iicliitvemeuts make us crave 
for more. 
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THE NEW WESTMINSTER. 

Tfu Walmiruter GaitUe, irhich has lately 
l«ea enlarged vA newlj constitated, bak 
recently printed a ataiy TecommODdulg tbe 
chainu of a cartain reMnunuit, without giving 
the reader any wning thnt ^rhat appeared 
to be ut wia aa a maltar of hard fact odver- 
tiaement. It ia lelt that if this kind cA thing 
epreada the iN^ier nay come to read eome- 
whst as foUowa i — 

Notes bv tub Way. 
There are a good many letters on 
the Education question in The Tiviea 
tills morning, and they are all pretty 
much what might be expected at 
this stage of the negotiations. The 
extremists on either side are 
eztremista still, but in between 
there is a great body of opinion 
which is ready and eager for au 
honourable compromise, in which (if 
we may ba forgiven for explaining 
the obvious) each side would have 
to make concessions. Has not the 
time come for that great solvent of 
difficulties, a good dinner? We ven- 
ture to recommend this meeting 
ground (we had almost written 
meatiug ground) and should be very 
happy to undertake the aiTongc- 
ments. The locale Is obvious to 
anyone who read In our issue of 
Saturday, the 14th, the story about 
Amaryllis and the New Payity. 

Shaftesbubx Theatre. 

Mr. H. B. Ibvino in " The Lyons 

Mail." 

Aa I watched The Lyons Mail 
through my monocle last night I 
could not help thinking what ex- 
cellent opportunities it offered to the 
reviser. Suppose, I thought, that 
some clever man took it in hand and 
made it a new and topical thing. In 
the old play Mr. H. B. Irvino takes 
the part of the double ; in the modern 
version he might begin as a single 
gentleman, but by dint of excellent 
feeding at the New Payity Hestaurant, 
say, where he lunches, dines and 
sups, he ends, with the assistance of 
pillows, 08 a most convincing double 
gentleman. The new title might be 
The Lyons Meal, and all the scenes 
would be laid in one or other of the 
sumptuous rooms ot this delightful 
resort. 

Reviews. 
Recent Architecture in Londo.m. 

Mr. Septimus Boale's new work 
on The Parades of ihe Metropolis 
brings a tinge of pleasure to the 
cheeks of the jaded reviewer such as 
seldom finds its way there. It is 
both authoritative and attractive, and 
it needs no special knowledge to 



discover its merits. Mr. Boale's 
taste and our own coincide almost 
invariably, and more particularly 
are we at one with him iu his eulogy 
of the New Payity Restaurant, which 
we, too, regard aa a model of 
the latter-day architect's skill and 
adaptability. It rises from the 
pavement with such courage and ad- 
dress; its walls are so perpendicular; 
its door is so invitingly placed; its 
windows are set absolutely where 
they should be; and the roof com- 
pletes oil — finis coTonat opus. 
Souffles. 

In Paris they have been eating 
camel steak. We hear that Mrs. 
Leo Hunter, dining last evening at 
the New Payity, confidently ordered 
Lyon's chops. What next? 

If ho who sleeps dines, will not 
some statistician tell us how heavily 
one must sleep to compass as good 
a dinner as the seven -and -six table 
d'hote at the New Payity? Like 
Rip Van Winkle, at least. May you 
live long and hrosberl 

Competition, 

This week we offer a prize of two 
guineos for the best Greek hexameter 
describing, in the manner of Homer's 
catalogue of ships, the courses at a 
Sunday evening dinner at the New 
Payity. 

Last week's competition was 
again won by Mr. G. K. Chesterton, 
who should, we think, hove a good 
chance for this also. 



The Latest News. 
An alarm of fire called 
several engines to the New 
Payity Restaurant this 
morning, but it proved to 
he groundless, having been 
occasioned by a waiter's 
misunderstanding of a 
delighted guest's remarks 
OD Uie heat of the curry. 



Here, There and' Everywhere. 
The Wine and the Bush. 

It may not be generally known 
how the three brass bolls, the sign 
of the pawnbroker, originated; but 
everyone is acquainted with the 
meaning of the bush outside a wine- 
shop. Just as a striped pole signi- 
fies that a barber dwells below, so 
did the bush indicate the vintner. 
Good wioe, however, as the proverb 
says, needs no bush, and that doubt- 
less explains the absence of a bush 
over the door of the New Payity. 
" Graft." 

The curious word "Graft," which 
now crops up so often in American 



papers, has yet hardly reached tbiB 
country, at any rate as a neologism, 
although the procesaes which it 
describes are probably firmly enough 
established. The derivation is s 
mystery, nor coa wo see how, it has 
been drawn from, arboriculture, unless 
as meaning that the wealthy man 
whose subsidies the grafter takes is 
the parent stock, and the grafter, 
or he who receives any secret com- 
mission, is the . parauticol growth 
fastened to that stock. 



B00M8TER8 AT THEIR REVELS. 

Gushing Genhro&itt. 

Miss Sally Worplb, the flo«ei- 
girl who, as Mr. Max Bahbkboei 
was driving through Piccadilly 
Circus the other day in his motor- 
car, threw a bunch of violets into 
the vehicle, has received the follow 
ing soul -shaking letter from the 
famous pianist : — 

" Maridge'e Hotel, Mayfair. 

Dearest Girl, — I was immensely 
touched by your graceful thought ol 
me the other day and shall remember 
it with positively abject emotion as 
long as 1 live. It gives me great 
pleasure to learn, on the autlioritj 
of the news investigator of The Daily 
Slopbowl, that you are the onlj 
support of your parents ond sixteeii 
small brothers oud sisters, and 1 am 
convinced that you will grow up 
into a greot, brave, high-niindeii 
woman, for you have already given 
evidence of the possession of alto- 
gether exceptioncu nobility of cha- 
racter. As a humble and altogether 
inadequate recompense for jour 
generosity, I enclose a cheque for 
£25 to buy you some suitable gift^ 
preferably a little toque— to rcmiod 
you how deeply I appreciate your 
heroic self-sacrifice. 

Believe me to remoin, deorefit gici. 
ever your faithful friend. 

Max Sebastian Bamberobb, 

Court Pianist to the . 
Emperor Menelik of Abyssinia. 

Miss WoRPLE, who has sinM 
been interviewed by our '^P^" j 
tive, is o handsome young '^.^ 
some twenty summers. Astea *• 
to her plans. Miss Wobple said « 
soon as she hod completed her un- 
robe at Wedfern'b she proi^f".!? 
start on a tour round the wo"'*,'!™ 
a special company for the P^'^fK 
ance of a series of short one-A« 
heroic plays, based on her o 
exploits. The National Testimonw^ 
organised by The Daily Slflpb*"^' "T 
already brought her IS.WO w w«^ 
tion to the sum presentsdjiy^^ 



NovBHBEi 26, 1908.] 



PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHABIVARL 



Rural PhUiMaplter. " Kit, : 



msz KOB soHK'or i 



BAHBERaBtt, and she hoped that the 
Chancellob or thk Excbequkr 
would, out of the funds at liis die- 
poaal, add another £2,000. 

It 18 gratifying to be able to add 
that Mr. Bamubroeb's eplendidly 
public -spirited act ia not to go with- 
out due acknowledgment. The elo- 
quent appeal of The Daily Slapbowl 
to its Hubscnbera has met with a 
magnificent response, and on enquiry 
at the offices last night it was 
ascertained that the special Bam- 
berger Reward Fund has reached 
the impressive aggregate of £7,412. 
If, as is hoped, the auni subscribed 
should reach £10,000, it is proposed 
to devote half to the purchase of a 
magnificent grand pianoforte, with 
inlaid panels painted by Mr. Siois- 
MUND GoETZE and Herr Emil Fucus, 
and half to a superb 100 h.p. 
Napraviiik Limousine, with decora- 
tions by Professor Sir Hubert von 
Herkomrr, for Madame Bamberger. 

Meantime the Mansion House Fund 
started by the Loan Mayor for the 
purpose of suitably acknowledging 
the splendid services of The Daily 
Slopbowl in calling attention to the 
noble way in which Mr. Bamberger 
had behaved to the heroic Sower-girl 
is advancing by leaps and bounds. 
The latest list of subBcribers includes 
the names of Mr, Bh^oer-Ouppy the 



eminent Transatlantic Oil King, 
Mme. JosRPHiNB St. Helena, and 
uU the prodigies who arc at present 
petrifying the metropolis. 

A Modern Bayard. 

A very touching incident recently 
occurred in Pall Mall. As Signor 
PoLMONi Di Pelle, in company with 
Madame Ellib Yelba, .was leav- 
iug the Carlton Hotel, the Signor 
struck a match intending to light a 
cigarette, but as there was rather a 
high wind at the time the match was 
blown out. At that moment a 
sandwich-man who was passing by, 
realising the Hituation with a fiash of 
exquisite sympathy, said, " 'Ere 
y'are, guv'nor, just get behind my 
board,", and promptlj; enabled the 
illustrious baritone to achieve his 
purpose without further mishap. 

The name of this modern Bayard, 
we now learn, is JoNAH SwoGGLE, 
and he has been the recipient of the 
following letter from Madame Ellie 
Yelba: — 

" My very dear Friend, — Your 
extraordinarily chivalrous behaviour 
to my husband under exceptionally 
trying circumstances has touched mo 
to the quick,* and I sincerely trust 
that before long I shall be able to 
induce some great poet and equally 
great musician to embody the inci- 



dent in a ballad, to which I may be 
able to render full-throoted juntice. 
In the meantime you will, 1 hope, 
accept the accompanying cheque for 
£50 as a token of my regard and in 
partial recognition of your splendidly 
heroic act of generosity to a total 
stranger. 

Yours, 

With sincere admiration, 

Ellie Yelba-Polmoni di Pei.le." 
On calling upon Mr. Swooule at 



his private residence in Whileehnpel 
yesterday, our representative had a 
long and interesting interview with 



this great-hearted gentlei 
SwooGLE declored that ho was never 
BO surprised in his life as when be 
received Madame Ellif Yelha's 
letter, which, he added, hod entirely 
changed the course of his life. He 
has already been photogrnphed by 
the camera experts of sixteen daily 
papers, and received thirty-nine 
ofEorg of engagements from music- 
hall managers, as well as an invita- 
tion from the manager of The Times 



to 



ritf 



Sidney for Mr. John Mcrbay, 
laboralion with Lady " 



Life of Srr Philip 
■', in col- 



"To Mr. ond Mrs. Smith— n liauehwr. Bolh 
progresBing fnTDurably." — The Timet. 
We should be glad to hear how tho 
little girl ia going on. 
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VOTES FOR ACTRESSES. 

" Most-Pavoored-Bbadty 
Competition. 
[Ou the principle of the pUbisciteB Blarted 
bj Bomo o£ oor conlemporKies tor choofling 
actresses for engagements] 

This competition has been started 
at the iustance of readers goaded to 
desperation by the increase of picture 
post-carda, portraits in illustrated 
papers, carriage accidents and other 
industries created by the modem 
actress. The' six moat popular 
comediennes, as determined by our 
ballot, will receive an offer to stop 
acting and retire abeolutely from 
public life, with compensation cal- 
culated at fourteen years' purchase. 
Old-age pensions will in addition be 
provided for the 'six walking ladies 
and operatic chorisleis selected by 



tion, but as a guar^^tee of 
good faith. Candidates arc 
requested to .. write dearly) 



Married or single (if married, state 
bow many times; if single.^ 
and engaged, state name and' 
courtesy title, if oDy> .pi 
peer's sou in full) 

Full liat of iK)mple\ions and colours- 
of hair — (1) On tha stage 
....(2) Off the stage 

Possible breadth and depth' of 
smile in feet and inches 



For the purpose of this competition 
alone, " musical comedy " will be 
considered to be drama, and any 
lady who utters nioro than one 
line on the stage., or oven joins, in a 
shout of joy or execration, will be 
held to be an actroi^s within the 
meaning of the Act. 

In connection ■ with this; coaitest 
will be a Grand Tour scheme for 
despatching popular favourites who 
have passed 59 to Central Africa, 
I-urther Siberia, and other distant 
localities for a prolonged period, all 
those passing through New York 
being forbidden to announce to the 
Press that they are reoeiving record 
salaries. 

Successful actresses will be re- 
quited to refrain itom appearing on 
Christmas cards, writing face-wash or 
tooth-powder advertisements, open- 
ing bazaars or losing their jewellery. 

Meanwhile, candidates' photo- 
graphs should show the teeth freely, 
and represent the sitter in a motor- 
car or swinging in a garden ham!- 

It is hoped to follow this competi- 
tion with others for amateur reciters, 
aged comedians, etc., and a Marathon 
Kaee to Kamschatka for the com- 
posers of the plots of musical comedy. 

[The follaicinn form, to le fiUed up bg 
Candidattt, tciU he tupplied on apiiicati '' 

To the Editor. 

I, the undersigned, beg to submit 
my name, on the understanding that, 
if elected, my farewell appearances 
shall not exceed twenty (20) in num- 
her. 

Name (1) actual 

,, (2) for stage purposes 

, , (8) for other purposes 

Age (not necessarily for publica- 



Height from sole of high-heeled 
stage shoe to tip of< tallest 
feather of Merry Widow Hat. 
(Note. — Natural height will be 
reckoned as two-thirds of the 

above) '...'.J 

I iurther promise, If successful, 
to abstaia after my farewell appear- 
ances from actmg for the rest of my 
life, and to use 'my influence to in- 
duce my friends to do the same. ' 



BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

Some HuNTiva People. 
Taliy-hb Lodge, Melton 
Deakest -Daphne, — 1 stayed 
Bob IA.is!CABiE's for the opening of the 
season with the Hurry-up, of which 
she 's the new " Master." Youdon't 
know Bob, do you? She dropped 
into the big Aislabie estates when 
she came of age a few years ago, and 
I quite one of the latest tbmgs in 
omen. Talk of " bunting com- 
plexions! " Bob's is long past pray- 
ing for. She couldn't wear a white 
or ' light-coloured gown for nuts ! 
Her hair is cropped short, she always 
rides in the new way, and her voice 
is like a motor-hooter. You should 
her striding about in the morning, 
in riding boots and a covert coat with 
a cigar in her face, giving her orders ! 
She 'd pass anynheic for a man, only 
she 's too obtrusively masculine. 
She 's a good sort, however, and even 
her maimishness had its. rise in filial 
virtue : her father was horribly dis- 
appointed that she wasn't a boy, so 
she did her level to he one, I 've 
tried to soften her down a bit, 

but " It 's no use, Blanche," 

she shouted; "I couldn't he a lace- 
and-chifEon woman however hard I 
tried. You can't make a what-d'- 
you-call-it out of a thingummy, 
1 've a stand-up fight with Mitchell 
every evening when she tries to put 
a coil and some pin-curls on this 
cropped noddle of mine for dinner. 
|l 'm just what I was when father 



gave, me a pearl necklet on m; four- 
te&uth birthday, and I was so horriUj 
disappointed it wasn't a new huatin'- 
%rop that I chucked it out oi the 
window. Poet chaps write a lot (i 
rot about flowery May, and lea^ 
June; give me November, vim 
wire 's down and the counti; '< 
stripped for business, a bit of blood 
to carry me, and hounds thronng 
>their tongues, and I 'II ask notiiiiiji 
letter of life! " 

And d' you know, it 's the /unni(ri 
thing! Lord Niniah PFOLLVon ii 
simply cracked on Bob (" Tweetk,' 
as he calls her), and has taken Yoii^ 
Cottage (or the season. Lobd Kisst, 
who hates exercise and takes care ol 
his complexion and likes needleffoA 
better than anything else ! (All tk 
cushions and comfies and cosies >1 
his bttle flat in Pont Street are 
covered with his own work.) 

" I loathe huntin'," he said to me 
miserably at the meet yesterdaj; 
" the gettin' up early and the coU 
wind, and bein' thrown so often; but; 
if I 'm to see anything of TweeiieH 
must hunt, for Twketie's huntin' ill 
the" winter." "" Of course Ehe.r^r/ 
shouted Bob. riding up and Mm 
him with Iter. crop. . '-' Bucli '^< 
sonny ! I 'II put you in my fwirt 
and you slia'n't come to any bani. 
" Tweetie *a very cruel tf ^> 
Blanche," he said; "I V^V^^ 
her every day, and she only U«p 
and says she can't be plagued »itn 
that rubbish ; and I 've bought » 
lovely engagement ring, and she »js 
she hates rings and won't wear il. 
and she makes tne wear it; and 1 
think it 's very hard that, tbou^ 
; 'm engaged to Tweetie, Tweetb i, 
not engaged to mc I " 

1 wonder how they 'II get on. J 
they ever do marry. Norty thinb 
they '11 he all right, because Boi, 
being an outdoor woman and Hif^ 
an indoors man, they won't sec mu* 
of each other, and that 's the cM 
thing in marriage. We 'd a k)t"J 
yesterday, but after the seooii4 
.„.! ivas accounted for 1 dropped out, 
and so did SmoY Danolkton, and v* 
rode round by Seven Spires aM 
Mudberry, and had tea at the queenfi 
little wayside inn— great fun! Bo! 
attacked me about it after dinner. 
when wo were smoking. " You losl 
the best of the day, Blanche MtLii- 
MILL," she bawled. " Hounds rMt« 
out a nailing good fox from MudbertJ 
Wood, a glorious old fellow who git« 
us a clinkin' good 6fty minutes' r"" 
till hetired, and then they banged |ic' 
about, and rolled him over at m^ 
There was plenty of grief. The "W 
Duke of DuNBTABu: got a jollj S«'^ 
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filter. " Well ! bate I ai la! 
Operator. " Yes, Si«. Now » 



S'UUr. "HvRBy c 



sousing iu Klilby Brook; and serve 
I him jolly well right I He 'd the 
I cheek to give Wilson some advice 
I about the pack this momiiig. As if 
Wilson and I don't know what 
I WB 're about 1 But about this drop- 
ping out when hounds are running, 
and sneaking oft to tete-d-tite teas 
at wayside pubs — there 's a lot too 
much of it, and I tell you straight, 
you people who do it, you don't de- 
serve to hunt with the Hurry-up, and 
uow I 'm Master I '11 stop it if I 
can." " Don't get on your hind-legs 
about it. Bob," I said. " If we 're 
such bad children you must enlarge 
the powers of your whipper-in, that 's 
all 1 " But it 's DO use bestowing a 
little plaiaanterie on Bos. She inter- 
rupted me with, "I say, people! 
Congrats. I I believe, after all, I shall 
get my licence to rido under N.H. 
rules. And then, hip! hipl for the 
Grand National! " " Oh, Tweetie, 
jou cruel girt !"" bloated Lord Ninny. 
' ' I hope you won't get the rotten old 
liucnce. I should have to come to 
Aiiitroo if you rode in tho Grand 
National, and I should die of fright 
for fear you got killed I" She 



laughed, and called him a silly little 
thing. 

Bob Aislabie is only one more 
example of a fault I find with our 
Bex, my dearest. I 'm afraid we 're 
a bit one-idea'd. (J 'm an exception, 
of course, and ro are you, and so 's 
any woman one happens to be talking 
to at the moment.) We ought to 
remember that we 're " not for a day 
but for all the time," as Shakspkare 
said of himself. There 's your booky 
woman, who runs all to brains; your 
emancipated woman, who runs all to 
votes; and your outdoor woman, who 
runs all to hands and feet and 
shout. We ought all to try, as I 
do, to be mimy-sided — " all things 
to all men," and all that sort of 
thing. Look at me; I 'm not too 
busy with fun and frocks and frills 
to have my opinions about the prob- 
lems of the day, though I've no 
intention of chaining myself to the 
Speaker's chair and giving the House 
t)io benefit of them. 'The Tlneni- 
ptoyed, for instance. I 've a splendid 
i^eheme for setting them to make a 
groat big road right through England, 
for motors only. Then thero need be 



no speed limit; tho police could leave 
o3 setting traps for motorists, and 
turn all their attention to murders 
and things; and no people or doggies 
would get run over. Talking of 
doggies, those dreadful Socialists, uot 
content with abusing tin, are attack- 
ing our darlings — " pampered pets." 
as they call them. What do they 
mean by it? Do they want to take 
my sweet Pompom out of his little 
bye-bye basket and put in one of the 
Unemployed instead? i 

I 've toid NoBTY (who 's hunting' 
with the Jx)tsmore, but has twice 
been over for a day with the Hurry- 
up) that he 's quite welcome to use 
my idea about the Unemployed in 
Parliament ; for I hold that a 
woman's influence in these matters 
should be indirect. He only laughs. 
But I daresay be will use it. 

Ever thine, Blanche. 



" Our New Mayor is a descendaut of ihe 
Rev. Henry Venn : he was his grandmolher'a 
grandfatiier."— 3'fte Tm^iiay Dirrctory. 
It doesn't say what relation he was 
to the blind' beggar. 
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"JOURNALISM AS A FORCE." 

{A grateful apprecialion.) 
'Tis only now, when dank autuninul vapour 

Begins to lure the microbe fram his lair. 
And woods grow leafless, and the ' linen-draper 

Is selling wanner lines in underwear. 
That you become, my vespertinal paper, 

A power beyond compare. 
All summer long, a light and careless rover, 

Your lucubrations on the kerb 1 peek, 
I browse among your literary clover 

And cast away the sheet a erurapled wreck; 
But now the days of thriftlessuess are over — 

I guard you like a cheque. 
The fateful leader on important crises, 

The fcuilleton that agitates the heart. 
The doings of our Dreadnoughts on the high seas, 

The method of concocting apple - tart : — 
In one and all my educated eye sees 

The useful ends of Art. 
For when the grip of toil at evening loosens. 

And homeward I return through rain and mire, 
Too oft to find (a most infernal nuisance, 

And one that warps the framework of my lyre) — 
Where was I? Yes— too oft to find that Susan's 

Forgot to pack the fire ; 
There breathes no inspiration half so tender 

(I 've tried a pair of bellows all in vain) 



As you, my journal, stretched above the fender, 
To animate the embers as they wane. 

" Hi. hoy ! " (1 think I hear the bell-mouthed vendor) 
" My Evening Blast again I " 



ALICE- SIT-ON-THE-FLOOR. 
Can anyone ask whether London is dull or likely to 
continue so this winter, after reading in a contemporarj 
about the brilliant idea of a lady resident of South l^- 
don who is well known in the theatrical world? 'Oif 
reply is in the negative, as this transpontine noveltj 
takes the form of a sit -on -the -floor tea. We learn, " 
first hand, that the most astonishing effect of this curw 
tea-party was that every man and woman present 
seemed to be far more bright and willing to talk thu 
usual, while one quiet, shy man was full of jokes aw 
anecdotes. It is, however, not quite without precedent 
The Georgian participants in the feasts of reason m 
flow of soul not infrequently finished the evening umiffli 
the table. There are differenees, of course, in p^og^* 
sive Peckham and up-to-date Tooting. Our h^ 
roysterers now enter the room on all-fours, while ttf 
ladies bring their own sweeping -machines and dusters j 
with them. The application of these household nece(-i 
Bftries to the shins and backs of the gentlemen acts ss an 
unfailing conversational gambit, and draws out the ik«I 
retiring visitor. Unending fun, too, is caused by trippiui' 
over a row of toes with tea-cups, varied with a cascade'^ 
sally-lunns. The ice, and other things, are broken*' 
once. Altogether, we note a distinot advance on at 
celebrated entertainment given in AUee in Wotideihtil , 
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KIND ENQUIEIES. 



Sdlt*h of Tdrkey (to Germ.\h Kaiser). " SPEAKING AS ONE CONSTTTUTIONAUSED MONAHCH TO 
ANOTHER— HOW IS YOUR YOUNG GERMAN PARTY?" 



yGoosIc 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ElTBACTED rSOM * COLLKWDB OP TOBT, llj. 



B Three HusiETiiEitB ; " or, D'ARTiONUj «nd two 
(^m Ev-ua, McK-ima, and H-rbrl S-m-I.) 



Haute of Commons, Tuesday, 
November 17th. — According to the 
orators who constitute the firing- 
line uf the Opposition when 
Licensing Bills are around — and, 
by the way, it is interesting to note 
how short of sharp-shooters their 
advanced trenches really ore, how 
quickly the rota is worked througb, 
and the same speakers pop up again 
with the brazen regularity of re- 
curring decimals — Leif Jones, pallid 
and convinced, is the master-mind 
that controls the tactics of the 
Treasury Bench. 

With grey lock pendent on his fore- 
head like a wintry Atlantio roller 
tumbling in on the shores of 
some unpronounceable bay in bis 
native Wales, his pale, ascetic 
face illumined with the joy of 
seeing lI'i his pet theories and his 
Vriidcst dreams compacted into a 
Government Bill, he sits directly be- 



hind Ministers, marking each move 
of the enemy . Every now and then 
he leans quickly forward to point out 
some weak spot in the " parallel** " 
of the brewer and the publican, some 
point where they have over-reached 
themselveB. He lends some colour 
to the suggestion that he is the 
veritable Moltke who directs, by 
frequent use of the regal, compre- 
hensive " We," the authoritative 
" Us." But surely such an assump- 
tion does less than justice to the 
three bold, skilful "Musketeers" 
below him, cloaked, plumed and 
booted, on the Treasury Bench, alt 
daring spirits out for blood. 

The jaunty McKensa of the 
fighting-top and careful curl, the 
D'Artagnan of the Admiralty, who 
has looked in to lend a hand — in 
what moment of weakness can one 
conceive his deadly thrust directed 
or restrained by the lifelong advo- 



cate of temperance behind him? 
Never a gauntlet yet was hurled to 
the ground in his district but blue 
steel flashed from the scabbard, and 
quick, responsive stamp of eager 
heel, clink of spur, and cloak 
dashed quickly clear of wrist and 
shoulder of his sword-arm, told of 
our Reqikald afire and darkness 
about to be illumined by the shower- 
ing sparks of steel on steel. 

How can one think of Sam 
(PoRTUos) Evans, with beetle-brow 
and shaven chin and Alpine sconce 
agleam, yielding his knightly judg- 
ment, staying his lightning wrist- 
play, thrusting here or there at the 
bidding of any unscarred thumper of 
the peaceful tub? Who so blind as 
not to sec the stark impossibility of 
swarthy, sinewy Aramis-Samuel, 
waiting for directions? Why, his 
steady, searching eagle-eye would be 
sadly out were it not the first to 
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SOUDIFIED Am. 

'■ Sir. I never wine*." (Mr. G-rp- Y-rg-r.) 

detect nn opening toi- deadly lunge ; 
his blade would be wet with the 
forensic gore of Cavk or F. E. Smith 
seconds uhead of any whispered hint 
from JoxF.s. 

There was a thriHing moment once 
when in the course of the evening 
Leif Joses fancied he saw signs of 
the 



I'eakness and emotion 
way. Glancing senrchingly 
George YofsoER, rosy, pros- 
perous, he said dehghtodly. 
■ The Hon. Member for 
Ayr Boroughs winced'" 

To the uninstructed the 
thing seemed doubtful, not 
impossible. The 
glow of the combined 
health - giving breezes of 
Ayr, Campbeltown, In- 
Irvine and Oban 
seemed to have made 
YouSGER proof against any ^ 
inch hinnan frailty. 

Up with all speed per- ^ 
missible to nascent cnibon- 
jioint he sprang. "Sir I" 
said he, "I nevFT u-incc!" 

Plainly our Leif had mis^ 
read some fleeting outward 
vibration of exuberant pros- 
perity, but there is a 
rooted dislike in sU of ua 
to admit mistake, and he 
contented himself with the 
mild evasion, "Well, at! I 
can say is that the Hon, 
Member showed some of ^ 
those symptoms which the 
other Hon. Members show ' 
when they wince." 

This later suggested to 
Arthur Balfocb that he 
also saw wincing going on 
in other and more distin- 
guished quarters (these 



things are so infections); but possi- 
bly a^in the wish was father to the. 
thougnt. " 

ARTrtrR made great play with a 
touching phrase of Sam Evans'. He 
had spoken of the (extra) seven 
years passive waiting of the hapless 
lice nee -holder, cowering beneath the 
shadow of impending doom, as " a 
period of rest. ' 

There was much to be said for the 
truth of this when one compared 
this season of immunity from " com- 
pensation-levy " and from " charges 
in respect of monopoly value" with 
more Iwisteroua times of stress; but 
it tickled B.alfol'u's fancy and he 
blew with a humour of his own a 
fascinating bubble of shifting iri- 
descent colours, and kept it there, 
swelling it with gentle breath till it 
floated, absolutely gorgeous, about 
the House. Later, at a touch from 
McKenka, it was gone. 

Take it oil round Arthur en- 
joyod himself. He hod started out 
with a deliciousty pothetic profession 
of jeolousy at the fact that, while 
the speeches of nearly all his old col- 
leagues in the Ministry responsible 
for the 1004 Bill had been assidu- 
ously hunted up and quoted from, in 
order that the intentions of its pro- 



" A SlXTEENTB-CENTDUI BvCCANEEB." 

(A. fragment ot Mr. Arllior Baliour's BuggeBtion for a il 
year's Academy picture.) 



One who Kkowb. 
EniiWinlerton. "ThePreeidentDEttKBrari 
ol Trade hag eaid in a speech in the cnuiln 
that the gTMleat intellects in the lanii nn 
ranged on the aide of the Bill." 
Hi', Ilodge. " Heiir, heat '. " 

(Mr. J-hn H-dge.) 
moters might be got at, be alone ^ 
been spitefully ignored, omitHi 
maliciously, treated as of no K', 
count I I 

" Yet, after all, Mr. Speakee,!".' 
Prime Minister at the time uid Ihi 
author of the Bill, and I do think il 
is very hard that the Hoo. 
^{embe^ should think m 
beneath his notice!" 

Since Do Maubieb's pe- 
ture of the poor famisheJ 
host at an evening " crush' 
pleading for some slight n 
freshment 'on the plainti* 
ground that he was "only 
the moster of the bouse," 
no such moving scene hii! 
been recorded. 

The explaoaiion of (hi) 
maUgnant ostracism cum 
later, when it turned on' 
that minute and careful j 
search revealed the IkI' 
that, in all the long debstej 
of 1904, ARTiii'R had niai«) 
no single pronouDeement. ! 
spoken no soUtary word on i 
the point under discussioii. 
leoving it with a fiM| 
generosity and characteristic , 
self-abnegation to others w^ 
commit themselves wi P'* , 
hostages to posterity. 

In a burst of picturesqus 
and graphic inspiration to- 
wards the close of hfi 
speech he " knocked-in 
'^ on the canvas, with «" 

dexterity of a Fbane Hui 
or a Sevmouh LnciS, ' 
glowing picture of AsflUrtB 
and hia . merry men ^ 
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" Buccaneers of the Sixteenth CflD- 
lury " laying under contribution 
some liapless " city in the Weet 
Indies." 

In point of "bravura." "im- 
I pasto," " niorbido/za," " cliiaros- 
I euro," and other Italian noblemen 
whose names I forget, but who oc- 
cupy the armoury and form tbe 
perpetual body-guard of the art- 
critic, this would be bad to beat. 

For comprehensive range and wild 
variegation of perplexing topics, no 
one ever knew anytliing like Report 
Stage of the Licensing Bill. Its 
authors, whoever they may be — the 
halo flits from brow to brow, from 
AsQUiTli to Whittaker, from Whit- 
TA'^BR elsewhere — seem to have acted 
on the Round principle enunciated at 
the iiiUKic-halls, that 



" E-very liltlo liit. aiMeit to what joa '« 
Makes juet a liule bit Dio-ie ! I " 



I gut, 



Simple in form, incontrovertible in 
arfTiiiuent, one has realised at once 
an it was jerked over the footlights, 
between the wheezes, by that peri- 
patetic philosopher, U. G. Knowles, 
that here, trippingly stated, was an 
Gteniul truth. It will stand the test 
of iiiiiiutoKt exaniuiation, and he 
wouhl 1)0 a bold man who would 
Diiilertake to expose its fallacy. 
To the temperance reformer, with 



hia lifelong antagonists, tlic brewer 
and the publican, in the hollow of 
his legiBlative hand, the formula 
no doubt irresistibie ; in practice it's 
a weariness to the flesh. Still, 
everyone who knows the horrore of 
the drink trade, even to-day, will 
wish that when, gathering its clauses 
and schedules about it, the Bill 
sweeps presently into the " gas- 
chamber " of the Tjoaie, the good in 
it at all events may escape asphyxia- 
tion. E. r. R. 



THE YANKEE PERIL. 
Dear Mr. Punch, — On Monday 
last a newspaper contents bill dis- 
played in large letters these omineus 
words : — 

EKOBMOC8 AMEKICAN 
TRADE DEVELOPMENT 
NKW ARCHBISHOP. 

Is the Government alive to this 
new menace? Is England's proud 
title of "Mistress of the Sees" to 
bo wrested from her at last ? I trust. 
Sir, that you will use your influence 
and impress upon the authorities the 
necessity of laying down at once two 
new Archbishops of the Cantuar class 
as an answer to this undoubted chal- 
lenge. Wo are also lamentably weak 
in ordinary Bishops. Of the thirty- 



three Diocesan Bishops of the Wor- 
cester class, the majority are of 
ancient date, and seventeen are 
classed as Suffragan I Opposed to 
these, America has some eighty fairly 
modem Bishops, the oldest dating 
from 1784. True, we have about 
ninety first-class Colonial Bishops, 
who, however, are acting too far from 
their base to he of any practical value 
to the Jlother Country. 

To keep abreast of the Two- Power 
Standard, at least six Archdeacons 
should be provided for in next year's 
programme, though seven would per- 
haps be better. In Rural Deans (of 
which we have at present 810, in- 
cluding two temporarily laid-up) we 
are not satiBfactorily strong, but on 
the subject of Deans I carmot touch 
in this letter; they would require a 
chapter to themselves. In the 
smaller craft, such as Curat«8, we are 
well represented, although even hero 
a bttle more money might well be ex- 
pended. Above all, we need more 
Canons. I am no pessimist, but I 
love my country, and that is why I 
confidentlyappeal toyou, Mr. Punch, 
knowing there is nothing ^ou have 
more at heart than the welfare and 
glory of the British Aisles. I enclose 
my card and remain, 
Yours, etc., 

Tub Man in thb Pew. 
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AMUS'NGS. 

[."wimi" voleii upon eurimit findiiige ilia^enied 
h<i H. John (Htakura. of Nagaaalii, *i(»rfcHl 0/ 
AulomMU Conilruclioii, Lctlera and Li/r,] 
III. 

quick-baxd memkntt>k3 of as 

Automobile Exhibition. 

TiiK gentleman who presides up 

the m»hogaii; tree of Pmir/i points 

the finger of a nod to ine that I am 

not to deal so fulsomely with the 

utomohile " as with the " exhibi- 
tion " side of the question. While 
on the tent-pege of dubiety whether 
automobile engineering practice, as 
seen through Japanese -pincc-nez (or 
folders), would not be more 
interesting than mere crack- 
lings about men and man- 
ners, I must hop the twig 
of alacrity to fulfil his be- 
hests. 

If the proper study of man 
is mankind, one could select 
few better studios than that 
I out at the feet by dis- 
gorging one bob at the turn- 
stiles of Olympia the Golden. 

Though *now rising two 
rears a student o! motoring 
iffairs, I had never tumbled 
low great u pereentage of 
the llrilish population are 
motorists; yet each second or 
third stripling who strode 
the focoa-nut-shy tai>iii of 
Addison Itoad wore a ciiji 
designed to defy the utmost 

ours of the elements, and 

equal number had swathed 
iib'ni and phtiUi in puttee 
coloured leggings of wild- 
boar's bide. I am pleased 
remark the modesty of 
se fellows. I'requeiitly 
I observed one such who 

mid say to his companion, 
" That is n jolly fine ehussis, "Piw 

old chap." His ris-ii-rjii. 

appetite for iufomiation holding I>oth 
his sides, would ask vhjj. in what 
re^ipeet it excelled others'/ But in- 
stead of erecting his importance on 
the pinnacle of coiiccitednesa by de- 
tailing the points in which the par- 
ticular chassis was hot stuff, his 
mentor would yawn, almost with 
cinlarras dc Bagenae, and say, "Come 
along, we must be moving! " 

Those gentlemen employed to vend 
the wares of Autolycus in the shape 
of motor-cars are great giuis. By the 
dintings of a few carefully -phrased 
eu(]uiries'l discovered that many of 
the cars on exhibition had skeletons 
ill their closets. Ifalf-a-do7en young 
fellows whose conversational oars I 
I plied confided to me, in fact, that 



they had each pei-sonally been em- 
ployed recently by another firm, but 
had felt constrained to resign lucra- 
tive and important positions because 
of the weakness of the old firm's 
back-axles, or steering-gear, or igni- 
tion system, or method of lubrication. 
Though thoy told me this talo of 
latent decrepitude singly and one by 
one, 1 summed up my facts, and 
discovered that at least six of the 
cars on show had some weakness of 
constitution. But, happily enough, 
any one of those chaps would assure 
me that the car he now had the 
hardihood to represent excelled no 
end jnet in that particular selection 



>'. Muni 



of its vitals where the other car had 
failed miserably. So much for the 
benefit of change, as I remarked: 

In half-an-hour I had made notes 
of the names of the eight cars 
possessing the best (a) back-axle, 
(b) engine, (c) gears, (d) ignition, 
(e) lubrication, (/) carburation sys- 
tem, (g) suspension, and (/i) — though 
1 am well aware that there is no 
such note in the gamut of either 
tonic sol-fa or ancient version — coach- 
work. Should any subscriber to 
Punch be on the tiptoe of buying a 
car, wishful in all reasonableness to 
buy one that will bang Banaghi 
two shakes, I shall be pleased to let 
him have the names of these eight 
curs. By buying fi-om each 



tacturer the section in which his 
car is top-hole, and conibimng tlit 
purchase (and I should be as hsppi 
as a jig to come over and bare 1 
hand at the assembly of the partt), 
he would have a car that never wst 
on land ashore, and I should be able 
to give myself a di^ in one or t«ro 
ribs and say, "Well done, etout 
fellow! " 

While I was chewing mj rage withi 
satisfaction upon this picture andnn' 
that, a gentleman whom I have met' 
in the company of mjr literary ^- 
papa approached me, looking eery 
replete with beans. 

Ho asked me to show him roiud, 
and as I had no shame in 
bringing to the bon marchi 
siicb a hlooraiug and well- 
groomed bear 1 proceedrd 
to give him a lew pupil- 
dilations. 

We stopped at a slatJ' 
gaily adorned with the psIiiL-, 
of Lebanon and Turkey njF 
and I engaged iu wnr 
counters with the young us', 
charge dcs affairc$. 

"Is this a good cu?" h 
asked, thinking to open th. 
bow-window of opportunil? , 
for him to do himself abitcii 
good. 

" No, sir; rotten. 1 uy, 
tell you. between our bed- 
posts, that this car b «■; 
hibited here only to k«D' 
fuate the fine moulding ';f 
(he forms of others. Th';' 
car is a shining example o'''' 
that is least desirable, le*^ 
defensible, most ultra rim. 
and infinitely devoid oilw' 
standi. And I shaU k| 
obliged if you will ambulii'j' 
rapidly in the dlreclion "■ 
Hellantommi, Griqualai-l, 
West." 

I seek no golden-ciotbiil 

deference, but I ask my feUoK-if'- 
habitants of these green isles, '" 
away from my natL\'e place ol .biffs- 
if this was a proper manner m Wi""' 
to meet a polite interrogatory o"! 
ture. .'■ 

I entered protest, and remarW 
that he was a puppy, a flapp" >"^ 
a sucking-pig wlio was for loug ^; 
demned to an exclusively iv:'-" 
diet. 

" My dear little jitsy-ju-jubf. ''■ 
retorts, "I have nothing further' 
say to you. 1 have had here tbj 
morning five of your iutelligeDi ■ 
hound -pied compatriots, each a* 
ing to bestow on my heaving bwc 
tlie bright star of an order for > ■ , 
ears on behalf of the Maf^'N 
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WnATO. Three of them wanted a 
dollar BO that they might send tele- 
grams announciDg their selection : 
one ol them had had his pocket 
picked in the train on the way down 
here ; and one of my men strangled 
the other before he had got to the 
' tapping ' point. So you had better 
I run along, my little man, before I 
risk immolating the point of a com- 
paratively new shoe in an attempt 
to kick your hip-pooket into your hat- 
band. Savvy? " 

By jingo ! when my friend ex- 
plained to me that some low-class 
countrymen of mine were practising 
the hide-and-seek of a leg-pulling 
attempt to maintain false pretences, 
I was indeed sick in heart. 

My friend had the presence of 
mind to recommend a cordial, which 
to Sonne places of decimals put me on 
my feet again; but 1 can never be- 
lieve that a Japanese has been guilty 
of working Buch a diaphanously thin- 
H-arped wheeze as suggested by this 
2ar-sel]er. 

I rf^tsomnieueod my peregrine's 
>ic;klB of a trot round the building. 

Spotting out on a stand a young 
hnp of some openness of counten-' 



auce, and determined not to let first 
impressions of his genus steel my pan- 
creas against hini, I asked him what 
uumbcr of cars he had sold. He was 
somewhat of a waggish kidney, it 
seemed, for be assured me he had 
that day palmed off no less than 
eight. I betokened some interest in 
his wares thereupon, and he asked 
me — probably because he could see 
I was a discriminating lynch-pin — 
if I should care for a Trial Trip. 
I took him on, And said by all means 
fair or foul, I should indeed, and no 
mistake. He gave me his card, and 
directed me to the outer confine- 
ments of the building, where were 
many greasy young hoys tending 
cars of an irritating! y unanimous 
grizzliness of painting. I asked one 
such if he could waft me o'er the 
ferry of intervening terra firma to 
Shepherd's Bush tuber. 

■■ No," said this young devil's 
sport, " I blooming cannot. Do you 
take me for a blooming Sunday- 
school treat'.' " he said. 

Expcricntia docct. 1 had seen the 
folly of bandying my oratorical shins 
with such canaille, and withdrew, 
reserving to myself the right, when I 



shall feel the spirit mooding me to 
become the proud possessor of a car, 
to spot my winner m France or other 
place where one can traffic without a 
snub on both cheeks. E. M. D. 



to strike tins jarring note. 



■■PARIS DAT BY DAY, 
Savings or NAroLGOH. 

By Siiecial Wire."— Daili/ TeUgrapli 
Once more our enterprising con- 
temporary achieves a " scoop." 



"Ilucing waa pot bfttk fiTWen minut 
Warwicli tliia altemoon. 

Oning to the Inte arrival of (lie Birailngliain 
triitiB racing naa nnl hack fifteen minutes a1 
Warwick to-day. The going w»h heavy. 

DelighlfiiLy fine Novombi-r weather prevailed 
at Warwick when racing Blarted ihia aflenioon, 
but owing to a breakdown on the railway 
Beveral of the epeeial trains were lale. and 
racing hnil to lie put back a bit. Tlie rings 
were well lilleil."— £'ceni«g Nem. 
And so on. Say when you 've had 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks. ) 
I HAVE never read any book by Mary Johkston that 
misRed distinction, and her last, Lewis Rand (Con- 
stable) ia as good as her best; perhaps even a little 
better sttill, by virtue of the firmnetis of hand which she 
here ehowa in the drawing of character. Yet I must 
harbour a little mild resentment against her for having 
led my judgment astray. Her title and her earlier 
chaiiters gave one to suppose that Lewis Rand was going 
to be a hero. True, he is in a sense a man of heroic 
build and has a certain greatncKs of nature, but it is 
warped by an ambitious egoism that brings him to 
a- wretched end. Meanwhile^ — a far more regrettable 
error — one has acquired an unfounded prejudice against 
a very perfect gentleman, LiulwcU Cnnj. chiefly because 
he happens to be the rival of Rand in politics and love, 
and has the advantage of him in biilh, breeding, and 
natural charm. Misg Johnston might have spared him 
to survive his enemy, but she has pitilessly chosen to have 
the courage of her owti ideas. Whether the popularity 
of her book will suffer or 
not, she has juHtificd her- 
self as an artist. The 
part that women play in 
this romance is not so 
prominent as it might be. 
Unity is a slight, frivol- 
ous thing; and Jacqueline 
a hazy hgure, half lost in 
the shadow thrown by the 
man she adores through 
honour and shame. One is 
jarred at times by a touch 
of unintended affectation 
in her speech; but this is 
forgotten in the tragic and 
noble reserve of hermiaery 
attheclose. If a fault has 
to be found with Miss 
Johnston's charming style, it is that she is rather lax 
in the selection of her details. Botanyis her weak point. 
I counted over three dozen trees and plants in her first 
chapter. She should try to paint more broadly with 
fewer strokes of the brush. Yet everyone baa his own 
way of creating atmosphere, and anyhow there are few 
writers who can be so lavish of their descriptive powers, 
and yet never cause a moment's sense of tedium. 



worth preserving as that of Gibbon's bibulous dom, «ho 
blush in nebulous regions at an unwilling imffloiiBlitv. 
By the way, is it because Milton was a Cambridge 
man that the old misquotation is again allowed tovnip 
up in these pages — " fresh fields and pastures new"? 
A poet should have remembered that his Puritan pre- 
decessor wrote of woods, not fields. 



EXPLODEn REPUTATIONS. 

I.— WlLUAH Tkll. 



Memories of Saul among the prophets flit vaguely 
across the mind on discovering that the author of Lyra 
Frivola and Veraeg to Order has written a history. 
Poets certainly have turned historiims before now, and 
even historians in less serious rnonieiits have tried to 
write poetry; but both, truth to tell; have generally 
made a sorry mess of the othej tellows' business. 
A.11 the more honour, then, to Mr. A,-l>. Godley that 
in Oxford in the Eighteenth Century (MeThueh) -he has 
given us an excellent history. He apjjlogises in the pre- 
face for producing a dull book : would that otiier authors 
were able to produce chronicles at once ed scholarly, 
and witty 1 Like good wine in the old catch," Mr. 
Godley makes dull dogs delightful ; and there were some 
very dull dogs indeed in eighteenth -century Oxford. 
But the least brilliant of academic periods produces its 
worthies, 8\ich as the oarsmen of the green leather caps 
uaA nankeen jackets. And their memory is as well 



Mr. Edwabd H. Cooper is well known as a man of 
two hobbies. Children and thoroughbreds, Kemnartet 
and the nursery, are the twin passions of his life; and 
I suppose that there 13 very httle about Pubs ia the 
(Tattenham) Comer and Kiss in the (Doncaster) Ring 
which he does not know. The amiable nature which n 
the secret of this twofold power is abundantly refteetfii 
in his new book. The End of the Journey (Hubsi A\n 
Blackett), though the children and horses which figure 
in its pages are merely excellent side-shows. In iJie 
circus proper the performers are all grown-upe. The 
leading lady and gentleman had loved and manifd- 
but not each other, since poverty forbade the bauns- 
some years before the actual performance. In the fiisi 
turn they meet again, accompanied by their sevmlj 
encumbrances in the shsi* , 
of husband, wife, and tliil- , 
dren, and tlien the W 
begins to play- ^' 
Cooper stands in i'-'. 
middle and craclts hr 
whip, the pace gete fartf 
and faster, and the ofc 
performers and the spec- 
tators hold their brealb, 
wondering how soon ttw 
feelings will run aws; 
with tliem and thej wiili 
each other, Butjuetwheii 
the chief actors tbreaWn 
to get out of hand, Ibt 
whip cracks ogaio, anii 
a Koman priest thunders 
after them mounted ffli " 
special train, and saves the situation in the nick of iimf- 
So that when, hand in hand with their lawful spoHset. 
they bow their thanks for your applause, you feel lli*' 
none is a penny the wonic. -And tliat is much mor; than 
can usually be said about books dealing with the difficu " 
question which is the subject of Mr. Cooper's gr«|>hi' 
story. 

Given two things, 
although " Both " is 
the present instance, 



t is only human to prefer onf: 
sometimes the best choice. I" 

..., ,. , ..owever, when the two things nre 

Mr. J. B. Atkins' book of essays. Side Shows {Chei>- 
topiier), and Mr. Kecii'kai.d Lucas's book of essa."' 
or,', at any rate, essayist's- commentary, When o" '/|' 
Wor}d ia Young (kt'MPiiREYS). I find a preference for 
Mr- Atkins, although I do not elevate that prelerenw 
to the rank of criticism. Mr. Bkuis-ald Lucas is ^ 
worldly-wise, too man-about-townish for me. His W' 
is also misleading, for one expects the glow of ?<"'"' 
and finds instead a cool sententiousness. Mr. Awss. 
on the other hand, takes one into the open air. Hei^j 
a traveller, an observer of nature; he can sail a ^|' 
he thinks Bi'tler's Anotogy the best holiday book, 
because by taking it with him on holidays he ensun^ 
a rest from reading; he looks upgn the visibk wo™ 
as an entei^,ainment, and sets down its praises i" 
honest, enthusiastic prose. In his little companion*''" 
book all the world in young. ; 
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HINTS ON- SHOPPING. 

Bv Lady Graft. 

We are now at the season uf the year 

when Ihe windowa begin to be very 

alluring tuid pr«Bents ore in the air, 

wlien, in lact, 



As to whether the word "shop" should 
be permitled to do double duty aa & 
substantive and verb I have not made 
up my mind. I must aek Mr. Archer, 
of ihe Simplified Spelling Society, when 
next I see him in the stalla on a fiiat 
night; and I want also to tell liim that, 
it he is in want of a I-idy Vice-President, 
Burely Maudi Dabof-ll is marked out for 
the honours by every right. Tiial aelf- 
sacriGcing dipping of the Hual e is so 
very much what our dear Scotch Willie 
and Ahdt of Skibo are desiring. 

But to come to ahoppiog — the season 
already givea signs of being a very 
remarkable one. Furs, fur example, 
were naver so fashionable car so much 
written about in the Press. Personally 
I favour sable; but that, of course, is not 
within the reach of everyone. Yow must 
be either a millionairess or a very in- 
fluential lad} -journal ist to set that par- 
ticular fur. My own set, which is per- 
fectly new, could not be finer, and I 
have every reason to recommend the 
wonderful stock, at very reasonable 
prices, of the I^pinnd & Hairiputs Co., 
999, Regeut Street. For those who 
cannot afford sable there are nninks and 
I squirrel, and even the smaller domestic 

It is »tfe to say that never wr 
aeoBon with a better supply of novelties 
in dress than the present— a circum- 
stance attributable to the dispersion of 
the nmnzing exhibits at Shepherd' 
Bush ; hut it has been computed by 
Statistician, none the lees, that if every 
inch of the While City had been given 
to modittei, to the total exclusion of 
pictures, Canadian produce, flip-flaps 
and wluit not, it would not have been 
sufficient to contain half the Franco- 
British models which have been acquired 
by the miUinery trade since the clomng 
of the Exhibition. Be that as it may, 
Liondou is fortunate in possessing 
unprecedented stock of frocks and 
blouses, and no woman any longer has 
nny excuse for ever wearing the same 
clutliea twice. In this embanas^ment of 
rifhes the choice is a difficulty ; but, if 
I may be permitted to offer an opinion, I 
would say tliat no ahop is likely to treat 
you better than Mesars. B. Couino&Co., 
of 2403, Oxford Street, whose Sdome 
te»-£owna are the rage of the moaient, 
cnu si Dg countless young men to lose their 
hoods daily. I have one, and I know. 



J3? I'm tbat TB[nsTT I i 



And the dear chicks— it is to be a 
great Christmas for them. Uncontrol- 
lable peals of laughter I already seem to 
hear (with my mind's ear, Horalio !) as 
they unpack one after another of the 
delightfully droll toys that are now 
being displayed for them, the happy 
lucky mites ! At Messrs. Joakes, fur 
example, are the meet fascinating 
mechanical toys, including a Suffragette 
ivlio waves ft banner, with " Votes for 
Women " on it, with incredible reaham ; , 
imd there are, of course, any number 
of flwng machines and Toddy bears. 
Merely to see them sets one longing to 
be young ag.iin in the dear old nursery 



days. Many will be the anxious appeals 
outside Messrs. Jo area's fascinating 
window this month, of "Mummy, dc 
let us go in here!" Ah, the modern 
Mummies —what a wonderful age to Ik 
born into, with Messrs. Joake8 stocking 
every shelf nn<l corner for thein, and 
the papers open to i-eceive unprejudieec 
advice as to where to shop! This ic 
indeed the miUennium. 



" Nenrly new Sheffield plate tea-servic-p, ii 
vetvet'lined box, 35/-, or eirhangc for ^iitlo 
man."— The I-adg. 

These sneers, however, do not roallj 
advance the Suffragettes' cause. 
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THE ORDEAL BY DISSOLUTION. 

[To the Prime Hinibtkr; recalliiig hix dwIaratioD at Muicliester in 
fgsrd to the Licousintc Bill ; " On the remill of Uie fight we have staked 
mr political eiiateoce."] 

So, Sir, the Peers in their Palace of Leisure, 

Which tbe occasion had painfull; packed, 

Seem, b;^ report, to have taken your measure 

(I^rdon the phrase) and returned it intact. 

You and jonr hoDoar were slaked on Ihe issue ; 

You were to st^nd or lo fall wiih your Bill ; 
Now is the test, and we all of ub wish you 

Joy of aasertiog the iveight oF your will. 

See, they have flung you the challengiog gauntlet, 
Plush on iJie snrfacc and iron inside ; 

Here is your chance of redeeming your vauatlet, 
Also the option of eaiing your pride. 

Me:inwliile, in view of the time and exertion 
Spent on the holiday lask of your House — 

Useless, except that it caused a diversion 
Grateful lo numbers of phciisants and grouse — 

If ('and the Itadical papers have said it}— 
If th&conclusion was really fore-known, 

Shall I be wrong when I say that the credit 
Oughtn't to lie wrth the Peerage alone ? 

Then as to Temperance - even a Tory, 

Even the worst of us, even a Peer, 
Doesn't (believe me) instinctively glory 

In the excessive consumption oE beer. 

Some of us wish thJtt the snares might be fewer 

Luring to misery, squalid and lean. 
Only, we argue, in bleeding the brewer, 

See titat Uie blade of your ueapon la clean. 

Dut, to recur to the question of daggcis 

Drawn for (he fray, I am ansious to see 
Whether the People, the pendulum- waggers. 

Stick to their choice in tbe duel to be. 
Here 's to your nerve '. may it never grow flnbby, 

Flinching before an inferior host ; 
Victory or the allernalive Abbey ! 

Surely you cannot go back on your boast ! 

Yet, it appears, in the Palace of Leisure 

Doubts are expressed of your courage and grit ; 

Yon were to stand or to fall with your measure ; 
Surely yon cannot be meaning to sit ! 0. S. 



According to the A. B. C. Railway Guide the r>.5 p.m. 
Sunday train from Brighton to London runs only on 
Wednesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays. This arrange 
ment has been made to meet the scruples of those whc 
object to travelling on tlie Sitbbatb. 

" Wanted, Caviee, or 

Voice from the Library windovs : — " John ! As soon a 
you've given the cavy his bran masli, nin down to ih 
sf rawlierry he<]. There 's a ^Ing on the forty-third plant 
from the end." 



"Hie CTiiet .Secretary . . . looks forward to tlie day nlien the grass 
landd will be occb|h«I bj a rooe of Binall ngricnltaiists v'ltb iiiised 
farms partly tilled and partly uabk."— The Uaily Telfijrapli. 
Something else besides the farms seems mixed here. 



DISCURSIONS. 

Mns. BoBDiNSBT Again. 
My housekeeper, Mrs. Bobeikskt, has strong views on manj 
subjects, the lift-boy being, as I have said on a pieviom 
occasion, one of ihem. She has no belief in lift-boys as i 
class, aad she considers lliat the particular boy who ffiuks 
tbe lift in the mansions in whicli I occupy a flat is the most 
incompetent and desperate specimen that ever got stuck Ldf- 
way lo the top-floor. This happened to Iiini the day twfcre 
yesterday, and Mrs. Boniiis'SKV, taking advantage of hit 
discomfiture, did not fail to tell him that she had tdd bim 
so. 'I'he lift-boy, having answered her by one of his noet 
piercing cat-calls, paid no further attention to her compli- 
nienls. 

Mrs. BonniNSKV has, however, now added lo her gallery of 

ersions the girl who, till yesterday, had helped her ia ik 

r\-ice of my tiat. This girl, I may say, was kept rigorousir 

thebackground of the kitchen, and thoughlwasencouraged 

to assume lier existence I was never permitted lo set eyes on 

lier. Her departure, therefore, lias left no void in me. 

Up to yesterday tlie was ; to-day she is not. " I sent et 

about 'er business," said .^fr8.BoBKlNSKY, adding suhsequenllT 

that ambition (in the direction of becoming a cook) had ruiuid i 

every prospect of Itappiness in their relations. I vas alto 

asked to mark Mre. IJODBisaKv's words that the girl vrouU 

come to no good. 

"I never could get 'er to fetch no errands," conlJniied 
Mrs. BonRiKHKV, "she was tliat flighty. And she's left Ibe 
prints of 'er 'ands on the walla and the furniture. It'll be 
difficult to wash 'em off for fear of the paper and parnL 
She'd bin a between, 'alf up 'aU down, to a lady si 
Maiden'oad. It was a funny ouse by 'er account of it 
The lady 'ad one set o' friends and 'tr 'usband 'ad auotier 
set, and they both lived in two different 'ouses." "Separated?^ 
I asked. " Well, not exactly what you might call separnlMl." 
said Mrs. Bodhis'-skv, " but not livin' together. This girl 
got ten shilhngs a week there, which is a wieked price lo 
pay a girl like that, and now and then the hidy gire '« 
servants presenls. 'I'lio cook got a gold watch and tlie giil 
got a silver chain with a medallion. 'Owever it all cc~ ' " 
end, because there was trouble about the rent. 



" When the girl come 'ere I could see directly slie wasn t 
one o' my sort. She 'd set there dreamin' when she ought 
to 'ave bin up and workin', and slio "d sing bits o' songs to 
me in tlie kitchen— things she'd picked up from ttelwrrj^ 
orgins, all of 'em very slow and sorrowful. She said &M 
was Iryin' to cheer 'orsclf up. She never was quick on « 
legs except when the postman knocked, and then she was "P 
and at the door in two twos, always expeclin' sonieWy was 
goin' to write to 'er. No, not love-letters. Letters froni tbe 
cook or the 'ousemaid in 'er last place. She'd take 'cnifo 
bed with 'er and set up 'uggin' them or read in' themlite*i 
book. She'd read 'em over and over agin and sayifsM 
could 'avc a 'undred lettei-s every day she could die qu''^ 
'appy ; but she only got four all the time she was 'ere, a" 
that seemed to make 'er inope. 

'■ She reminded me o' my brother's wife, Elle.v— 'erth.it g^J 
paralysed and couldn't speak, only say 'Yum, yaw. *" 
move 'er 'ead alwut. A sad trial she was to my ^""^"i' 
'E was in a 'us-ar regiment before 'o married 'er, ana f 
'e went to India we used to write lo 'im, and *^.r"^ 
ended our letters by sayin', ' Love from the Cook.' "* 
nil cooks then, me and my two sisters and my ^^iV" -od 
thought 'e 'd see the joke. But 'e wasn't one fcff J™"^,,.,. 
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Archibald (ill lrouser» for llig first ti 



'e got it fixed ia 'is tniad that tliere was a real cook kep' ia 
'iding for 'im Homewbere. And wbeu 'e come back EiLW 
was the first cook 'e met, bo 'e put two aod two together 
and married 'er. 

" 'E was very 'andy about the 'oiise, 'nvia' bin a soldier, 
and when Eu.en went all down her right side 'e did all the 
tidyin' and cooked for 'issclf too. Pore ihing, she didn't laBt 
long. But my brother 'ad a beautifnl memorial card done 
for 'er by one o' them poeis tlmt the undertaker recommended 
— eometbing about 'er bein' ' lost to view in thec!ouds above, 
but I '11 remember you and all your love' — I can't rightly 
recollect it. Still, it was a mercy slie was took, becauBe 
ahe 'd only 'ave bin a misery to 'erself and everylxHly else." 



LOVE, IX AND OUT OF. 



There are tliree degrees of intimacy — acquaintance, friend- 
ship and love. Thus the Young Man becomes acquaintod 
with the parent, feigns friendsliip for the son, but really loves 
the daughter. 

* * 

I am one of the son class. When love comes in at the 
door, I go out hy the window. 

I do not, however, remain outside on the damp, cold 
grass. I go elsewhere, it only for th"? satisfaction of causing 
to other sons that discomfort which I myself suffer. 

Propoaals may bo oral or written. If oral, the voice 
should be slightly raised and each word clearly enunciated. 
If written, only one side of the paper must be used, and the 
name and address of the proposer on no account omitted. 



Fi'inted forms oE proposal are much used, but almost 
excluslTely by Insurance Compan'cs. 

You may be asked during the j)rocee<ling8 to "name the 
happy day." The day refened to is your wedding day. 

Every man should remember tluit, in the ordinary way, if 
he has readied 3 p.m. without getting married, he is, by a 
merciful dispensation of ecclesiastical law, safe for that day 
at any rate. 

Make a point of never rising before lunch and never 
lunching before 2'30 p.m. and you may escape matrimony 
altogether. 

The best mim is so called because he has the worst job. 
It is for him to kiss the bride, and that without option of 
a fine. 

Even for the looker-on the we<lding function is not all 
beer and skittles. It is more frequently a warmish glass 
of rather bad champagne. 

It is quite right to suppose timt Settlements are made at 
the earliest stage. The name is misleading, for the trouble 
ia only just beginning. 

When booking tickets for the honeymoon, the husband 
may just as well book right through for both. He will 
not be allowed to get out at the first slop and come home 
by himself. 

Italy on the Dorando-H»ye« Bi^«iOO<^|t: 
Unus homo nobis Dorando reetituit rem. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Qdeen AlXXiKPHA's charming hook of 
photogTupfas is published on itii entirely 
new Bystem. The purchasers get all 
the royalties. 

The German Kaiser "gave an audi- 
ence " last week to the new British 
ABibassador. Tlie report tlrnt be 
"granted him an interview" is incorrect 
and maliciuuB. 

At the instigation of Great Britain 
and Russia, the SaAH has withdrawn 
the rescript in wliich lie announced that 
he would not summon a Parliament. 
His reported reason for changing his 
mind is that lie thought it would be a 
pity to set a bad example to Russia. 

At a number of churches at Ottawa 
the services were recently conducted 
without music because, on account of the 
water famine, there was tio power to 
supply wind for the organs. It 
to be seen what effect this will have 
the religious life of Canada. 



An American contempomry refers to 
Mr, EockefeU£b's " greasy smile," The 
epithet should surely be " oily " ? 

" There are at the present mouient iu 
the House of Commons men sitting there 
who are in danger of Mling and who 
know they are in danger of falling," 
said Ur. J. E. Ellis, M.P., in his address 
on Drink. Recent by-elccttons liave cer- 
tainly eliown howdifficuJtit is nowadays 
for Liberals to retain their seat^. 
• • 

The reassuring statement that anyone 
meeting a party of the lunatics to whose 
public perambulations the rpsideiUri ot 
Epsom have taken exception would be 
unable to distinguish them from the 
ordinary inhabitants, is causing grave 
oEfence in the district. 

While a witness was being cross- 
examined in Mr. Justice Daiu mr.'a 
Court last week, Mr. Bower, K.C, 
remarked to him, " Do nut try to be 
funny." It is only riglit tliat our 
judges' prerogatives should be jealously 
guarded. 

The Central }\'ews informs us that a 
Los Angeles man has been granted a 
divorce from his wife on the remark- 
able, ground that she had got into the 
habit of bathing the children in gasolene 
to save time and trouble. This latest 
development of the "nclloyaije a sec" 
process is certainly interesting. 

Tno men who were fined £3 each 
at Boumemouth for begging, last week, 
were found to be in possession of no 



less ihnn £7 19s. Oii. We hive carefully 
considered the figures, and have come 
to tJjG conclusion tliat it wa^ still worth 
the [Ilea's while. 

« « 

"Labour omnia viucit,"says The New 
Age. Tliis mute protest of the dead 
language against American spelling is 
toucbing. 

We note the appearance of 77ie King's 
English. Abridged for School Use. We 
are sorry that our youth should be 
oFBcially encouraged in the vicious habit 
of clipping words. 

Tlie Livei-po(A Evening Edio gave us 
a libt, the otlier day, of 

" STINCUI3HED im'ALIDS." 

Fortunately, in spite of the ominous 
head line, tbey all appeared to be doing 
pretty well. 

Included in a number of goods left 
in the racks of Great Western Railway 
carriages and sold last week was a skull. 
It does not speak very well for the 
vigilance of G.W.R. officials that ie 
slioiild lie possible for any one to leave 
ooe of their premises mivwi tbis im- 
poriaot feature without attracting at- 
tention. 

King PETEn, we are told, is now 
suffering from a slight impediment iu 
his speech, and does not at present grant 
inter\-iews. This fKitteiy of imitation 
puts the (ierman Kaiser in an awkward 
position. An entente with Sen'ia might 
go far to endanger the well-known 
unimimity of the Triple Alliance. 

TJie \cw York Marathon Race I>etween 
H.*iiT_s and Doiusno resulted in a terrible 

fiasco. IViBAXW) won. 

"In the twenty-fifth mile," we read, 
" Bome of the spectators hissed DoiiASPO 
under the impression that he had pre- 
vented one of tbo American's efforts to 
pa.ss him by siinoting out his right ann." 
But surely, even it this had happened, it 
would not have been considered un- 
sportsmanlike in America? Or is it only 
penniiistble in tlie case of Americans, like 
CAnrKNTEU, whom, liy the way. President 
ItoosFVEi.T has delighted to honour with 
a special cup for the race in which he 
was di.sijualified by tlie Committee of 
tlie Olympic Gaines for foul running ? 
« * 

" The trousers were not necessities," 
said the Judge in dismissing a claim 
against a minor last week at the West- 
minster County Court. The cult ot 
Salome progresses. 

Qreat Professions. No. I. 

"CAHPETllEPAlirERneparfttioiiotlaccraleilaml 
full of holes veslemeiits."— The ligyfilktiiOmclU'. 



THE ART OF CONVERSA'riON. 

"I.v conversation," said somebody ;I 
think it was my grandfather), "ttere 
should always be a give and take. The 
ball must be kept rolling." If he had 
ever had a niece two years old, I doal 
think he would have bothered. 

"Wliat'sthat?" BaidlUABGEiiT,poIi!t- 
ing suddenly. 

"That," I said, stroking it, "is dear 

•'What's that?" 

"Take your iinger away. Ah, jes, 
that is dear uncle's eye. The left one." 

" Dear uncle's left one," said MiBCEir 
thoughtfully. " What 's it doiEg?" 

" Tl linking." 

" What 's • thinking ' ? " 

" What dear uncle does every after- 
noon after lunch." 

" What 's lunch ? " 

" Eggs, sardines, macaroons — every- 
tiling." 

With a great effort Margekt resiBtcii 
the teuiptaiion to ask what "even- 
thing" was (adifficult qaestion),orwhai 
everything was doing (a still more diffi- 
cult one), and made a statement of her 
own. 

" Santa Claus bring" Margie a baJkon 
from Daddy," she announced. 

" A balloon ! How jolly ! " I eaid 
with interest. " What sort are you 
having? One of those semi-deUched 
ones witli tlie gas laid on, or the pini 
ones wiili a velvet collar ? " 

" Down chimnev," said Maeceri. 

" Oil, that kind. Do you tbir.k-I 
mean, i&n't it rather " 

" Tell Maroie a story about a balloon. 

" Bother," I murmured. 

" Wimt 'a ' bother '? " 

'■ ' Bother ' is wlint you say when rda- 
tions ask you to lell tliem a stor>' about 
a balloon. It means, ' But for the m 
that we both have the MostuoRB>^^' 
blood in our veins, I should be mi»- 
pelled to decline your kind invitalion. 
id! the stories I know about ballooiw 
Ijeing stiff 'una.' It also means, 'hisl«w 
of talking about balloons, won t P" 
sing me a little song ? ' " 

'■ Nope," said Margert. . „ 

" Botlier, she's forgotten ber m.mc. 

"What did jmi say, uncJe dear; 
what did you say ? " 

I sighed and began. 

" Once upon a time there wasabaUoon, 
a dear little tov balloon, and— and 

■'What's tbat?" asked ^^^f,' 
making a dab at my chest. "What 
that, uncle dear ?" „„ 

" That," I said, " is a button. More 
particularly, a red waistcoat avtm. 
More particularly still, my top wa vffusi- 
coat button." 

"What's that?" she aslK^ S""* 
down one. 
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Dealer. "'E's A3 oleveb as a waooo:' I/>ad o' itoNKEt 
THAT "— (jwtniing Jo ohetade compmeJ o/ railuat/ ai*e(ier» oi 

Patron. "TES, I DE88AI UB WOULD." 



[Po»lpoi!f« purcJiaoe iHcIf^iiifpry.] 



"That is (V button. Arscription ; 
aecond red waiatcoit — Parents limng : 
both— 7 n/ec(»ous diaeaeea: scarlet fever 
Bligbtlv once." 

•■Whafartflf?" 

"Tliat's a — ah, yea, a button. The 
third. A good little chap, but not ao 
chubby ns his brothers. He couldn't 
go down to Margate with them last year, 
and ao, of courna— Well, as I waa Bay- 
ing, there was once a balloon, and — — " 

"W'hat"B tha — a — at?" said Min- 
OEKY, bending forward suddenly and 
kissing it. ^ 

" Look here, you 've jolly well got to 
enclose a alampe'd addressed envelope 
with the next question. Aa a matter 
of fact, though ■ you won't believe me, 
that again ia a button." ' ' 

," VVhat 'a - that ? " asked M.ut(iERt, 
digging at the fifth button. ' ' 

" Owing to extreme pressure on 
apace," I began. . . "Thank you. That 
ai3o ia a button. Its reeponeibibty ia 
greater than that of its brethren. The 
crash may come at any moment. Luckily 
it has' bcoked lis passage to the 

Where was I ? Oil yea— well, this 

balloon " ■ ' 

" Wliat 's that ? " said Margery, point- 
ing to the last one. 

"I must have written notice of that 
qijcation. I can't tell you offhand." 

" What 'a that, unde dear ? " 

" Well, I don't know, Margie. It 
IwAt something like a collar stud, only 



somehow you TTouldn't e.ipect to find 
a collar stud there. Of course it may 
have slipped ... Or could it be one of 
those red beada, do you think ? . . N-no- 
no, it isn't a bead .... And it isn't a 
raspberry ; because this is the wrong 
week for raapberriea. Of course it 

might be a By Jove, I've got it! 

It 's a bntlon ! " 

. I cave the sort of war-whoop with 
which one announcea these discoveries, 
and Margery whooped too. 

"A button!" she cried. "A dear 
little button ! " She thought for a 
moment. ' ' What 'a a button ? " 

This was ridiculous. 

"You don't mean to say," I re- 
proached her, " that I 've got to tell 
you now what a button is. That," I 
added severely, pointing to the top of 
my waistcoat, " is a button." 

" What 's that ? " said Mabqebt, point- 
ing to the next one. 

I looked at her in horror. Then I 
began to talk very quickly. 

■' niere was once a balloon." I said 
rapidly, "a dear Utile boy balloon — I 
mean toy balloon, and this balloon was 
a jolly little balloon just two minut«s 
old, and he wasn't always asking silly 
questions, and when he fell down and 
exploded him8Q\[ tUeyuaed to wring bim 
out and say, , f)oine come now, be a 
bravelittlebaJi rtaboulit,' andso 

"Wliat's '""J^" asked Mai 
pointing to U ^W^y 



asked tlABOERY, 



There waa only one way out of it. I 
began to sing a carol in a very ehrill voice. 

All tbo artist rose in Margery. 

"Don't sing," she said humedly ; 
" Margie aing. What shall Madgie sing, 
uncle?" 

Before I could siiggrst anything pIic 
waa olT. It was a scandalous song. She 
began by announcing that she wanted 
to be among the boys, and (anticipating 
my startled protests) assund me that 
it was no good kicking up a noise, 
liecause it was no fun going out when 
there weren 't any boys about, you were 
80 lonely- onely-onely .... 

Here the tune became undecided ; 
and, a chance word recalling anothet' 
context to her mind, she drifted sud- 
denly into a hymn, and aang it with 
the aame religious fervour as she had 
sung the other, her fair head flung back 
and her hazel eyes gazing into Heaven. . . 

I listened carefully. This was a bit 
I didn't recognise. . . The tunc wavered 
for a moment .... and out oE it these 
words emerged triumphant — 

" Talk of me to the I>o)"b you meet. 
Remember ma kindly to ReKnnl Street, 
And give them my love ia llio 

"What's that, uncle?" 

" That," I said, stroking it, " is dear 
uncle's noee." 

"What's " 

By the way, would you like it all over 
I again? No? Cfli, very well. A. A. M. 
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MANY MORE rNVENTrONS. 

England Still is tiie Van. 

The remarkable account vrbicli recently 
appeared in TJie Times of Mr. Edison's 
new projects and ideas has led some 
untliiukitig and unpatriotic persons to 
Bnppose that inventive genius is the 
monopoly of America. Afr. Punch is 
therefore unfeignedly glad to inform his 
reiiders, ae the result of careful inquiries 
in various quarters, that tlie Old Country 
is not merely holding her own, but 
evincing a marked superiority over all 
competitors in the enlargement of the 
domains of applied science. > 

Sir Oliver Lodge, as we learned on 
inquiry at the University of Birmingham, 
is actively engaged on a series of etibo- 
ratd experiments with a view to perfect- 
ing liis new self 'inter vie wing machine. 
Tlie. great objection to the emplojnnent 
of the ordinary interviewer — talented 
and stimuluting though he often is — is 
tliat he only succeeds iu eliciting from 
his subject those views which represent 
his normal consciousness. The peculiar 
feature of Sir Ouver's machine, which 
may rou'glily be described as a radio- 
ntiive planchette operated by a small 
gas-engme, is that it enables the' self- 
interviewer to reveal iu automatic script 
the workings of the subliminal conscious- 
ness. The results :dreiidy achieved by 
the inventor have been most encouraging, 
and bid lair to supply enterprising 
editors with " copy " of a character and 
quality entirely transcending anything 
which has yet appeared in The Daily 
Telegraph. Without going into details 
we may content ourselves with stating 
that Sir Ouveb Lodok Iuib discovered 
that his own personality is quite excep- 
tionally multiple in its composition, 
including, amongst others, (1) an arch- 
bishop of high Anglican tendencies, (2) 
an acrobat with a speciality for perform- 
ance on the wirdees trapize, (3) a 
Mexican cow-puncher with an extra- 
ordinarj' command of picturesque exple- 
tives, (4) a professional singer with a 
voice (if abnormal profundity, (5) a Welsh 
rabbit with strong views on the subject 
of disestablishment. 

Mr. Alqehnon Ashton has been 
obliged to abandon all correspondence 
with the Press owing to the demands 
made on his leisure by his epoch- 
making experiments in hat-architecture. 
Realising that the gigantic headgear 
adopted by women of ^hion has come 
to stay, Mr. Asuton has concentrated 
his energies on devising a hat which 
shall combine the useful with the 
ornamental. Taking for his model the 
American "skyscraper," Mr. Ashton 
has patented a hat which with a cir- 
cumference of ten feet supports ^ euper- 
Btructore of ten storeys, each of which 
forms a small apartment suitable for 



accommodating provisions, pet animals, 
small cliildren or, musical instruments. 
The framework being of aluminiuni, it 
is possible to unite strenglli and light- 
ness to an extraordinary degree, and 
by modelling the outlines now on those 
of a cinerary urn, now on thoee of a 
Tower of Silence or a Burmese Mortuary 
Pagoda, the patentee reconciles tlie 
claims of beauty with the demands of 
common sense. In conclusion Mr. Ash- 
ton maintains that his invention has 
triumphantly solved the' matinee pro- 
blem, since as it would te absolutely 
impossible for ladies to wear his hals 
indoors, their universal adoption will 
render the removal of feminine head- 
gear in tlie theatre compulsory. 

Professor Sir Huhert vos Herkoheh, 
R.A., after several failures, has at last 
succeeded in overcoming the difficulties 
in the way of carrying out hie plan of a 
motor pointing-machine, which enables 
an artist, using the wheels of bis car as 
a brusli, to decorate the landscape with 
suitable designs, . The tyres of the 
wheels are composed -of compressed 
camel's hair ; an ingenious apparatus 
makes it possible for the artist to squirt 
vaning colours on to their smfiice as 
he goes along; while finally an.auto- 
levitalor enables him to surmount all 
obstacles, and travel across countiy, 
painting everything in his course. Pro- 
fessor Sir Hi;nERT von Herkoher has 
already completed a gigantic group of 
portraits covering an area of twenty 
square miles in Bavaria, and is conduct- 
ing negotiations with the United States 
Government with a view to decorating 
the whole of the Ydlowstone Park with 
eartoons representing historic incidents 
in the growth of the great Kepublic. 

Lord KossLTN,byiio means discouraged 
by his recent bout with Sir HiRAH Ookki 
— we should say, Maxim — has just com- 
pleted a new system which is calculated 
not only to b^t the Bank but to beat 
BauBghcr too. So deadly are its work- 
ings that it is understood on the Riviera 
that M. Blano has given an order for a 
wrought steel zareba on the very latest 
pattern with which to surround the 
Casino in the hope of keeping his Lord- 
ship out. Meanwhile his Lordsliip is 
said to be on the point of visiting Le 
Mans to arrange with Mr. Wilbur Wright 
for some aerial means of approaching 
the Casino and entering with his con- 
quering system by the roof. 

SirHiRAU Maxim meanwhile has not 
been idle. Turning for the moment 
from lethal weapons, be has been bend- 
ing his mighty brain upon the more 
pressing needs of peace — or, at any 
rate, of domestic politics. Among his 
recent inventions are the " Anti-Thome 
Shutter" for bakers, being an easily 
fixed and impregnable shield against 
the attentions of any party of unem- 



ployed or Graysonites who may call oi 
the harmless purve\ora of daily br«id. 
Sir Hiram has also iierfected a i 
Suffragette chain, warranted unbreakable 
andproof against the file, which will keep . 
a Suffragette in her place against rail- ' 
ing or grille for ever if she likes. To , 
(his the name " The Zangwill " has been 
given, but a strong party is in liivourof 
Kxlling it " The aiffraghetto." 



THE ARTrCULATE APE. 

A Punch representative, who is a 
student of the new monkey language 
which Professor Richakd Tj. GaRHEB 
claims to have interpreted in the 
course of a long residence in 
the French Congo, was recently 
received at the monkey -house of 
the Zoo. 

" Sam, the Guinea baboon," he 
writes, '■ sat pensively at the edgeol 
the cage playing Patience with pieces 
of straw when 1 entered the monkey- 
house with a copy of Professor 
Gauner's newly -compiled dictionary 
of Monkeyish in one hand and a bag 
of nuts iu the other. 

■' Sam paused in the playing with | 
his strawsi and ' stuck' one in the 
corner of bis nionth, like a racing 
tout. My idea was to try him 
with simple words first, so with a 
■ Ivhi-iu ' I threw a monkey-nut at 
him. * Khi-iu,' according to Pro- 
fessor Garner, means ' Look out, 
and Sam easily grasped my meaning. 
As the monkey-nut hit him on the 
nose he bounded out of reach. An 
excellent beginning. 

'■ Then, because an adventurous 
green Macaque dropped from a 
swinging rope with a soft thud on 
Sara's head, the baboon fetched him 
a smack with his open pslffi, bared 
his teeth, and started to talk m 
undoubted Monkeyish. 

" He said quite a lot in a long 
chitter-cliatter that was as noisy as 
a burglar's rattle. It was chiefly 
idiom, with the strong provincial 
accent of New Guinea, and therefore 
difficult to follow. But 1 distinctly 
heard Sam mutter ' Qhui,' which in 
their phonetic language, according to 
Professor Gabnkk, means, 'Well, 
wait there a moment, I want W K^' 
at you.' 

" ' A-ou-hou ! ' screamed the green 
Macaque, followed by a pn"«e 
which a hasty glance at the dic- 
tionary told me was equivalent lo 
' Chase me, blue-face ! ' 

"The chief fault in Tioleseor 
Garner's dictionary is that it c*'": 
lains no handy converflaB''M 
phrases in the manner of Oli-BHDoWT' 
It would have been pleasant, for^J 
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Venerable Innalid. " Yes, Miss, I 'id e 



stance, to have asked the Congo 
blue-moustached monkey, the one 
with the face like a carved Japanese 
idol, who was dangling from a rope 
and fondling his pale yellow whiakera 
with hia disengaged hand, ' Good 
day, Sir. Have you the monkey-nut 
of your father's cousin?' 

" It would have been nice to aay 
to the Mona monkey — him with the 
pink nose and the white chest-pro- 
tector — ' No, but my brother has the 
blue feathers of the gardener's wife's 
hat.' 

" The best opening that Profeesor 
Garner provides is ' Our'h ' (pro- 
nounced as if someone had just 
punched you in a vital part), mean- 
ing, ' Hello, there, my friend, where 
are you?* 

" So I stood opposite the Amber 
Baboon — William, I think his name 
is — as he sat like a philosopher doing 
arithmetical sums on liia fingers and 
toes, raised my hat and remarked, 
' Our'h,' with a friendly nod. The 
effect wae instantaneous. 
'■^ " William bounded a yard into the 
air, weut round thrice on a revolving 
wheel, tore down a festoon of little 



sleeping monkeys, and finally came 
at me hand -over-foot down the wire 
netting. Something aeemed to have 
upset him. A bar of hairy ateel shot 
out at me and snatched my precious 
dictionary from my hand. 

" It was plain that William was 
not a nice-tempered monkey. He 
sat on his hunkers and said things 
which were not in the dictionary. 1 
transcribed in shorthand as follows : 
'A-grr-rr-wow-yah-bah-PHUT! I' His 
language would have shocked Pro- 
fessor Garner. Then he ate my 
dictionary, 

" After that I lost heart. Jam- 
rach's Mangabey, whom I ap- 
proached with a cordial ' En-uh,' 
which means ' Here I am, old fel- 
low,' declined to be drawn into con- 
versation, and sat like a httio grey 
old man with mournful eyea as if he 
pitied me. 

" The Mozambique monkey rolled 
up his eyes when I ventured on 
' Chu-h,' which means 'Permit me 
to offer you a nut. Eh, what? 
what?' and a brown thing whose 
face was like ^ smudged three' 
colour-proceaa ptii ' 



shoulders and spread out its palms 
as who should aay, ' I do not follow 
you.' 

" It may be that my accent wae 
wrong, or it may be that the 
monkeys, through long absence, 
have forgotten their own language. 
But, frankly, it was a disappointing 
day, and next time I shall simply go 
and make a noise like a nsonkey- 

" There wBR B palhetic scene «t the Com- 
huBker traiiiinf; table oiler ihe gaine loBt uight. 
Conrh Cole nccompniiied hln pupils lo Buppei 
imil ult^r die meal wns liniahed gave ihein ti 
little tilk. With leara Htreamiag doiva his 
cliceks and iritli nil the plityera crying, be lold 
Ihein wbnl be expected to do with the team this 
year, and bow he had bankpd □□ cnpiiiring ttie 
jliitaouri vtdl^j championebip." — The Omaha 
Daily Bee. 

whea the Americans play each 



other, one American sitic has 
then these pathetic scenes occur. 



?, and 



"Devon Alliion 5 piots, Falmouth nothing." 
—Ltktettr Daily Memiry. 

Think of it- not even a small sherbet 
for the Fahnouth team. Oiu- sympathies 
go out to them. 
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Kttper Ho Vrknd of the Family). 



T 80LLRB OCT ' ABRIKOTOIj ! 



LIGHTER MUSIC OF THE 
SPHERES. : 

In connection with tlie recent disoovery 
of a genuinecoiiiicsong in twelve veraes, 
words, music, and palter, by IticiiAiu) 
Waoueh.wc arc assured that such' miinii- 
Bcripts are by no means rare. " Tlie fol- 
lowing advertisement of a well-known 
firm of Vocal Publishers is expected to 
appear shortly in llie Era : — 
Look ! Ijook ! Niciir akb Shooter's 
Topicalities again on Top ! 
Season 1908-9. 
N. S. & Co.'s special list of Classic 
Comics. All safe Panto Winners. 
All the Latest Discoveries. 
No, 1. Priocipal Boys should not fail to 

" In. tlie Uoon^Hooiiligbt." 

Words and music by Felix DEE:riio\'E», 
Never before published. 
A sure hit everywhere. 

Na 2. A splendid screamer- 



Written and composed by Mozabt, sen, 
This Positive Cert should be Bocured a 



No. 3. Comedians wire to-day for — 
"Variationa on the 'Op." 

{With dance.) 

One of Bbahms'r Biigblest. 

Chorus whistled after first hearing ! 

No. 4. Special for Serio-Coinics ! 

We want you to bear — 

"Sitting on Uie Counterpoint." 

Sroim's Sparklet. Goes with a bang. 

Any amount of encore veraes. 

No. G. For Serioa, the catch of the season 

will be 

"Too Loud at Fortw." 

Each at his best. 
Seba,=!T[AN has Got There this time. 
Nothing like it since My Old Dutch. 

Panto Rights of above on application. 

Others to follow. fs^nd for detailed 

Catalogue. 

We can make you a success ! 



"Moore's 'Song of the Sliirt' ia aa Inie lo- 
d.iy aa ulien It wua wiittcii — in France at ull 
i>\eaUi.''—Tlie Sunday Clironiclc. 
That may be; but Hood's " Song of 
the Shirt " is nearer still to th; 
truth. 



TOLD BY A LITTLE BIRD. 

[Militnr}- photographB are being laVro V 
csmeras attnched lo carrier pigeoos.J 

A KEW device for photographing 
fortifications has been discovered. You 
coat tl,e underside of sparrows wim 
sensiti\-e gelatine. These are af terwaraB 
enlarged (tlie photograpba, not the 
sparrows). 

Trained carriere with phoocgraph* 
attached will be despatched to the neit 
German military manoeUTres. This ""^ 

ve the awkwardness of int«rviewB. 

White ducks will be issued to the 
Navv next summer. 

"R.H.A." will in future stand for 
Royal Hawk Artillery, 

The Legion of Frontiersmen iseianun- 
ing into the value of rabhits for 
collecting information in war-time. 

Meantime gulls are being free'? 
employed for the acquisition of fr^'' 
news about the engagement of the 
Uukeof Aunuzzi. 

"A first edition of Homer. ' 1488, if^'^ 
the sum of £2n0 at Messre. Hodgson u"" '^ ' 
rooms jfBt^rdny.", — Daily MoiJ. 

It seems that Homer was later Ik*" ** 
thougbt. ItisknownthatbeKnwtjm^ 
nodded, so he may have OTOfiJept b"?" 
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LINKED SWEETNESS LONG DELAYED., , 

Mastch Rdnciman. "SO GLAD THEY 'Vli JOISICD ILVNDS; MAKKS IT MUCH MORE COMFY FOR ME." 



y Google 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBAITED FBOH THE Dl*BT OF ToBT, M.P. 

Home of I/)rdg, Monday, Novetnher 
23rd. — BoD9 once more in the imminent 
deadly breacb, waving the red Bag ol 
danger. With military instinct en- 
trenched himseiton the Cross Benches. 
Call tliiis keep an eye on either section 
of the allied forces of officialdom. Never 
since Lochiel received his warning has 
tbere been so impressive an utterance. 
IjTcliorewe, lyrchcrewo, l>eware of the day 
When tbt (IcrniauH Bhall meet ibee in 

biiUle array. 
No mincing matters with BoD8. "No 
offence meant," he said, "and I hope 
none will be (alien." All the same 
■was not blind to fact that in 
; northern ports of Oennany tliere arc 
I moored all the year round ships cap- 
able of trausportinc 200,000 Boldiers. 
Whither are they IjoHnd? Evidently 
not meant for cruising in summer seas. 
With State railways converging on the 
ports; with the telegraphs under con- 
trol, the Press miizzled, 150,000 men 
might steal aboard, and, before yon 
could say Bob Hald.ine ! they would bo 
disembarked on British shores. 

And what force would they find 
awaiting them? Bobs, a regular Calcu- 

Ilating Boy when put to it, worked 
out a residuum of 40,000 citizen soldiers 
left to stop the triumphant march of 
150,000 of what he described as a 
matchless Army. He demanded a 
illion trained soldiers, always at home, 
invincible cordon within whose out- 
stretched arms the nation might sleep 
o' nights, none daring to make it afraid. 
liusineat done. — On motion of BoBS, 
V.C., Bouse declared opinion that the 



Tbe I'lTBiana " Dhdms or ids Fobb xso Art." 
EarlH R-b-rie and W-m-sa beat op for the 
delence of ihe eoaaXiy againat invasion. 



Fateoner Balfour. " Bravely done, good i)ird ! My trusty ' Ijuiadon-ne ' tiercel m 



defence of these Islands necessitates 
immediate attention of His Majesty's 
Govemment in direction of establish- 
ment and maintenance of effective army. 

House of Commoiit, Tuesday. — Some 
sensation created doring Question honr 
by excited entrance of Jack Pease. 
Members noticed that the Whip was 
made up in what was, considering 
brevity of time for preparation, striking 
presentation of Lord IU^e, " a nobleman 
of Scotland" centuries before Sinclair 
became Secretary of State. Making his 
way te Treasury Bench, he edged him- 
self in between Freuier and the states- 
man whom in post-prandial exuberance 
a noble lord insisted upon addressing 
as Gboroe Llotd. 

Leaning towards ABQUmt, J. F. 
hoaisely whispered : 

I have words 



That woidd be howl'd out in the desert 
Where hearing should not latch them. 

Asqttith Macduff. What concern they? 

The general cause ? 
Jack Peaie lio8»e. Let not your ears 

despise my tongue for ever, 
Which shall possess them with the 

heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. 
A. M. Humph ! I guess at it. 

J.P.R. Yourautomnsessioa'ssmashed; 

your bonny babe 
Savagely slaughtered. 
Asqu'ith Igetting a little tired of (hit tort 
of thing and dropjnngintoprosc). In other 
words you mean tliat the Opposition 
Peers, meeting to-day at I^nsdowne 
House, have resolved to throw out the 
Licensing Bill on the second reading. 
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Mr. .SlaiiiVr. To SHk llic lion, memlier for South Somerset, us r^presontiiig the President of 
the Bonrtl ot Agriciillute, if there arc any animalt now on their jray from Penraytran 
Great Britain, and, t/ to. Kill Cligii be lealclied and deiilroijed.'" — Extract from "Queelii 
Nov. 23. 



J. P. H. My lord, you 've hit it on the 
nob. 

"Humpli!" repeated AaQtmi, pursing 
hid lips, Bhruggiog hia shoulders, aud 
tighteuing the fold of Ids arms across 
his cheat. " What 'h the uext business 
in our programme ? " 
J. P. R. (natvraily indiiqxised after the 
trouble of his mnke-up to talk as if he 
icere hi the Loi^y). May it please ray 

lord, the Education Bill. 
Asqukh. Very well, wo '11 get along 
with that. 

After this, appropriately enough 
showing that Scotland stands where it i 
did, House took up consideration of the : 
Scotcli Education Bill. Gn.usD moiedj 
amendment designed to substitute title | 
"Scottish" Education Department fori 
"Scotch. " Pledged his authority nsl 
Member of Edinbiirgh Dialectical Society 
that tlie word "Scotch" is liere out of 
place. In the ICd in burgh Directory 
tliere are 123 Scottish societies, only 
tliree Scotch. In Glasgow the propor- 
tion is almost prc<'iscly the same. 

Scot<'li Membere— or is it Scottish? — 
movetl uneasily in their places. Are 
dying for a fight with somobody ; e-ager 
to sliow their independence of Govern- 
ment authority, especially on matter of 
detail that would not involve Ministerial 
crisis. Happily Lohd Aijvocatk on 
Treasury Bench; saved situation by 
adroit turn. 

"Suppose," he said, "the Hon. Member, 
feeling atbirst after this discussion, were 



to go to the bar off the Inner I/ihhy and 
ask tor ' Four of Scottish,' would he get 
what he wanted ? " 

Tliat settled the matter. Tlte Scottish 
— I mean the Scotch — are above all 
things a nation amenable to reason. Not 
only was Report stage of Bill forthwith 
passed, but the third reading was by 
pennissioQ taken. 

Home of Lords, Friday. — YoiNO 
Weuvss sealed at the Table wilh liand 
to ear is not really trying to catch tlie 
words falling from the Ups ot the noble 
lord on his Tegs. He is dwelling with 
satisfaction on the prospect ot the long 
aroi of Justice presently reaching a 
I Government who, the other nigbt, re- 
, sisted a resolution jointly composed by 
I Itous and himself insisting on the creation 
I of an Army capable of meeting the 
' enemy in the gate. A fair-minded man, 
with a w>ul above Party politics, he 
admits that the present Government is 
not alone in its guilt. A little more than 
three ycai-s ago, Phinck Arthur being 
then Premier, backed by a host in Lords 
and Commons, he had submitted a reso- 
lution identical in spirit with that moved 
on Monday by Bobs. What happened? 
At instance of Lamsdowne, then Leader 
of House, it was unanimously adopted. 
What followed in way of practical result ? 
Why, nothing. 

Still the late Government had jwlitely 
accepted what the present one rudely 
refused. And now tliey were about to be 
hammered out on the anvil ot their 



principal nieaBiire, for which the CW 
mons had ninde the great sacrifice of m 
Autumn Session. 

Anyhow YoLtNO Weuvsb had donel.is 
duty, had stood manfully by thfl si.j: 
of comrade Bobs, reinforcing his Resdc' 
tion with a detachment of his c«d 
passed in July 1905. Tlie frien(iiLi: , 
between these veteran warriors is toucli- ^ 

'any- medalled Bobs aometimesafferi;' 
to envy YoLNO Wkmyss one of lii.-' 
Ledals. It is certainly unique, not onlj i 
I its history, but, when we remember; 
War Office custoni in these mattere, U | 
the promptness of ita distribution, li 
won at Waterloo. Young ^Vemt.-j 
galloping in the charge on th 
i: jiPERon's Old G uard tliat turned die IrJt ' 
f battle. On hie right rode "Hon"! 
DoREEN ot the Fifih- Halfway in the- 
deadly course a cannon ball hteralljj 
doubled Doreen up. At the Kamf| 
moment Youkg Weu^-ss felt a blow tin 
one ot his right ribs which he took lot 
a spent ball. i 

Returning to his quarters after Bwi- 
PARTE had fled, he found, sticking i-- 
his tunic under h'a right elbow, rie' 
.. ._ driven in so far that it touciwJi 
hia flesh, a half-crown piece. Wbw 
tlie cannon ball strock "HrcKET,""; 
sent ihe coin spinning out ot his pocket, 
wilh the remarkable result recoHed. 
To tbia day, visitors at Elcho Caslle, 
Perth, are shown the coin reposing on 
a velvet cushion under a glass case. 

But that is another story. To be 
precise, it is one of Sabk's. 

Busineta done. — Licensing Bill trnw 
out on Second Beading by 272 voles 
agaiDst 9S. 





TSK 


Oebtlb O'Bfii 


What a 
daja of old 
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THE ARROGANCE OF WEALTH. 

Ixidy Gulf er (^aith great (uauranee). "IfiNB'B tub two-shillino ball!' 



IHE CAPERCAILZIE. 
Thoioh nieritinf? tlie Miisc's siiiilefi, 

I fear tlwt inid the odes directed 
To fowls iliat use our Hritish IpIcs 

TUe ca|ifircailzie 'a been neglected ; ' 
Faute, then, de tnleux, perliiipa tliis flow 
Of gentle tribute will not be tie imp? 
'Mid tracts o! barren Scottish hill. 

Where pinea affiiiifit tlie lie;\th look murky, 
The cnpercail/.ie njunm iit will 

In size much like a Christnins turkey ; 
Although there may Ije times when you 
Will Iiincy him nt least as big as two. 
For haply, when the beaters stir 

Tlie roedcer through the firs and larcheB, 
Yim 'U hear a terrifying whirr, 

And down the gloomy forest arches 
The capercailzie hurtles on, 
And, ere you 've braced your ncives, again is g( 

Now, had you shot him in tlio bead. 
There's just a cliance you might have 
dropped him ; 
A quarter of a pound of load 
Elsewhere, I know, would scarce have 
stopped him. 
He 'II often go away and thrive 
On half a shooting party's "' number five." 



Andci 
Hen 



when ]'ouget the bird 

r wins the gourmet's favoi 



And London dealers, so I 've heard, 

Ascribe to him a curious flavour 
Suggestive of a chunk of wood, 
Which spoils him as a marketable food. 

Yet ha? lie merits after all. 

For, stuffeil and safe from shots and shoutings, 
lie '11 dominate your Ixindon hull, 

.\n(l hint at pleasant Northern outings 
Whene'er you see his haughty face 
tilare from the glazed recesses of his case. 



The Joumaliatic Touch. 
Result of Mr. Punch'* fireat Competition : 
First Pt'uc : 

"TheHB alax, were depleted— nearly decimated in taet -as out of 200 
choriHlcm only about 70 rea ponded. "— S/ieffif Id Daily I'degrapli. 
Iloiioiiivibly Slenliiinrd: 

" A ntilwny Keniials' concert in Huddersfield without Mr. VTilliam 
Bil^f as a Boloint niiuld, iE it bod not uL'ciirred once, be nn uiiLc^ut 
'■ -Iluddfrxfield l-hronklc- 






" Ol the two well-kitovru hyinnit 'Lend, kiudly Light.' nnd ' Cros!<inf; 
IheBnr,' WtKley, in the preface to hJH own lijnui-lxx^k , said: 'Hore 
ix Lio doggerel ; uo bloltlios : nothing put in to pnlcli n|i the rhjme.' " 
Yurkeliire Kivnhg Poet. 

In the next issue lookout for Cowpeb'b commenis on Kipling's 
" IleccRHJonal." 

ilio 



" Reporla oI the murder ol King Feler wore ajircid Uironghout 
moiuurliy yesterday, but a telegram from Belgrade says tlint nolli 
unuBual ban oocinred."- The Daily Tclegmpli. 
This looks as though the reports might be Irue. 
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JOTTINGS OF A SMALL HOLDES. 

Aran. 

Operatiohh commenced on tUe first of 
tliis month I am not euperstitioun, but 
wish I had put the inaugural occasion off 
to the first of any oilier month instead. 
Ifove at once received cause for disap- 
pointment, not to gay cliagrin. Ihe 
Agent from wliom I purchased the place 
in the first spnsm of L^nd Hunger, 
assured me it was light loMm. It turns 
out to be heavy clay. Perhaps not quite 
so much will he said in future about the 
swindling of countrymen who come up 
to Town. 

Have had hard work thia 
mcmth, the labour being quite 
strange to me. Have etockod Ihe 
Holding with three cows, some 
pigs, a lioTse, a dog, some fowls, 
&c., hut it all appears as strange 
to tliem as to me, and we seein to 
pass a lot ot time staring at each 
other, as if we don't know where 
we are. I suppose we shall settle 
down in time. At any rate, I 
must remember that I am a 
Pioneer. 

I understand that a revenue of 
£600 per acre can be obtained by 
the French Intensive system of 
cultivation, and I have purchased 
the chassis and cloches necessary 
for one acre ot land, Old- 
fhshioned inhabitants of the dis- 
trict are much nmuse<l at this 
branch of my undertaking, but 
" lie lauglis be«t who laughs 
last." The profits from this acre 
alone will more tlian coi-er the 
expenses of the entire Holding. 

May. 

Have been much impeded in 
piy operations this month, the 
weather not being ideal. It 
should have rained in April, but 
remained diy. ITie land is now 
saturated with daily downpours 
of rain, and greit clods of clay 
stick to the soles of my hoots, 
making progress about the land diflficult. 
I must take to wearing heavy boots, ah 
though Idetebt them : light ones, though 
covere<l by golosbes, are unsuitable. 

A man named MiU£B from the village 
offered to milk the cows for me, but I 
declined, desiring, as a true Pioneer, to 
carrj' out all the work mvself. My 
success with the cows has been small, 
liowever, as I find fhey have an inex- 
plicuhle antipathy to me, and make the 
task quile a dangerous one. I think I 
sliatl take on Miij£B, after all. 

I understand that the French Inten- 
sive system ol cultivation is already 
being discussed seriously in the village. 
I am indeed a Pioneer.'and, as I have 
before written, "he laughs best who 



laughs last." I have just read of a cnge 
where an acre of hitherto unprodtn-tive 
land has returned no less than I'SOO in 
one season worked on this remarkable 
system. On this basis, I already see my 
Small Holding grown' to a proud Estate 
of many acres, with noble mansion, 
hunting and fishing ; and myself a J. P. 
of the county. 

June. 
I lost my horse this month. A hig 
thunder-storm at night did some Ferious 
damage U> the stable roof. I found poor 
old Tom next morning standing; in about 
three or four inches of water, and I don't 




suppose he had bad a wink of sleep. 
Pneumonia, complicated by acute rheu- 
nmtism, ensued, and allhouxh I procured 
the best veterinary aid obtainabln, he 
grew gnidually worse, and at iengtli 
succumbed. This is a sad blow lo my 
enterprise. Miller's father, who is the 
oldest inhabitant of the villagp, came up 
just after poor Thomas's deaih, and 
was much affected. He said he and 
Thomas had been playmates together as 
j'oungstei-a, and his eyes were dewy with 
tears aa he contemplated tln" dead body 
of his old companion. I think, bi.wever, 
tliat UiLLEB Senior must be mistaken in 
this matter, as the man wbo sold the 
horse to me gave Thomas's age as elgiit 
years only. 



Utli£B gets plenty ot milk from iL^ 
cowrt, but unfortunately I ban bwi| 
unsuccessful in obtaining a market fa 
ii, and have been obliged to ask ibe 
Cottage Hispital to accept the snidiis-l 
which is the bulk. However, I WiUt 
think it fair of them to make iiie ddtrrt 
it and liavd more than once been on H* 
brink of pointing this out to them. 

July. 
A craze has set in throughout l]ii« 
district for the French Intensive meilK-: 
of cultivation, and quite a Dumber 
of cloiJics have disappeared from m; 
Holding. I did Dot doubt that m; 
example would be followpd ib 
course of time, but all tLis ru- 
thusiasm will certainly bnre lix 
effect of ruining me moiall'i 
or materially, for I must eiihei 
lo^^e what' I have speol oo iht^ 
cloches, or resteal tbeee arlKki 
where I can find them. 

Have had to turn to iaj- 
mnking. Had friends down i 
ass st in this liejlth-giTing lab?'- 
I saved nothing by tbis pL 
however, as entertaining tlifi- 
friends has come a good lifjj, 
more expensive than tifJi;: 
hands. However, we have lit ! 
a rather good time tliis ntonir- 1 
Pioneering can be deadly dnlL 
unless you bring a few trifnd;; 
along now and again. 

I hope there ia nothing it'" 
mfltterwiththepigs. Theydoiil. 
seem over well. It will ipicf' 
be disappointing if aoytbiog i' '■ 
wrong, as they are just getliwl 
ripe for turning into pork m, 
bacon. I 

August. ' 

The pigs have got me i«'' 
trouble widi the nu[hontiM.»iiJ| 
it appears I am liable levari'"', 
fin^s. I am only just begmnaf ■ 
to learn how absurd are f(^l 
of the laws on the statute bucb i 
All Ihe pigs Lave been desCoM I 
and I am spoken of wilh opt^ ■ 
brium because thcv coatracted s^ut 
fever! What kind of fever do ">'^' 
people imagine to be tlie nght «« 
for pigs? I cannot help being_ar'l 
casttc. I am beginning to lose patio"* , 
all round. , i ■ 

I am gLid to say tkit two acres waif" 
I cleared, ploughed and sowed wif' I 
enormous amount ot toU sho««'S<^^^[ 
coming forward. Green shoolfl are w . 
seen everywhere- Tliey >hoM w P*' I 
tois. I hope they are potatoes. , 

A disaster has happened '°™*^^ 
rick. It has taken fire, and not « '^ 
of it has been snved, H »PI*"'*'Lr 
unless stacked in Uie pi^Pf jj^^f, 
combustion may generate in the w^^ 
a hayrick untU it spontaneous^^l^; 
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Tlif Hero (fijehtij ll.e t/irt 



ont iDlo flame. Never again almll my 
Town friends do my haymaking. 

Septemder, 

A new enemy has appeared this montli 
in the shnpe of foxes. My fowls have 
been decimated, and Miller says it is 
tlic work of foxes. But what I cannot 
ctiniprebend ia how the foxes succeeded 

forcing tlic padlocks. MiLifUfClilating 
on the cunning of foxes, says that they 
have been known to be capable of feats 
that would be man-ellous even for hm 
beings. This may be true, but it wonld 
not be so marvelbuir fur a human being 
to pick a lock. 

Did some rabbit shooting this month, 
but the creatures in tliis part seem to be 
Bpecially trained to a^d guns. I 
thought f liad killed a fine one— i\ hare, 
perhaps — but it turned out t« l»e my 
neighbour's dog. I quietly buried it ; 
and my neighix>ur made a tremendous 
liulluballoo all over the place. I have 
kept discreetly quiet. And now, witli- 
otit any proof, or, for that matter, with- 
out any expressed suspicion, he lias 
delibemtcly shot my dog, and I ata 
obliged to keep quiet about that too. 

The potatoes liave come up, and turn 



out to be mangels. I felt there was 
aomething vague about the arrange- 
ment when I purchased the seed. 

Octodeb, 

The milk has given out, and I have 
decided to give up cowa. I have 
received a proposition from the Cottage 
Hospital which I regard as somewl^t 
one-sided. They ask for a substantial 
monetary snbicriptioQ in lieu of the 
milk. 

Mi[j.FJt also is looking to me for some- 
thing to take the place of his milking 
job : he says he took it on to accom- 
modate me, and lost other employment 
of a lucrative nature in consequence. 
This is hardly credible, seeing that 
during the first month he would lean 
over my fence watching me at work 
all day, doing nothing himself. He 
baa further stated that the law in the 
country parts, under some Wild Birds 
and Gamekeepers Act, is that if you 
employ a man for the summer months 
you must continue to employ him 
during the winter. ^ don't believe 
this, but suppesQ ^ cannot escape the 
responsibility iiojj-itgd. 



KOTEHBER. 

Have balanced up luy books this 
month, and have produced a Profit 
and Loss aeconnt. It shows a net 
profit of no less than £1,243 Us. Id. 
This, however, includes the sum of 
£1,500 left to me by an uncle in the 
month of June. 

Have decided to winter in Town, 



Tli« FeMitnista. 

" The Btore o£ heot in the eun could not laat 
for ever. It irould give out in time. The 
Bun vould grndualty (vx4, and with the extinc- 
tion oF the snn all life on (he earth become 
imposailile. (Applnuse.) " — Tlie Failaaorth 
Cu-openilice Meeseiigfr. 



" ApiJeyanl, (he evKewcaslle-OldhBin pivot, 
'ho ill liJH ivonderinge has graduiiled buvk to 
18 birthplace, appeared for (jrimsby." — Keic- 
aeilc Jminial. 

' Going home by degrees," as a less 
nspirwl paper would have put it. 



■■Tbe branch di-isembled nt 11.20 p.m., the 
union I)cinR geneml!)' expreh*p"l that all had 
lent a most proQlaUc eveiiinK-"— Tin! CUrk. 

low well wo know that sort of 
iesumbling. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mt. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerkg.) 
Mr. ALvurice Hewlctt has been chnlleased, on this page 
and elsewhere, t« write a modern novel, and now, in Halfway 
House (Chapman akt> Um.l\ lie has piuked up the glove. We 
all wanted to know what Merculio would look like off the 
hoard)), and here we have him in homespun tweeda. Well, 
let it bo said at once that he retains a coaeiderable air of 
diBtinction, hut it must be added tliat the artificial atmosphere 
of the coetunie-play Rtill hangs about him. Some of the 
minor charact«r8, it is true, smack of reality — a pleasant 
Rector, his not so pleasant wife, and, most of all, the young 
man Duj^sit, who exercises a sinister mesmerism over the 
very plastic and siisieptible heroine. But neither she herself, 
nor her husband, seems to correspond to any recognisable type. 
A little minx of a governess, ctHumonplace and provinciiU, 
we meet her first at a parish treat catching prisoners in the 
game of " Onuigea and Lemons." " It is the strife of love in 
a dream .... for what cuddling girl but mimics there the 
transports she is to know one day?" (How Hewlettian a 
touch !) After a course of innocent spooning (I can think of 
no other word sufficiently 
banal) with just any youth 
who happens to be handy, 
she marries, for no particu- 
lar reason on either side, an 
elderly gentleman of pon- 
derous habit and rich estate, 
and at once develops, as to 
the manner bom, into the 
assured chatelaine of a great 
country house. With equal 
suddenness she becomes 
enamoured of Nature and 
the Open Road, and throws 
in her lot witli an amateur 
Itomany, itinerant in a cara- 
van. The influence of Mr. 
Thoha.1 Hakdy is traceable 
here, just as the literary 



in the time which the autlior allows it. 
and the effect are very pleasant 



)ut the process 




Approaching the task of depicting the story of Nuie 
SoAH, ihe Turkoman soldier of fortune' who, niounlia^ 
the throne of Persia ns recently aa the eighteenth ct-nUiry, 
almost rivalled the conquering inarches of KiNC. Overs. 
Sir MoRTiMEn Duhano halts between two opinions. Sliall 
he treat the subject in the ordinary form of biography, or 
shall he write a romance, with the ruthless soldier ia 
hero? He chooees the latter, more difficult, way, and has 
admirably succeeded. In Nadir Shah (Conbtablb), whiki 
presenting a full, informing account of tbe inarrdlous 
campaign that at one time promised to throne the Persian 
on Uie Bosphorus, he permits himself, unfettered by the 
shackles of historic fact, to introduce a love episode. 
Furthermore, there are sketches of Peraian scenes and 
chnractera which, out of place in a liistorical recaard, lend 
chann to the pages of romance. One finds iu NAnia &ae 
a prototype of NaPoi.eon, who was horn a few years alter 
the Turkoman's' tumultuous career was closed by tlie 
assassin's dagger. There was the same inllitar^- capecilj. | 
the same painstaking preparation, the same swiftness and; 
concentration when at liy ' 
appointed moment the U*/ 
fell. In personal chantrl 
there was the same iE,-svl 
ousness, the snine thw4>\ 
selfishness, the same rrini-' 
less cruelty where prim* I 
or public ends were to It! 
son'ed. It does not ksn 
a pleasant diapter in "tbej 
proper stiidy of mankind.' I 
But it is fascinating. 



I 

It must, I thiok, be isthn ' 

nice to be Mr. E n h c s :- 

FitAKCtB Si-nj.^R ; not, hon- ' 

ever, because he has writtei ' 

Qlentyre. (Buckwood), bm 

because, having done so, hts 

task power of self-appreciation, and perhaps also tbe spplansr 

such as to persuade him that thf 



style, at fiist and before the author grew weary of hi . . , 

and pushed the pace, shows evide^ice of the influence of Mr. of his friends, 

Gi!X)RaE Merriiitu. The book lias much charm, especially general public would derive ais-shillingc^ worth of 



when it brings us in touch with the delightful metfiotia of 
the gentleman-gipsy ; but it would scarce have served 
make the reputation which Mr. Hewletf has long ago won 
the field of archaic romance. 



In 69, Bimam Road (Hoddek ANT> Stouqhton), Mr. Pett 
RiDOE tells the story of a simple suburban circle. It 
embraces Ella and Fred Hartley (who is known at the office 
as " Pants-the-Heart "), their menage, their relations, their 
friends ; but one need hardly say that there is much more 
in the manner than in the matter. Mr. Pett Ridoe has 
two ways of rehiting occurrences, and either way you feel 
that they really are occurrences. lie reports the actual h 



tainment from its perusal. How splendid to have friend- 
like that ! Did they actually laugh, one wonders, at the 
crocodile mistaken for b prehiatorio nionster, or nt tt-- 
habit, common, apparently, to all tbe author's personngee 
of tumbling down upon the very slightest provocaiiou'- 
Enviously, and with the best will in the world, . I mtts: 
confess my inability to folbw them. Indeed, to epe^k bj 
the book (a sufficiently weighty fashion in this iostance! 
the attempt to make a Scots Cravford of the vilUg\ 
chronicles of Glentyre seems to have been doomed to fuluiF 
fi'om the outset. Honestly, Mr. Sellar has not quite the 
touch for this kind of thing; and though, to do him justice. 
' and there traces of a genumely comic idea are dit- 



worda (tor the majority of his occun-encts are conversa-jcemible— the old lady who has been told that she " under- 
tions); or he presents thera obliquely with a scaredy dis- stands gentlemen" is a case in point— his huniour i\a\ 
cernible commentary, as when, the baby being more than | be compared to a very small Scotch diluted with sucli = 
seriously iU.^J'a curate called and left word with Fiorris , prodigious quantity of flat wordiness that the result w.-t 

1^^^^ ^ j^ insipid. Still, it is always dangerous to di^ 



that it was all ordered for the best." "Left word" is Mr. 
Pett Ridge's comment, and its briaf presentment of the 
curate's business-like smugness is typical. The family gets 
Fred, indeed, develops from a state in which Ella, 
late a school teacher, scarcely allows him to speak in com- 
pany for fear of howlers, to one in which she is at a loss 
for a word meaning gentleman to describe bim. I am not 
quite sure whether this change • ■ -■ • 



matise upon humour, and possibly amongst me impressicai- ' 
able folk north of tie Tweed even the funniments of Uientyrt ^ 
may earn their tribute. i 



luL no cautie has ever yet adtmnc«d by lUHse; aonnd mi g a i mrm'- 
the day."— Tht Globe. 
Id actually be wrought How these political writers lova to contradict themsdv^. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Kensihqtoit, according to the birth- 
rate figures just published, is suffer- 
ing from a aarioua dearth oi babies. 
It has been suggested that, in order 
to attract the little mites, posters 
shall be issued drawing attention to 
the collection of Queen ViCTORtA'a 
dolls which are on permanent ex- 
hibition at Kensing- , 
too Palace. i 



Realising how i 
keen It the public j 
would be d i s a p- 
pointed in the event , 
of no Italian - 
American match | 
taking place, Lieu- 
tenant Casako, an 
aide - do - camp to 
the Duke of the 
Asnuzzi, has, we are | 
informed, now be- 
come engaged to Miss 
Leland, of Boston, 
U.S.A. 

• 4 

One has heard a 
good deal recently ' 
about male millinery 
in connection with 
ritualistio churches, | 
but the following pas- 
sage from a deecrip- 
tion of a wedding I 
which appears in the 
pages of Truth I 
would seem to show 
that laymen are now | 
entering into rivalry ' 
with the clergy: i 
' The elders were in ! 
blue satin Direo- j 
toire gowns, with j 
Baehea of violet satin ' 
and broad - brimmed 
violet satin hats with ' 
bunches of violets 
for triniDiing." 



funds of the Feline Defence League's 
Home at Islington, replied that he 
did not approve of the SuSragettes. 



The steward who was bitten by a 
Suffragette at Cubitt Town wlien he 
put his band over her mouth is re- 
covering, and it is thought that the 
Suffragette will not have to be shot. 



1 Wkj 



Kii'xjhl Erraiit. " Ho ! ViHLCT ! Habt « 



r WEEK, biB Kniuht, 



says a contemporary. These aero- 
nauts are always having accidents. 

Ou the 30th ult., with criminal 
thoughtlessness, several of our well- 
informed newspapers drew attention 
to the fact that we had had no fogs 
in November. The result, which 
might have bocn foreseen, was to 
put the weather on its mettle, and 
wo had a beauty on December 2nd. 

A vulgar old gentleman, on being 
asked last week to contribute to the 



" There is no woman in the world 
who, when she starts out shopping, is 
capable of spending so much money 

as the American woman," says a 
writer in The Daily Mail. May we, 
as the husband of an English woman, 
protest against these thoughtless 
words as being calculated to promote 
foolish emulation 7 

" All these uatb eeddged," says 
the notice in a ohapelier'a window, 
and mere men are left wondering 
what their siee was originally. 

S B 



In the course of a case at the 
Westminster County Court it was 
mentioned that at Drury Lane scene- 
shifters sometimes earn as much as 
£4 a week. The stage as a profes- 
sion evidently offers better prospects 
than one had imagined. 

" Reliable motor-cars may now be 
bought for under £200," says a oon- 

' — — -, temporary, "and 

they have thus been 
brought within the 
reach of all." But 
what we want arc 
motor-cars that wti 
can get out of the 
reach of. 



Next year, we are 
told, the Govern- 
ment will give us 
some Poor Laws, lo 
those who think that 
any laws, however 
poor, are better than 
no laws, this should 
be good news. 

The Rev. Dr. Clip- 
Fouo has been 
threatening to 
organise Passive Re- 
sistance among lu- 
Qome Tax payers 
until the House of 
Lords is abolished. 
The rumour that Mr. 
Lloyd • GEoRas is 
enchanted with his 
friend's idea is uu- 
confirmed. 



Meanwhile the 
House of Lords' 
scheme for reforming 
itself has been un- 
folded. It is pro- 
posed to reduce its 
membership by about 
one-third. This oer- 
in HUB ri]R»sT?"| ^^^y narrows the 
T HY WIN fiiJioN ^'^P^ ^^ ^^ dispute 
I between the two 

' Chambers, reducing 

it to a matter of figures. But it is 
still doubtful whether a Government 
amendment disposing of the remain- 
ing two-thirda will be a compromise 
acceptable to the Upper House. 

* 4 

From Votes for Women :. — 

"SUFFILVaETrE leaving li..llowiij- Priw-n 
OQ ibe :;8Ui inst. (leBires post na SECRETARY, 
or would undcrlake tyi>oiTriliiig at homp." 
We suspect that this lady's ideal 
would be to combine both alterna- 
tives by taking the post of Home 
Secretary. 
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THE SMOKER'S FRIEND. 

{A Recent Correapondenee.) 
1. 

Memo, fkou Messrs. Bobinson, 
CiQAR Shippers. 

My deae Sir, — ^We have been very 
ansiouB at cot having beard from you 
for Dearly a year. We trust that you 
are in good health and that do illnesB 
or bereavement has kept you from 
writingtous. Aeyouknow, itisourone 
ambition to satisfy you in the matter 
of cigars, and your long silence en 
this subject has naturally made us 
apprehensive. Until v/e bear from 
you, however, we shall refuse to 
believe that the last lot you bad from 
us were fatal. 

Write to us frankly on the subject. 
How did you like the cigars we sent 
you last Christmas? Were they 
brown enough? Did they smoke to 
a finish strongly? Our third ship- 
per, who went to Havana especially 
to select this lot for you, writes us 
that in this respect they were fit for 
an Ambassador or (we may add) an 
Actor Manager. What is it, then, 
that you are keeping back from us? 
Perhaps you could not light them? 
If this was the case you should Lave 
written to us before, and we would 
either have sent you others of a more 
porous qufthty or forwarded you our 
special gimlet, with which you could 
have brought about the necessary 
draught. Lay bare your heart to us 
about these cigars. Do you mind 
the green spots? 

A connoisseur like yourself will of 
course understand that, though we 

fuarantee that all the cigars sent out 
y us can be smoked, yet the quality 
ot the cigar must necessarily vary 
with the price. This being so, per- 
haps you would care to try g slightly 
higher-priced cigar this time. We 
have referred to our books and we 
see that last year we had the pleasure 
of sending you a box of our famous 
FloT di Cabajo at 8s. 6d. the hundred. 
A nicer-coloured cigar Is the Blanco 
Capello at 9s. Od. ; but we are hoping 
this Christmas that you will see your 
way to giving our celebrated Pompa- 
doTOs, at £5 the hundred, a trial. 
They have all the features of the 
Cabajo which you approved, together 
with a breadth and charm of flavour 
of their own. May we send you a 
box of these? 
Our other special lines are: — 
The / am Coming — a spirited 
young cigar at Ts. 6d. the hundred, 
of which we enclose a sample. 

The Maflana — prompt and impres- 
sive — lOs. the hundred. (Note. — 
This ciyar has a band.) 



The There and Back — a good 
steady cigar. Only lOs. 6d. Never 
comes undone. 

However, we are quite sure that 
none of these will appeal to such a 
fastidious palate as yours must I e 
now, and that we may confidently 
rely on your order for a box cf 
Pompadoroa. 

We may say that if you should un- 
fortunately have completely lost your 
taste for cigars we shall be happy to 
send a box to any friend of yours. 
Nothing could make a more accept- 
able present, and nothing would en- 
dear your friend to you so completely, 

Now please write to ua and tell us 
what you feel about it. We desire 
to malte friends of our customers; 
we do not wish our business to be 
a mere commercial undertaking. 
Talk to us ae freely as you would to 
your old college chum or. fellow-club- 
man. We insist on being of service 
to you. 

Hoping to hear from you within a 
day or two, We are, etc., 

Robinson & Co. 



Memo, fbou Mb. 

Deae old Fhiend, — A thousand 
thanks for your dear letter and the 
book with the pictures. Upon my 
word, I don't know which of the 
cigars I like best; they all look so 
jcTly. Are they photographs or 
water-colours? I mean, are they 
really as brown as that? I like the 
tall one on page 7. I see you say 
that it smokes strongly to a finish. 
This is all very well, old friend, but 
what I want to know is. Does it hang 
at the beginning at all? Some of 
these cigars with a strong finish are 
very slow forward, you know. 

Many thanks for the sample. Bless 
you, old pet, I don't mind the green 
spots. What do they mean? That 
the cigar isn't quite ripe yet, I sup- 
pose. But I think you overdo the 
light -brown spots. Or are they 
lucky, like those little strangers in 
the tea? 

Yes, I think I must have some of 
your PompadoTos. Send a box at 
Christmas to Mr. Suitqsoh, of 199, 
Comhill, with our love — yours aad 
mine and the third shipper's. I 'II 
pay. Not at all, old cnap ; it 's a 
pleasure. He sent me some last 
Christmas ; as it happened, I left 'em 
in the train before I had smoked one ; 
but that wasn't his fault, was it? 
I 'II get some for myself later on, it I 
may. You won't mind waiting? 

Dear old soul, you make a mistake 
when you say I had some cigars from 
you last year. I assure you I 've 



never heard of your name Ull Uhit-, 
That was why I didn't write on jo^ 
birthday. You '11 forgive me, im- 
you? 

Now it is your turn to write. It. 
me all about yourself, and jcr- 
children, and the third shipper, ur. 
the light-brown Bpots and everythin,- 

Cheero I Your very loving fnend. 



Dear Sie, — We have received jok 
esteemed order, which Bhall U 
promptly executed. Though tb^ 
Pompadoroa will not be despatched lo 
your friend till Cbristmss the; an 
now being selocted and will be put 
aside to mature. 

We have referred again to out 
books and find that a bca ol am 
celebrated young Cabaioa was indeal 
despatched to your address last jur, 
on the advice of Mr. SutTHSos, d 
199, Comhill. This was nbj k 
wore so anxious at your long Biascr 
We are, etc., Bobinson 4 Co. 

4. 

Dear old Spobt, — I am afraid *- 
misunderstood my last letter, lu 
Pompadoroa are for myself; it rat 
hundred / am Cominga whicb ! 
wanted for my friend Mr. Smithsos. 
I muBt tell you a funny thing aboui 
him ; as a pal of both of us }<>'' 
will be interested. He collects of?! 
bands ! I have no use for tbem ni- 
self; so, if it ian't troubling ;<ki, 
would you send the Pomfiim 
bands to him, as the 1 am Comi^ 
haven't any of their own? You migoi 
put them on the cigars to Esn 
packing. Ever your devoted, 

A. A.M. 



Immediately, if not Boonar. 
Mr. Haldane, distributing tte 
prizes to the men of the 13th (Km- 
sington) Bat£ahon County of London 
Begiment last night, said that the 
modem division was not worth any 
thing unless it was so constructw 
that it could be rapidly and eWU.r 
mobihsed and used to anticipate m 
stroke, so that the eounter-strote cf 
defence might be given fir**' " 
Daily Mail. 

The Unaectarian ^irit 

" Ibrobim Bey Nabih. Mndir of Bebffi. r''| 
. the Uinkters duriim hit utort 0*)' ' 



"Aleusdra THEiTBE, SaErFiEU> 
Next Week :-The Girl "ho ffnctel'" 
Home (Isl viBit)."— SAe,JWJ Telt^^ 
She might have waited till she ]"«'. 
the family better. 
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OUR HONOURED DEAD. 



SHAKsrEAHE, "TAIJCINO OF P09TEniTY~THEY DID SaY SOMETHING ABOUT A NATIONAL THEATRE FOR ME; 
lUr.NUTUINa SEEMS TO HAPPEN. WHAT HAVE THp.y DONE FOR YOU?" 

MiLTOs, "OH, I'M ALL BIGHT. EVERY THREE RiitJOE-ED YEARS THEY GIVE ME A BANQUET AT THE 

^^^^KPPMRB. "LliCKY DOG!" 



MANSION HOUSE." 



y Google 
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MILTON EXAMINATION PAPER. 

[We underetand that the Aldermen and other guett$ j/reBint at the 
lyird Moyor'x Banquet in celehratioa of M'lUon'e lereentenary vitl be 
eifxeled lo hand in icrillea anticera to the fiMojnag queetiona before 
being alloiced to leave the Mansion House.'] 

1. Wbite down an; five consecutive lines frora Paradise 

Loet. 

2. State your views as to the proper coDBtniction of sn 

Epic, giving illuatratioDB from Homer, yiROfL, 
Dante and Mr. Alfred Austin. 

3. Write ten lines in the Epio style on one of the fol- 

lowing Bubjeots: — 

(o) The Lord Mayor. 

(b) The Lord Mayor's Coachman. 

(c) The City Bemembrancer. 

(d) A Liveryman. 

(e) A Turtle before Capture; 

4. " —fed 
With Naphtha and Aaphaltus." 

Qive the context, and state whether you consider the 
diet a good one. Trace any historical connection 
between Aspbaltus and Old Broad Streot, and give 
six other trisyllabic words used by Milton. 

5. " Soft she withdrew; and like a wood-nymph light, 

Oread or Dryad, or of Delia's train, 
Betook her to the, groves." 
Writs a concise, but respectable, description of Oreads 
and Dryads. If you saw an Oread in Cheapside 
what conclusion would you come to? If four 
Dryads lived in Westboume Grove what would be 
the effect on those who shop there? 

6. Who had a " privy paw," and what dtd be do with it? 

Have you ever seen a two-banded engine at the 



door? If so, describe it and say wherein (a) it 
resembles, (b) it differs from, the engine mentioned 
by Milton. If you had a mantle blue would you 
twitch it? If not, why not? What happened to 
the owner of the mantle to-morrow? 

7. '■ The cynosure of neighb'ritig eyes.'^ 

Have you ever seen a cynosure? Can it he eaten? If 
not, what is the good of it? What is its deriva- 
tion ? What does it mean anyhow ? 

8. " Or richest Rothschild, Finance's child. 

Issue his nativn banknotes wild." 
Is this a strictly accurate quotation? If not, correct it, 

9. Who dodged with whom betwixt Cambridge and The 

Bull, and who was half glad when be bad got 
whom down 7 

10. Who was " Cambuscan bold " ? Tell the second 

halt of his story in the style of the first half. 



Alonning Announcement at Portamoutli. 

" Ode Navy ajjd Ahmt 
PosiTivELT THE LtsT Wbei." 
So much for the declaratioog of the Government. 

"Tonng Gentleman iailind early in New Year for Anatralia, Ken 
Zealand, and Soath Pacific seeks another,"— Tfi; Morning Poet. 
This seems a long journey to make for what is, after all, 
quite a common article at home. 



"Cambridge began by preaaing, Wri^hl bringing oR n m 
dodging run, but he failed lo score unlil 10 niiimli-a bad elaiisPd. 

Cambridge Diiihj Xr<,e 
If he had gone straight for goal he would probably hav( 
got there sooner. 
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QUESTIONS OF THE DAY. 

Aa I tosBed my paper aside the 
ihabby little man opposite looked at 
me over hm black-rimmed pince-nez. 

" Pardon me, sir," he Baid, " but 
have you finished with your paper? " 

I passed it to him. 

" I thank you," he said, with pre- 
cise courtesy, and replacing the 
glasses on the tip of his nose he 
took out his pencil and began to looli 
dihgently through my DaSy Mail. 

" I take a keen interest in the 
questions of the day," he explained, 

and nowhere, I find, are they so 
plentiful as in the halfpenny Frees."' 
Hera he made a careful score agaioBt 
a headline on the third page. "I 
answer them all," he added, and, 
turning over the eheet, he marked 
the leading article also. 

" Indeed 1" I said, wondering a 
Uttle. 

" Yes. I feel I can do no other. 
It is but common courtesy ttrviake 
some polite reply- to questions that 
one may be asked, even by strangers, 
and especially to those asked by 
friends. Now take The Daily 
Ohronicle, for instance. I used to 
read The Chronicle long before it 
formed the hah it — the halfpenny 
habit, I call it — of asking questions. 
Well, The Chronicle is quite an old 
friend. You understand? So are 
The Mail and The Express, and the 
test. Therefore, when one of these 
old friends asks a question, I am 
bound, as a gentleman, to answer it. 

"Do you know that it was I who 
foretold the Boer War?" He 
waited for me to exclaim, which I 
promptly did. " Yea, sir; two days 
before hostilities began The Mail 
asked, ' Will there te war? ' and by 
return of post I sent a post-card 
Baying ' Yes.' And there waa wart " 

I congratulated him. 

" Another of my successes waB the 
break-up of the frost laBt winter. 
The Chronicle inquired on its poster 
one bitterly cold morning, ' Will the 
Frost hold? * I replied ' No '— 
written on an ordinary poBt-card, 
dashed off in a moment, no display 
or fuss, you understand — and within 
ten days, believe me or not as you 
please, the thaw came. 

" I am generally right. I was 
particularly successful — I trust I 
am not boring you, sir? Well, I 
was particularly successful with the 
question, ' Will the Government re- 
sign? ' During a period of two years 
I gave nineteen accurate replies out 
of a possible twenty-one. Of course 
I have my little joke sometimes. I 
well remember one of the papers 



asking (years ago, this was), 'Has 
the motor-car come to stop ? ' Like 
s shot I rephed, ' Yes.' D'you see 
it? I think I can claim to be the 
first to make that joke to a leading 
London daily. And when The Ex- 
press once asked, ' Do we eat too 
much?' I wrote, 'How should I 
know when you have never asked me 
to dinner? ' But they didn't take 
the hint. 

" Time alone will show whether 
I made an accurate forecast with 
my emphatic replyto ' Will Women 
get the Vote?' Only a fortnight 
ago I saw in one of the penny 
weeklies, ' Can a Man Live in London 
on a Thousand a Year? ' A thousand 
a year, sir; not sevcn-and-six pence 
a week. Well, I 'va had no experi- 
ence personally, but I made an 
intelligent guess, and rephed,' Yes.' " 

" I hope the papers appreciate 
your information," I said. 

" Lord bless you, I don't mindl " 
he exclaimed. "I don't want any 
thanks. Helping lame dogs over 
stiles, you know. Still, I gather 
that my replies give general satisfac- 
tion, for the questions as a rule are 
not asked again. I answered 524 last 
year, and up to date I have sent 
this year 492 replies." 

The ftrain stopped, and with a 
genial " Good day," he disappeared, 
without giving me a chance to ask 
if he happened to have among his 
relations anybody of the name of 

ASIITOM. 



CHICK-FOOD. 
By Aunt Kindly. 

Once again it is my pleasure to 
offer advice as to the best children's 
books of the year and point the way 
to happiness in the nurseries and 
pi ay -rooms of England, and once 
again I have called in' the expert 
assistance of a youthful reader, my 
httle daughter CissiE, who, though 
only a mite of seven, knows a good 
story and a good picture when she 
sees them as well as moat. 

To begin with, I may say again, 
as I always do, that never waa there 
auch a season tor children's books — 
so wilty and charming; never was 
there a time when it was SO delight- 
ful to be a chUd. 

Here, for example, is Willy and 
the Wnmps, one of the drollest and 
most fanciful works I remember to 
have read. The satire is delightful, 
especially in the scene where the 
hostess twits the King of Lollipop 
Land with his second divorce. 

We come to exquisite satire again 
in The Mototing Mice, one of those 



charming grotesque animal boob ol ' 
which the chicks never tire. The 
versos by Mr. Dewitt Easlib ue 
quite Oarrolleaque in their humcrar 
and finish, as this extract will abow: . 
llousie, lireuBC all endnreeH, j 

Wishes ho again were hntEeii 
How true that is! How many t! 
motorist (myself among them] his 
wished that after a vi^t to thei 
Bench. The pictures are delighl-> 
fully droll. | 

Tnere lie also on my table tbej 
latest Volumes in the darling Podgj , 
Books, the always fascinating Phi 
Pholios and the Pretty Pilules. The 
best of the new Podgies is, I thicb, 
The IViffy Wunlcaea; the beat Ptil 
Pholio is Boo-Boo and the Latym 
Bird, and the best Pretty Piiul« is 
The Story of Mr. Sammy Setpaii. 
the illustrations to which, Bhowing 
the merry little snake in his ne» 
trousers and tall hat smokbg hi^ 
first cigarette, and so forth, in 
irresistible. 

Of the stories for children, tli 
best I have read this year is 7hi 
Young Millionaire, a diverting narra- 
tive of the children of an Americsn 
finance king who are sent to Europe 
alone with a million pounds each to ; 
spend. This is most interestinglj 
and convincingly worked out, m ] 
should be very popular in enn ' 
English home this Christmas, irbicb I 
it is my hope will be spent happiij j 
by everyone, great and small! i 

I now make room for little CrssiE. | 
who writes ; " I have read The To§et I 
Tree, It is ripping. It is about » , 
little boy who plants a piece of toffee 
and it grows into a ripping tree, sua t 
all kmds of things like that. H » | 
ripping. There are some most beauti- 
ful pictures. I have read a "PP'^ , 
story called Long Hair and Shotl , 
Frock. It is about a little girl sm 
her adventures, and how the gipsiea , 
ran away with her, and how she ViS ^ 
tracked by her fox-terrier PJmpo «w : 
brought back. It is all ■f«^^' 
and ripping. Another ripping bot*| 
is The Wiggley Pigs, the history ol 
a family of pigs who go to the panto- 
mime, and nave a conjuror in w^ 
own sty, and delightful things m 
that, with the most beautiful pic- 
tures. I have read lots mora 
books, in fact I don't do anrthuW 
else, but these are the best, altboug|i 
all the others are ripping in places. 



"Meat WiBEAtm. 

Important Joint Conference. 

This was a passable joke once, I 
it won't do now. 
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Oorfnieae 
Tommy. ' 



CHATS ABOUT DEAR OLD 

LONDON. 

Paddington in the Fast. 

[Mr. Sahcei. Ti'BBrNH, of the Mcnrs, Hommer- 
HDiith. mMiiitiU Hiiiiie intereiitms exnerienres 
of bis i-arlj- voudi hi Clml No. SSl.-H'irfe 
aekwiirlcbjmKiU to " The titcuwg .Vein." 

1 REMEMBER the building of the 
present Houses of Parliament quite 
distinctly. I used to pass tnere 
every monung, and one da; I recol- 
lect seeing a cartload of stone slowly 
making its way to the site. There 
were two or three fairly large pieces 
of stone on the cart. No, I don't 
think I could identify them to-day, 
but my brother, who nad a job there 
as labourer for three weeks, might 
be able to tell you. The cart was 
drawn by horses, but these I expect 
have been dead Bome time, leastwise 
I haven't seen them since that day, 

The arrival of the news of Wel- 
Likgton's victory at Trafalgar came 
when we had my wife's sister's little 
girl staying with us. She had fallen 
downstairs the day before, haviog 
tripped over a bit of loose carpet, and 



was laying up on the sofa, and when 
I told her the news it would 'a' done 
your heart good to hear her laugh I 
Poor little thing, she 's married now, 
aud has a son who went to the bad 
and turned journalist. Faddiogton, 
where wo lived then, was right in the 
country, and to get to London wo 
used to have to cross a tittle stile 
close to where the left-luggage ofGce 
on the O.W.R. departure platform 
now is. I think they must have 
moved the stile when they built the 
station. 

There was no Daily Mail in those 
days. We just had to form our own 
opinions on everything and get along 
as best we could. 

The Hampstead Murder made a 
great sensation when I was a lad of 
fourteen. The murderer was hanged 
on my birthday — a Wednesday. 
They scorn to have lost the knack of 
catching 'em nowadays. 

No, 1 can't say that I remember 
Buckingham Palace wit /tout that 
circular green hoarding in front of 
it; that must have been there a 
very long time. " Queen Elizaeeth 



Memorial," or something like that, 
isn't it? 

My father took me to the " White 
City " of 1851, but I rather think we 
called it the Exhibition in those 
days. 

Taxicabs wore quite unheard of, 
and I remember as if it was yester- 
day, BO bo speak, when it was one 
blast for a four- wheeler and two 

blasts 

[.May wo add a third ?~Ed.] 



" .\ Young Moo WoDta Situation at Odd Man 
or Tnir Kutwe," 

Kirluu^r'iglilghire Adtrriuier. 

We have an old revolving cage, if 
he would care to come as three white 
mice. 



"Scliedule I. flxe<l the grant to coatracting- 

oiit schools on a alidLng-scale, bas«t on Ihe 
number of chilitren, which roofted from 4lj«, Od, 
trb^n Iherci npre more than 1,300 children in a 
school to idt. Crf. whou there wore betireen 30 
ami 50."— The .WorHiiiff Port. 
We can only attribute the failure of 
this slide to the mild weather. Any- 
how, it ^ows the futility of com- 
promise. 
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DAPHNE. 

Uere 's a tale from times called old«D, 'further qualified 
KB eoldeo, 
When toe gods on high OI^mpUB smocked of earth 
and BUiibumt tan. 
With their far from formal DryftdB. and their Oreads 
and Naiads, 
And the questionable doingB of the forest Courts ol 
Pan; 

At the era that I nrite on, in the whole of Greece no 
chiton 
Hid a contour more alluring or revealed bo fair 
cheek 
As the one which draped the figure, if, its folded classio 
rigour. 
Of a charming girl called Daphne, of a t;pe divinely 
Greek. 

I perhaps ma; also mention that her ejes were bluest 
gentian. 
While her hair was like the sunshine on the rippling 
wavea of wheat, 
And her face supplied a tbeeie for the shepherds' pas- 
toral pieces, '^ 
And the; laid their cboiceet garlands at her little 
sandalled feet. 

But, in Bpite of rustic sheep's eyes and hucolio winks 
and deep sighs, 
Daphne shunned alike the pastorals and posies of the 
herds 
For the lonely woodland places or for high and windy 
spaceB, 
For the music of the mountains or the singing of the 
birds. 

And it Bacchus and bis leopards roused the neighbour- 
ing nymphs and shepherds, 
When the BasBarid and Maenad made the Vale of 
Tempo ring 
With tbeir light and larky revels on the misty moonlit 
levels, 
Well, I rather fancy Daphne would avoid that kind 
of thing. 

So the empty weeks that passed her left her oold as 
alabaster, 
Till one day liy dark PeneuB where the laurel thickets 
are, 
With a certain shy ignition. Daphne met a tall musician 
Who in fact was young Apollo who had loved her 
from afar. 

Now, although his reputation gave some cause for cod- 

versatioQ, 

Still I think that bad she waited he 'd have won her 

at his ease. 

But, when he declared his title, in alarm at its recital 

She forsook his further wooing for the butterSies and 



Like the summer wind that passes. Daphne fled o'er 
flowers and grasses, 
For she heard tno rushing footsteps race across the 
Bcentod thyme, 
And in sudden panic ardour she implored the gods to 
guard her ■ 
From the words she vowed were nonsense and the kiss 
liho called a crime I 



And at ODce her Uthe form faltered and grew rigid, ud ' 

she altered 1 

To a bush of gleaming laurel in its dark pereiuiiaii 

green; ' 

And she grows beside the river where the rusbet dinll 

and shiver I 

With an everlasting murmur of tba things which: 

might have been I 

And when Autunm days are dying sod the wood ti full 
of sighing, 
When there 's sobbing in the pine tops and a murmur I 
in the firs, i 

Do we tax imagination if we say its lamentation 
Is our little Daphne crying for the love that was sot 
hers? 

* • * • • 

Should we want to pin a moral to this legend of (be 

laurel 

For the use of any dSbutanie on reaching sevenUen, 

It is : Don't be too unbending, or you '11 run the risk d[ 

ending • I 

Not a laurel, but a wall-flower — which is not an eia- \ 



nl 



ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

" Vacuum Cleaneb." — You are wrong in your ck. 
jecture that the Select Committee on the mending of tit ' 
House of Lords has had the advantage of expert K&(- 
tance from Mr. Henbx Arthuk-Jonbs, author of Deih 
Reforming Herself, a play that also turns upon tie 
subject of Bills. He was not consulted, and as the 
Committee had under consideration the question ol tm 
proving the quality of the Upper Chamber by tie 
creation of Life Peers from the ranks of djstinguiEhed 
Commoners a nice sense of delicacy precluded bim ftDm 
volunteering his advice. 

"A Lover of Teruektenaries. " — We are surpriwd 
and pained that you should only just have beard ol 
"The British Academy," which is conducting certain 
commemorations in honour of the Tercentenary of 
Milton. It is not, of course, the same as the Bojal 
Academy, though that, too, ■ is very British. " Tli^ 
British Academy " is a body of gentlemen repreeenta- 
tive of those departments of literature — historic, pbilo- 
Bophic and scientific — which have least to do with liien- 
ture proper, their only connection being that they tn 
compellcKl to express themselves through the medium of 
words. If Milton were living to-day they wouldn't loos 
at him. See lines on this topic p. 431. 

"Through a mask dabkly." — Many thankB for your | 
suggestion for a cartoon — Comut, as a Peer, pressing tl>^ | 
cup of Dissolution upon The Lady (Liberal Party), who ; 
declines it with great dignity. We are using oDother 
Milton subject this time, and must postpone yours ti" 
next tercentenary. 

■' War lN-t«< 

Of course, things have improved a good deal siiice our 
spirited young contemporary got hold of tbia piece oi 
news, and there seems every hope now of a quiet Cbri''' 
mas in Pimlioo. 

Tliere ate nliTBys a certain nmaber ot soakers ivlioge poUiw" *[• 
probably grcaler i£ ihey pass five publichouses tban if ibeyp** ''^' 
oac:'~-Tlie Times. 

It isn't the number they pass that matters, 1"^^ '"^ 
ibor tlicy can't got past. 



Decemder 9, 1908.] 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



STREET THRILLS. 
Has it ever occurred to you that 
celebritieB no less than yourself walk 
across roads, buy papers, hail caba, 
and liave their being? You may not 
havo thought of it; but once jou do 
think of it life is changed for you, 
and London becomes a new and 
wonderful city. I had not thought 
of it myself until this very last week, 
when I chanced upon nn article in 
The CkTonicle, in which occurred 
these Btimulating sentences: "This 
ignorance of the presence of cele- 
brated people in their very midst is 
SO characteristic of Londoners that it 
can be illustrated by scores of cases 
from one 's personal experience. 
Only last year, when Mabk Twain 
was the central figure in England, 
the greatest of living Americans 
drove down Fleet Street — Fleet 
Street! — in a curious little pony^ 
trap, and though his big white head 
challenged attention, nobody realised 
who he was." Isn't that extraor- 
dinary? But the worst of it is. The 
Chronicle doesn't say what the 
passers-by ought to have done had 
they recognised Mark. Something 
genial and oSensive, no doubt, to 
make him sorry that lie had come. 
Perhaps they ought to have taken 
the pony from the shafts and drawn 
him instead, or meruly have stared 
him into discomfort. 

Again: "Even playgoers, enthu- 
siastic celebrity hunters though they 
are, rarely identify this or that star 
of the stage in their habits as they 
walk or drive about the streets. 
One would think that Miss Edna 
May, as a passenger on the Under- 
ground, would have been — to use a 
fine, old, fruity phrase — the cynosure 
of all eyes, but it is doubtful whether 
two passengers iu the long car real- 
ised that the channing lady in the 
corner seat was the first queen of 
musical comedy." There is, of 
course, no excuse for playgoers not 
to recognise their gods and god- 
desses, considering the number of 
illustrated papers and picture-post- 
cards; but here, again, the two pas- 
sengers whose ignorance, or nice 
breeding, is so stigmatised by Th 
Chronicle are left iu the dark as to 
their proper line of conduct. Ob- 
viously they should have made it 
apparent in some way or other that 
they know, if only that Miss May 
might be made self-conscious and 
unhappy. 

Finally we have this: "Coming 
away from Nelson's tomb is Mr. 
Thomas Hardy, though none of the 
sightseers recognise in the slim, 



slight figure, with curiously dry, 
almost yellow-parchment, face, the 
creator of Tess and the epic poet of 
The Dynasis. One drops into the 
National Gallery to see the new Hals, 
and in the httle crowd about it is 
Mrs. HuMPnRY Ward. A hansom 
passes eastward to the Embankment, 
and one recognises its inmate with 
broad face, eagle nose, and unmis- 
takable look of power, to be Mr. 
Mobekly Bell, the man behind The 
Times. Anywhere and everywhere 
throughout London one rune across 
people of lesser or greater celebrity 
or achievement, and sees them as 
unnoticed units in every -day hfe. 
Only a month or two ago a r«ughly- 
bearded man came out of a tea-shop 
in Parliament Street, and in his 
hand a paper-bag, from which he 
began to eat buns as he walked 



along. It was the Duke of Norfolk, 
Premier Peer and Earl Marshal of 
England." But the Duke is hardly 
likely to do it again. These Chromcle 
gentlemen are too active and 
observant. 

The moral of the whole thing is 
that one should be prepared for the 
worst — or best — and stare all the 
time at everyone, raising one's hat 
deferentially al! the while. One will 
run the risk of paying undue attention 
to a few nonentities, but the satisfac- 
tion of having conveyed the illusion 
of recognition and homage to the 
others will be suffieient repayment. 
Let your motto be. To Hades with 
anonymity and retirement. 

Bemorae. 
■' Lady Bradenham buried herself with the 
Unr^t."- -" Iltarlli and Home " /ewiJIrfon. 
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Caplaiiiof Sionalters. "G-(l-G, what the deuce i 
Corporal. " Bf/i riBooN, S]r, but Sionalleh Uiuuine 



EASY CHARITY FOR CHILDREN. 

Dear Mb. Pl'kch, — I am only a little girl of nine years old, 
but I thouglit I would like to tell you all about my Cliriatmsis 
cbarities. lliey are such fun, sometliiug like competitions, 
, ever bo much more interesting than tlie Limericks Daddy 
d to get so cross over. First of all I have to write a 
letter to Bauta Claus— that means one of the Stores, really — 
and enclose a sixpenny postal order for a Children's Hospital, 
and as they are giving a thousand beautiful prizes for the 
best letters I am hoping to win one, as 1 think I write very 
nicely for my iige — don't you ? And even if I don't, everj- 
feingle child whu sends a postal order will get a pretty sou- 
venir, which, Slunuiiy tiiys, will very hkely he worth mure 
than tii.\ pence. 

Theu I am collectiiig thrccpeimy-bits for the Charity 
competition in JMnmmy'a fiishion paper. They are giving 
dolla' perambulators for prizes to the children who collect 
most ; and I 'm nearly sure to get one, as I bother all 
JIummy's and Daddy's friends dreadfully. Then I am paintr 
ing a picture post-card and sending stamps for the Poor 
Children's Warm Stuckings Charity ; but 1 am only ti'yiug 
a third prize in that, because the third prize ia a paint- 
. \. and I ivant a new une. A lady from our own church 
asked tim if I lould make cuffb for the poor children round 
here. Of L'ourse I can make cuffK, but ihey are giving no 
priac-s, and I don't expect I bhall have time-. 
, I thought, dear Mr. I'unch, jou misht like lo, get, up a 
Cliildren's Charity Competiliou for us. Wo \vould neud 
postal ordci-3. Ami would you mind giving Xountaiu pens 



for prizes, because I do want to have one, and Daddy wontW; 
me use his? Your affectionate liltl© Friend, ftiiiv. | 



TO MILTON. 

[With a'mcere apologies lo Wordauorth.] 
"Milton, it he were alive now, would be in favour of ererjadyBi 
lovement except women's suffrage. "—Prof. Hsnley, of Chicago. 
MiLTON ! thou ehouldst be living with us now: 
England hath need of thee : she is a den 
Of roaring hons — women vcreas men : 
Women, who used to he content to bow 
To man's authority, have lost somehow 
The knack of doing so. Hence I take my pen 
To say how much 1 wish thee buck again, 
To teach them manners. People say that thou 
Didst own the very attribute we need. 
Namely, " a voice whose sound was like the sea; 
Imagine what an asset that would be 
At meetings where the SuHragette holds swaj 
With frequent interruptions, and indeed 
The speaker's dutj- on herself doth lay I 



"L'anoH BaU occupied tfio pulpii in the morning, and ''"J'"^','^] 
Iha evening. Both at the mornieg mid evening seniees IW *" j 
ivus ' aleepe] s, airnte ! ' "—The Fcterboi-oiigh E-rpiv»a. 
But auroly this anthciT" cimuot have been nocessu? ' | 
tho morning. ^^^ 



y Google 
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ESSENCE OF 

Extracted fboh the 



PA R LI AM E NT. 

DciHT OF TOBI, M,P. 



THE TKAQEDY OF BOHEO AND JULIET. 



JiLiET (Davizzone) Io Rumeo (RcNeiMim) at they art torn 
infurialtd friendt. " I have no joy ol this coDlracl to-night : 
It IB loo rash, too uniidvi«ed, loo sudden ; 
Too like the li^tninf;, irhich doth cease to be 
Ereonecaossy ■ItlighteiiH.' Smeel, good night! 

House of Commong, Monday, ' schools. Rcncimar promised to give 
Nooember SQlh. — "Who's your fat! later on information aa to what he 
friend? " Beau Bbumuel once asked ■ airily alluded to as " the item." It 
an acquaintance, indJcating with a was thereupon G. VV. dragged in his 
uod the Trince EtoKNT, who stood "right hon. Question's friend," 
close by. Who 's George Wynd- whose ap[>earBnee on scene was 
HAu's " right hon. Question's greeted with grateful burst of 
friend? " laughter. 

This anonymous person introduced . Wyndhab wrath with whole 
to Committee after it had been > arrangement of manipulating BUI. 
engaged for three hours in disouSBing | " Why," he cried aloud, " wo are 
Education Bill. Q. W. had worked ' back in the Middle Ages, " 
himself up to state of glowing iodig- 
Qalion. Prince Arthur, earlier inter- 
posing, asked for particulars about 
grnnts to be made to contraoting-out 



Parliamentary Procedure certainly 
taking on new phase. There Btifl 
cominally exist two Gbambera. But 
work of legislation is done outside. 



This bud of Io^'e by Ingram's ripenmg breath 
May prove a beauteous flower wnen neit ** mftet." 
RoHRO. " Oh, blessed, blessed night I I vas aleard, 
BeinA in night, all this was but a dream. 
Too natterbg-awMt (o be subslantlat t " [/■ hauUi ieica. 

Last week we bad tbe Peers meeting 
at Lansdowne House to strange fate 
of Licensing Bill. Decided to chuck 
it on Second Reading. And chucked 
it was. In respccc of Education 
Bill analogous course adopted in 
Commons. Premibb and Primate 
write letters to each other discussing 
moot points. RttHciMAN comes and 
goes between, and, when everything 
is settled in the bock parlour. House 
of Commons is invited to append to 
arrangement the seal of its approval. 
As the Membeb tor Bark says, 
this may be an admirable business 
system; but it (a obviously over- 
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weighted. If the principal Bills of 
the Session are to be eettled, whetlier 
at Lansdowne House or Lambeth ' 
Palace, what 'b the use of noble Lords ' 
and bon. MembDrs coming down to | 
Westminster and making-believe to i 
legislate ? Of diverse processes the '■ 
Lords hit upon the happier. With 
that delightful disregard of conven- 
tionality that distinguishes them, 
they, having deliberately, by over- ; 
whelming majority, declared in the I 
semi-privacy of Lansdowne House ' 
that they would throw out the 
Licensing Bill on the Second Bead- 
ing, gave up three whole sittings to 
appearance of solemnly debating , 
whether it should or should 
not be permitted to pose 
that stage. 

In respect of the Educa- 
tion Bill the Commons do 
not even have a look in. 
Clauses, sections and sub- 
sections having been settled 
between the Archbishop and 
the Minister, its function is 
limited to voting when ques- 
tion is put. This may be 
defensible on the score that 
it is the only way of con- 
cluding the business. But 
the process is crude, so little 
to the taste of a lojal ma- 
jority that once to-night the 
number fell to sixty-seven. 

No wonder Georoe Wynd- 
UAM, groping bis way in the 
darkness of the Middle 
Ages, indignantly declared 
that " The Prime Minister 
has not given a proper an- 
swer to my riyht bon. 
Question's friend." 

Business don a.-FTr.Clause 1 
of Education Biii carried by 
closure. 

Tueiday. — Some expecta- 
tion yesterday that the Fkemieb would 
se ize opportunity, to " say afew words" 
about the Lords and the Licensing 
Bill. Occasion tempting; practice 
in analogous circumstances custom- 
ary. Gladstone's last speech from 
tbe brass -bound box long familiar 
with the influence of his clenched fist 
contained a strong denunciation of 
conduct of Lords in throwing out 
Home Rule Bill, action closely fol- 
lowed by half-strangling of Parish 
Councils Bill. 

" For me," said the veteran 
knight, wearing his armour for the 
last time, " my duty terminates with 
calling the attention of the House to 
the fact that we are considering a 
part, an essential and inseparable 
part, of a question that has become 
profoundly acute — a question that will 



demand a settlement and must at an 
early date receive that settlement 
from the highest authority." 

Fifteen years have sped sinco this 
solemn warning was uttered amid 
strenuous cheers of men who desired 
nothing better than to be led against 
the liOrds. To-day Commons are 
once more face to face with the 
ancient adversary who has flouted 
them afresh. C.-B., constitutionally 
a man of peace, followed the custom 
of 1893. When the Lords contume- 
liously threw out his Scottish Bills, 
he, in manner reminiscent of The 
Private Secretary in moment of 
extreme exasperation, warned them 



Keir Hardib in intimate knowledge I 
of India, and in self-confidence o! 
their capacity to govern it, protertti, 
against Secretary of State's annuil 
discourse being delivered in the other 
House, whilst tbe Commons We m . 
opportunity of discussing questiom 
involved. Did the Fsenieb thine 
the Commons were less capable tbu; 
the Lords of dealing with Indian 
afEairs? 

AsquiTii saw his opportunity ind 
sei^.cd it by tbe hair. i 

" This House," he said, "is tbe, 
proper and natural place for discus- 
sion of all affairs. I am most jeakiiE | 
that it should not be put in preju- 
, dicial position comparai 
with the other branch of tb( I 
Legislature in regaid (o tb'i , 
or any other question." 

Gathering revoU beloT 
Gangway straightway sun > 
sided. Koar of 8ngTjcb(n| 
broke forth from JliniBtaiil , 
ists. It wasn't (be n^. 
but it lived near it /:' 
wasn't a herald of ^i\ 
battle with the Lord!,Vi''ii 
was a neatly Bdroioislei^ | 
dig in the ribs which ktk; 
moment gratified pn 
Kadicale. ' 



" Mi Right Honoubablb "Qubstcon'b Fbienb." 

(Rt. Hon. U-rge W-iidli-m.) 
that ft they did it again he " would 
give them a good hard knock." 
AsQUiTH above all things a man of 
business. Not in a position just now 
to take tbe field against the Lords. 
The trumpet will sound to battle by- 
and-hy. For tbe present he will stay 
in Downing Street and endeavour to 
get through as many Bills as can be 
managed in the course of another 
two, peradventure three, years. If 
he is cot prepared to bite, why waste 
time in barking? 

So yesterday came and went, and 
never a word was said about fate of 
Licensing Bill or iniquity of the 
Lords. To-day chance came of firing 
a sliot without danger of ricochet. 
Tbe rifle instantly at his shoulder. 
Gentlemen below Gangway on Minis- 
terial side, competing with Don't 



Wedneaday. — Quite i te 
time since we heard of our 
old familiar friend, the hH 
Ditch. In days of HtuK' 
Bule Bill it was a^udi ) 
part of House of UjmnW 
aa the Gangway or the Bu. ! 
The Ulster Members, so to 
speak, nightly slept in '\^-^ 
' &)ntemplBtion of it once n 
Grandolph to imitatfl Wr 
Silas Wcgg'a occiBiomi 
hnhit of dropping into poetry. , 
"Ulster wiir fight," said^lj 
champion of Law and Order; "*» 
Ulster will be right." , 

Colonel Saonoebson, ever-lameiitM 
among tbe old friends who leaven lii 
present House, saw to it Uwf jj* 
ditch was kept in good order, auitabit 
for Irish Landowners to die in w^"" 
ever loyalty auggeated that the pro- 
cedure would be advantageous in tni 
campaign against Home Bule. 

Seemed as if the last ditch t*i 
disappeared with other Pa^UuDell^ 
ary institutions of the final quartft" 
tbe nineteenth century. One '>*' 
come to think of it as fiUed-uf 
grass-grown, with children pl')^ 
over a space in which gallant V^w 
men had several times died- 
To-night, to delight of old Me"* 
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TRIALS OF A HUNTSMAN. 

Iftialaman {icho has tome a long tmy to a hdUoa). " Hats TOC been tb 
Boi/ ijrom taje aide of gale). " Ko." Hunlaman. " TbeN 1 



bera who felt quite young again, Dr. 
Hazbll dragged it in. Waa hauled 
on to stage in speech coijiscating 
with other forensic fireworkB. Occa- 
sion arose in respect of right of entry 
to schools conceded by Education 
Dill. Dr. HazeiJi admitted that 
there was much good in the measure. 
" But if you have six eggs to mt^o 
an omelette with, and one is bad, the 
whole dish is tainted." He pro- 
tested that with the best will in the 
world he was " unable to swallow it, 
and the Pbemibb's speech had not 
helped to wash it down." 

After these reflect ion e, appropri- 
ately introduced about the dinner 
hour, he came to the last ditch. 
DeBoending its depths, waving a 
banner bearing the strange device, 
•' No Bight of Entry," he called upon 
good NonconformiBts to follow and 
die with him. 

On a division the Last Ditcben 
muBtered 18, Ministers decently 
covering them up with the assistance 
of 262 supporters. 

BusinetB done. — Still on Education 
Bill. (Since dead.) 



THE TRUE APPEAL. 

[In die new Cliristmss play at His Majesty's 
Tlieatro we are promised (by The Diiihj Ex- 
press) "a subtlety aiiil mulerlying phitoeo|Jiy 
111 tJie Btory and its treatment which will cause 
it to appeal as strongly (o grOwn-up people 
as to tlie children themselves. 'J 

I 'vE settled down in manhood's 
groove; 

My pockets are no longer sewn up ; 
I 've got a latchkey, and I move 

In circles most distinctly grown- 
up. 
I 've quite abandoned booby-traps 

And other rou^h-and-ready I'oking, 
While — clearest sign of all, perhaps — 

My father doesn't mind my smok- 
ing. 
Yet these are facta that I forget, 

Confronted with a children's story ; 
I follow it enrapt — and let 

PhiloBophiHng go to glory. 

Take Peter Pan: I went to that, 
Because 1 loved to aee the flying, 

To feel my heart go pit-a-pat 
When Tinker Bell (1 feared) woi 
dying; 



To watch the nurse dressed like a 
dog, 
To hear the wolves and redskins 
howling, 
To mark the pira'->fl sipping grog 
And tremble at their awful scowl- 
ing; 

To squirm before those ghastly jawB 
Which swallowed Hook and all bis 
rum wear — 
That 'a why I went ; and not because 
I thought to snifi a moral some- 
where. 



" The pecreeses came in bevies, aa diil the 
durhpsxea, marchionmses, coiuilesses, and ladies 
o[ teaser rank." — The Western Daily Press. 

This shows that bevies are much 
more satisfactory than motor-cars io 
come in. Motor-cars tend to empha- 
■ize social distinctions. 



The Dream that didn't come true. 

' They dined upon mince and slices nf quince. 

Which they ate irilh a Runcihan spoon, 

And hand in hand on the edge of the Band 

They danced by the tight of the moon." 

The Oiri and the Putty-eal. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

I. — Wyndhau'8. 
From the general atmosphere of 
anobberj which pervadeB nis play. 
Sir Anthony, I am not sure that the 
author himself escapes untainted. 
Certainly he takes small pains to 
conceal from us that the home life 
of the suburbs is known lo him only 
by report. Whether the milieu is 
llerne Hill or the more genteel 
slopes of Balham, it is always a stag>3 
Suburbia that ho presenta. This 
kind of artificiality of the footligh'^B 
doesn't matter much in the case of 
the two extremes of the social scale. 
The traditional duke and the tradi- 
tional burglar serve well enough, since 
the playwright's probable unfamili- 




" False, flef.tisq, perjubed Clahence!" 
Clareitee Chope .... Mr. WeeJon Orosanilh. 
W«r. Wilkin hcimar . Mr. J. I). BeverJdgp. 

arity with those types in actual life is 
shared by most of his audience. But 
with the great In-betweeu it is dif- 
ferent, and there must have been 
many people, from the boxes to tho 
pit, who could have easily corrected 
Mr. Haddon Chambers' picture of 
suburban manners. An exception 
must be admitted in the character of 
the Congregational Minister, played 
by Mr. Beveridqe with an admirable 
restraint in the matter of unctuous- 
ness. 

It seems a pity, if snobbery as the 
vice of the age was to be the author's 
theme, that he should have selected 
for ridicule so harmless and ex- 
cusable a case as this of the pork- 
curer's clerk, who tries to make 
capital out of a chance association 
with a baronet on board ship. Far 
likelier objects of contempt in this 
kind were to be found at large, and 



crying for castigation, in the out- 
skirts, and even well within the 
borders, of Mayfair itself. And hero 
he could more easily have confined 
his satire to the actual vice, and not 
been tempted to confuse it with the 
unnecessary ridicule of a class. I 
rather think, by the way, that Sir 
Anthomj, whom I should have liked 
to see on the stage, was as bad a snob 
as any of them. His method of 
snubbiug the innocent advances of 
the poor little clerk certainly did not 
make him out to be much of a 
thoroughbred. 

The skeleton of the author's 
scheme is fairly fresh, but it is only 
a skeleton with no 6esh to it. Mr. 
Weedon Grossmith did all that was 
possible to give it life, playing like 
the good craftsman he always is. It 
was not his faxilt that he was 
given things to say which were far 
too clever for the part. I do wish 
that he might now and again be 
offered a rdle in which he isn't ex- 
pected to shoot his shirt- cuffs and 
strut about with a crook in his 
elbows. Miss Nina BoncicAOLT had 
very little chance tor her fine gifts 
in the rather obvious part of tho 
clerk's sister; but Mr. Eyelyk Beer- 
bo iim showed great promise as an 
impossibly offensive counter-jumper. 
Miss Cnni8T!NE Silver made a very 
passable .minx; and Miss SuzaTjne 
Sheldon, much too good for her 
opportunities, gave, in the person of 
the opulent Mtb. Bulger, a very 
humorous picture of the higher vul- 
garity. 

II.— The Waldorf. 

I remember being taken once by a 
gallant fellow in the Argylls to see 
a popular Musical Comedy. Both of 
us laughed' but Uttle; I, because I 
found it rather stupid; he, because 
he knew it by heart. He admitted 
to having seen it twenty-two times. 

I hazarded the only conceivable 
explanation: "You have," I said, 
" a friend in the chorus? " 

He denied it. 

" But what other tliiokoble attrac- 
tion can there be? " I asked. 

"Oh, well," he said, "one must 
do something of an evening." 

I never in my hfe heard a worse 
excuse for anything. 

Sometimes I think that the audi- 
ences who take delight in assisting 
at British Musical Comedies must 
be a class apart, and that I am 
outside the pale. For one thing, 
this kind of entertainment seems to 
need such a lot of creators — often 
half-a-dozen, not counting the per- 
formers with their private gag — and 
that makes it so hard to fix the 



responsibility. However, the "Keir 
Musical Comedy " at the Waldorlis 
the work of two men only, Mr. Hu&i 
Felix (sit nomen omen/), who dij! 
the pretty music, and Mr. Aoslw 
Boss, who made the "BookBnd. 
Lyrics." I am not including the' 
original French authors, wbo«. 
names are omitted on the pro- 1 
gramme, for after all they were ^ 
foreigners, and only invented the i 
thing, and so don't count. i 

The play is called The Anlelope. ^ 
I never nursed a young jjaiellf ; 
But I iTBa given an antelope. 

The name stands for a compsnv . 
that insures you against your wife's, 
elopement. I don't suppose thatel 
pun like that — always a bad thin^i 
in a title — really amused Mr. Aomi ' 



Naples w Kessisuton; a SEl^l:^■iPE. 
Sperania Derrick . . Mibh Killy C-""'''": 
Bennett Barktr . . . Ur. Fred Wright, fT^ 

Rosa himself; but long commerce 
Ith the sort of humour that « at- 
ended in the circles where hia lot 'B 
cast has left him sadly cynical. As 
a maker of stage - lyrics, tliougb 
hardened by habit, he is incapable o 
bad or slovenly work, and can sw 
give proof of his quality, as^^'i' 
song " Matches 1 have made, 
he has not had a fair chance ims 
time, being compelled to make ffordf 
that would go to ready-made music. 
In these conditions he has done ^efJ 
well not to be more mechanical- 

In one respect he enjoys an "1" 
usual advantage. As author ol *" 
the words, spoken or sung, he m w 
temptation to trespass on *. "J!*'^ 
preserves, and has given ub Wb ^'^ 
and his Lyrics in right proporfjM^ 
In effect, the movement of the i«« 
is not hampered by the intniswn o' 
songs out ol season. ] 
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The music was exceptional!; 
oharmiiig and more than made 
emends for the absence of superla- 
tive merit in the vocal interpreta- 
tion. 

Mr. Fahben Soutar, who played 
the hero-artist Daubeny (with atten- 
dant modele], was a very pleasant 
figure — always natural and unspoilt. 
Mr. Fred Emney, as a housebreaker 
(^in the nobler sense of the word), con- 
tributed some quiet humour; but 
the brunt of the fun fell upon Mr. 
Fred Wrioot, lun,, who bore it 
bravely and with a most elastic 
energy, but could not always conceal 
the effort. He made The Antelope 
go fairly fast : but his whip was out 
more than once. 0. S. 



VERSATILE VIRTUOSI. 

[■■Mr. ThPCKloro Bynrd, whose voral effort 

ive woii ready recognition in Icndoo by 

aaoii oE tlieir inlpllrctualily, is at present 

cnrryiiiR out a professional tour in irbat is an 

aitogetlier new field an far hh English artists 

concerned, namely iho Balkans .... Mr. 

Iho position lo make a dual Btady 



of the t 



I additi 



_. ■ncy, lie liaa a wide ki 

miliiaiy matters gaine<l aa an oOCcer in the 
British Army, a jxisjtiun which he resigned in 
order to devote himmOf more closely to the 
Bluiiy ol music."— .Uoniijia /*!>»(.] 

KuBELiE, on whose shoulders the 
mantle of Paoahini is admitted to 
have fallen, is about to undertake an 
extensive tour in Manchuria, Korea, 
Sakhalin and Japan. The main aim 
of his visit, however, is not so much 
artistic as scientific. Kubelik has 
long been a profound student of 
physics, and he is anxious to confirm 
some of his remarkable theories on 
the subject of capilla^ attraction by 
experiments on the Hairy Ainos of 
Japan, whose susceptibility to 
is tittle short of notorious. 

Mr. McCoRUACK, the famous Irish 
tenor, will shortly start on a profes- 
sional tour in North Africa. After 
giving a series of concerts at Alters, 
Biskra, and Figuig, and other in6u- 
ential centres, he intends to strike i 
south for Lake Tohad and Timbuctoo, 
in the hopes, first, of discovering 
traces of the occupation of this 
region by the pre-historio Milesians; 
and, sedondly, of studying the voice- 
production of the gorilla, which, on 
the authority of Du Cbaillu, la able 
to emit a high J) from the chest and 
with the utmost impunity. As a 
singer and a prominent leader of the 
Celtic Renaissance, Mr. McCohhack 
is admirably equipped to make a 
dual study of the situation. Professor 
Qabneb, it will be remembered, em- 
ployed a steel cage for his observa- 
tion of the gorillas of this district, but 
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Mr. McCoBMACK has patented an 
aluminium wigwam which is at once 
more portable and far more pleasing 
to the eye. 

Mr. BoBis Baubebgeb has decided 
to carry out his long-deferred design 
of a pianoforte tour in the Solomon 
Islands in the ensuing spring. Being 
a first-rate Hebrew scholar as well as 
a great executant, Mr. Bahbebqeb 
is peculiarly well adapted to cope 
with the dual exigencies of such an 
enterprise. He will, as on all similar 
occasions, be accompanied by his 
devoted wife (the daughter of Sir 
Oasbiel Blazenqeb, I.S.O., and 
fourteenth cousin, by marriage, of 
Lord MuNOo Habbottle), their infant 
twin daughters, Ladoga and Oneqa, 
and a staff of expert press-cutters. 



ACADEMIC INCONSISTENCY. 
TnE British Academy solely consists 
Of scholars, historians, philologists; 
And in framing the roll of its blessed 

" immortals " 
On poets it ruthlessly slams its 

portals. 

The British Academy, somewhat late 
In the day, resolved to be up to date; 
And set in motion its machinery 
To organise a Tercentenary. 



But strange to say, the ) 
it chose 



1 whom 



It CUOHO 

To honour was Milton, who, every 

one knows. 
Would not, if alive, be in a position 
To be a British Academician. 



432 



PUi^CH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAfiL 



IXMBEE 9, 19% 



I orgies in a ruined abbey), and I am glad to remBinber 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. ^^^^ tis date (jiontit et furuit) was 1800 or theresbouli, 

,„ ,, „ ,.«,«- r . nt 1 1 Emd that he only kept tame wolves and not a motor-cw. 

(By Mr: Punch a Staff of Learned Clerkt.) , s^iu^ ^t a respectful dUtance the pageant of big deed! 

It is K. H. Benson's babit to make his work either i excites sympathy, and one is glad when he at lutmoE 

openly or covertly controveraial, and readers ol The i his long-married bride. 

ConventionalUtB (Hutchinson) have no aurprise in store 

for them. The BanisicTs — an old Protestant family — j Lady Noggs is delightful. She is at her beet irliiifl 
were, with the exception of Algy, martyrs to oonventioD, i still a ohiid, her habit of setting her etden right hm^ 
which means that fliey talked and thought of little but i fascinating. By a bold and happy device Mr. lam 



sport, food, and the management of their estate. The 
action of the first part of the book may be said to have 
been carried on to the music of meals, and in this 
atmosphere Algy was as out of place as a lady would be 
at a prize-fight. So when he meets some Boman 
Catholic priests and Chriatopher DeU (whom readers of 
The Sentimentalista will remember), it needs little 
perspicacity to guess what is going to happen. He was, 
of course, received into the Boman Catholic Church, 
nnd eventually entered a Carthusian monastery. I am 
far from being satisfied 
with the author's artifice 
of introducing himself as 
one of the characters 
of his book, for, instead 
of giving an impression 
of truth, it produces a 
directly contrary eSect. 
Although it is often 
possible to blame Fatheb 
Benson for a lack of 
good taste, there is no 
denying his gifts of 
imagination and his ex- 
cellent literary style. 
He contrives to make me 
both intensely interested 
and annoyed at the same 
time, and, as in output 
he is worthy of nis 
family name, my feel- 
ings towards him are so 
constantly mixed that 1 
do not know whether to 
beg him to write more 
or beseech him to write less. 



makes her a Peeress in her own right, niece and virj 
of the PsiME Minister. The effect waa probablj im- 
intentional, but here and there in the intercourse oI tli; i 
twain there are little touches that will recall C.-B. loj 
the memory of his stilt sorrowing friends. The y| 
name of the hook, Lady Noggs Intervenes (HuTCHi]im:ij. ' 
is fairly descriptive of its plot. Whenever inTwitiii 
circumstances the elders in Lady Nogga's drcle get into' 
difficulty she takes direction of afiairs with hersmiUl 
handa and smooths out all the creases. ObjectJon migl! | 
■ — ~ be taken that, "' "' ' 



lock Holmet andTomnvi 
Dodd, she "is %w iii 
win," a condition lb!; 
threatens monotonj. h. 
then she is irre^stibli 

The times are iiF ' 
and Shaksfeam w 



EXPLODED REPUTATIONS.— III. 
Giotto ihd sib fiuous " Freebujd Cibcle." 
Shaning bon he did it to liie iialisfactiou of tho Pope's 



longer sfiells 
in the theatre oi the (ci>' 
lishers* office. Sue- 
BPEABB in fact (»h«tl.' 
we give him a NatiotB 
Memorial or not) is acw- 
mercial succeEs, asbdtfJ 
an lUustrioua PenomSf 
onoe remarkediB! 
shrewdly to the Birdi 
most as^duouB mode"^ 
henchman. Tbew ^ 
marks are suggeatol t>,' 
the pubUcatioQ of elabx 
ately illustrated cditia» 
of A Midaummtr NijH' 
Dream (Heinbkahn), illustrated by Mr. Ainn 
.Rackham; Twelfth Night (Hoddbb and STOoaitos^ 
Heroines in seai:oh of a thoroughly romantio and illustrated by Mr. W. Heath Bobihsok, sod n'- 
original situation cannot do better tbaa communicate < Tempeat (Hoddeb ano Stouohton), tllustrsted b; Mr 
with the Agnes and Eqebtok Castle Bureau. lo Wroth Bdudno Ddlao. The pictures are in colours »nd ik 
(Smith, Eldbk) the leading lady, a widow who answers ; very numerous, and the ciroumstances of the ^'^^'J'j 
to the name (if I caught It rightly) of Juliana Mordante sumptuous, Mr. RACKHAMiafarandaway thebest.lM*' 
di BelgioBO dei Veapi, disguises herself, and goes through . there are certain of Mr. Backiiam's drawings ''"'^P? 
the marriage ceremony with the man she lovee, while ! one a sense of satisfaction that oould not be iocKiKii 
he believes that he is giving his rather ferocious title of | in other words they seem ideally right. But even when 
Wroth to Peggy Beljoy, a comedy actress and, to i he is less sufficing he always haa charm and delicaoj«M 

put it plainly, a baggage. Of course he would have ' " ' "' " " "" 

been delighted if he had known of his mistake, for 
Juliana was his better angel, and he had only intended 
to marry the other lady in a mood of mad desperation; 
but his wife somewhat perveiaely refused to enlighten 
him for a matter of 200 pages or so, a period during 
which he performed prodigies of valour for her sake, 
under the impression that she was a single woman. 
However, as he had been a very wild young man, it was 
no doubt excellent discipline. I can't help feeling that 
the authors display a rather unnecessary tolerance 
towards the eccentricities of their hero (he was called 
" Mad Wroth " by tho county and held blasphemous 



spirit and a distinction all his own. Mr. Douc a 
next in merit, but his colours are inclined to b« i^ 
and his conception of Miranda is disappointing uH' 
no means Sbakspearean. Mr. Heath Bobinson'S cwnR 
come under the same objection and his charactemw' 
fail to interest. So much for Shakspeabb ; but Moa? 
Hutchinson, with one eye on His Majesty's ThMf 
put forth an equally ambitious edition of Faust in "'l 
wabd'8 translation of Goethe with many ooks"- 
pictures by Willy Pooanj, an Hungarian artist. ^"^ 
however, is not an illustrator for my money. H^ "^ i 
a certain grotesque quality, but Mr. Backham sptslff^' 
for poor draughtsmanship. 
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LOOKING FORWARD; 
OR, The Too-Miqutv Dollab. 

Messbs. Shrffe h Son beg to «a- 
nouncd that arrangementB for the 
10 IB Beaaon of escureions to the 
United States are now complete. The 
firBt boat will leave Southampton on 
May Ist, and others, either from that 
port or Liverpool, at regular intervals 
of a few days throughout the summer 
months until August Slst. 

Since the end of the last season so 
many more unique English treasures 
have found their way to the United 
Ktates that Messrs. ^Bsrrs are antici- 
pating an immense increase in the 
number of tourists, since it has be- 
come a habit of their countrymen to 
value only that which they have to 
travel abroad to sec. 

Among the special new objects of 
interest in America which the 1018 
ciroular tours will embrace are: — 

SiiAKsPBARE'a cottage from Strat- 
ford-on-Avon, now tlio property of 
WiLLtAM K. MuNQRR, the cart-grease 



king, and recently successfully rc- 
eracted at Mungersville, N.Y. 

Milton's cottage from Chalfoiit St. 
Giles, now the property of Hibam J. 
KiNDEHPOLL, of Chicago, recently suc- 
cessfully re -erected in the grounds of 
his mansion in that city. 

A priceless collection of Whistler's 
etchings, first state, presented by the 
Artist to Queen Victoria. Now in 
the New Tork Museum. 

Fifty- three first folios, all col- 
lected by Mr. Pierpont Morgan and 
exhibited through glass in the 
wholesale folio department of that 
virtuoso's famous library. Visitors 
are allowed to file by, but no one 
must stop. 

The MS. of Magna Charto, now the 
property of Andrew Cannimann, the 
proprietor of the famous rye whisky 
which bears his name, to be seen in 
the window of his chief office in 
Detroit. It will be remembered that 
lis historic document, when it came 

to the market last year, was made 
an object of keen competition among 



American collectors, the British 
Museum not being in a position to 
offer more than £'25. 

Assorted samples of Velasquez, 
from twenty English collections, now 
the property of Esau W. Smiihson, 
the white-lead prince, whose mansion 
on 87th Avenue is one of the wonders 
of the world. 

The MSS. of Mr. Meredith's 
Egoist, Mr. Hardy's Far From the 
Madding Crowd, Mr. Swinburne's 
Poems and Ballads, first series, J. B. 
Green's Short History of the English 
People, Mr. Kipling's Seven Heas, 
and Carlvle's Past and Present, 
which are now exhibited in the 
Mechanics' Institute at Poker Flat. 

These are the principal new acquisi- 
tions since the Autumn of 1917; but 
it must bo understood that others are 
crossing the Atlantic, East to West, 
every wcek^ 

" Fr*ncL Bbocks of eartliqunliB Iiiitb bwn 
eipfrienced in eeotnil Oermniiv." 

Jiipan'Daitij Ufmld. 

Undoubtedly a casus belli. 
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THE DETACHMENT OF PRENDERBY. 

He DiacDsaES tub Eefoeu of nra I-onna. 

I FOUND him in one of his moBt judicial and ponderous 
moods, ■ ' I have been studying, ' ' ho said, ' ' the full report 
of Lord Eoshbery's Select Gommittoo, and I come to 
the conclusion that they havo left the root of the evil 
ptaetically untouched. So far from killing the snake 
that is spoiling his Paradise, the noble Lowlander who 
occupied the chnlr has not even scotched him, unless 
the attempt to mollify him with soft nirg upon the 
bagpipes is to count as scotching. 

"To begin at the beginning — and it looks as if the 
Select Committee had started further on, like the Irish- 
man who was for omitting the first half-dozen lessons 
in the Freneli language because he had heard that they 
were the stifEest — it is not a bad plan when you arc 
considering tlio reform of anything to ask yourself what 
is the actual object of that thing's existence. Kow 
there are two possible arguments for the existence of 
a Second Chamber: — (1) That it is wanted to carry 
out the Will of the People; and therefore, if necessary, 
to protects tliem against their own elected representa- 
tives^ (2) that it is wanted to guard the best interests 
of the People, whether they wish it or not ; and therefore, 
if necessary, to protect them against themselves, 

"As for No. 1, 1 have a profound contempt for the 
so-called Will. of the People " 

(" Fox Dcil " I said, crossing myself.) 

" and my contempt," continued Prknderbv un- 
moved, "is clearly shared by the Constitution, which 
allows a_ Government, Tory or Badica), to keep in office 
long after it has apparently ceased to represent popular 
feeling.' And, anyhow, even if the Will of the People 
were worth respecting, instead of being a thing which 
is alternately described as a Divine Utterance and a 
Pendulum, a Lord of Parliament has no better power 
of gauging the country's feelings at any given moment 
than is, enjoyed by the Man in the Street. 

'" Indeed, if it were the function of a Second Chamber 
simply to discover, and nu torn atic ally endorse, the Will 
of the People, then the ideal Senate should consist of 
nothing but Election Agents. So I think we may dis- 
pose of theory No. 1 as unfit for serious contemplation. 
" Remains No. 2. And for the purposes of a 
Chamber that has to look after the true interests of 
the nation, populo volcnlr nolentc, you need the abso- 
lutely best men that are to be found. Does an 
hereditary Peerage, and it alone, produce this type? 
It lias, I grant, one great advantage : it is indepen- 
dent of the shifting pressure of popular demands at 
the polls. But a system of Chance — names taken at 
random from a directorj- and drawn. out of a hat — 
would equally assure this desirable independence. And it 
is only one of many features required in a Second 
Chamber; yet it is the sole one that is guaranteed (and 
not always that) by the hereditary systoin. 

■' This systeni is admittedly rotten, and the Select 
Committee don't deny it. But they make no attempt 
to pi-ovide a decent alternative. The fiirthest they go 
is to say : ' Thei-e are at present about .'iflO of us. ' Not 
every Peer is the depository of the Higher Wisdom. 
We can only be sure of 330 as answering to this descrip- 
tion. The rest had better go,' " 

" But," I put in, " you forget the gfuerous inclusion 
of no fewer than fwr Life-Lords (exclusive of the 
Ik-nch) to be created annually, with a limit of forty." 

"True." rephed Pbesrekby; "I had forgotten 'that 
bold and revolutionary propo.sal. But what are four or 



even forty amongst all that multitude? Is tliJa tba 
notion of correcting poor blood, however blue, bj a: 
infusion of good blood, however red? 

" And, even so, the selection of three out of evert 
four of these is to be coniined to the Berrices— asrai, 
military, bureaucratic, diplomatic, colonial — and !■ 
M.P.s of long sitting. So that, outside these offici; 
and political spheres, from the vast resources o( inttl': 
gencc and experience which happen to be engaged Jc 
other useful fields of activity (exclusive of Church ar.i 
Bench), only one Commoner (all told) is to be eleclrt 
per aniuun to the Upper Chamber on the pure gimiLi 
of efficiency — Lord Roseberv's own word in the old dajf. 
And when theii* number reaches the overBhelmiii; 
figure 10 we shall have to wait for eomebody to die. 

" And you will please notice that any Peer who, hj 
distinction or perseverance or good conduct, has rifi 
to the higher ranks in these Services which 1 hav' 
named — an Admiral or a Lieutenant-General, ftr 
instance — is to become ipno facto a Lord of Parliaiuem. ■ 
There are to be 130 of these in addition to (he 3" 
elevated commoners drawn from official or politici!| 
sources. Well, I have nothing but respect, as tnni 
know, for the Pubhc Service, though I a'm toiri tiwt, 
there are also unofficial methods of serving om- 
country; but I doubt if a dear old Admiral (God h^ 
'em alt I), who has spent his life on the high w,i 
woidd, even if born to the Peerage, be the best poe;: , 
authority on matters of domestic legislation — (he oc;;. 
kind that he would be exjiected to handle, since his or. 
department is catered for elsewhere." ' 

I hesitated to dam the flow of my friend's pellmii 
eloquence, but I felt constrained to enter a proteKi 
somewhere. " I half fear," said I. "that you arefOf 
genitally lacking in veneration tor Nobility of Birth." ' 

■'I entertain no rooted objection," he replied, "1"^ 
a Peer as such. Lc snobisme A rcboum is just i> 
contemptible as the more usual kind. 1 would flWi 
permit any man's birth, however exalted, to stand ic 
his way. And I consider that the best suggestion insd"' 
by the Select Committee was the pi-oposal to ft[lo»| 
ordinary Peers who have never sat in the Upjier Hou«^ 
to sit-in the Commons, -if they can get oieraselri* 
elected to it. A sprinkling of this element might ha" 
B salutary and humanizing effect upon the L)*\' 
Chamber, and tend to keep young fellows like l^ 
WlKTERTON in check. And I would even admit a if 
of them into the Ifpper House, where", of coarse,' 
higher standard of deliberative intelligence is if- 
manded." " i 

'■ And havo you any scheme of your onn? ' 
ventured. 

'■ Ah," replied Prf.nderby. on a note of estrf'f 
modesty, " I have never speciahsed in erestive, « 
even re-creative, art. Nor have I given, like the Se»' 
Committee, the best part of a year and a-halt to tw 
solution of this conundrum. But. speaking alwa.Ts «f 
a child. I should like to see the members of the S^mi 
Chamber selected in the same way as the meinhfT* oi 
the Privy Council. I have nbtieed that the btfl B'i;r 
sooner or later drift into this "Order. Or, better si^ 
perhaps, the Pnvy Council .might itself be respwaWf 
for the selection, making it a point of hoDour to rt"? 
out this high duty without fear or favour or p>m^ 
prejudice, and siolely on the ground of efficie'"',''—''''''^ 
RiiRRBERv'a own word once more." 

■' It sounds sunple enough," I said. 

" All the host things are quite simple. « 
Prenoerbv. '^■'* 
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"ONE WOED MORE." 

PiiEsiD>:.ST Roosevelt (to Ceittral Afritan fauna). "HALF A MOMENT, WHILE I J^llf^ ¥] 
OFF, AND THKN I'M WITH YOU." 
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RECIPROCITY. 

Dummjf (eonaulling Ihe tcore — irhtle her partner contidert hia eaU). " I mctiT r 
Third hand. " Ajjd 1 HiaBT rosaiBLT vftKTDRE to SDOOiaT, PkBTHBB, that if to 
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PHANTASY OF THE 'PHONE. 
I have been instructed 
" Pleose " and generally 



[Telephone operaloi 

b^ tliePoBtOIGcetoBai 

diaplaj thp utmost politeness to subacribera in 
future, llie Ulter, ne are niro, irill not be 
outdone in coailesy.] 

Operator {answeTing call that haa 
been waiting five minittcs). Hallo! 
Please pardon my saying "Hallo" 
in that familiar oS-haiid manner, but 
you have to open the conversation 
somehow. I hope I haven't kept 
you waiting very long. 

Subacriber {suavely and politely). 
Oh, no I a mere nothing; not more 
than ten or fifteen minutes at the 
most. I hope I haven't disturbed 
you? 

O. Not at all, please. Quite de- 
lighted to have the privilege ot 
attending to your instrument. What 
number can I have the pleasure of 
obtaining tor you ? 

S. Weil, If it is not greatly incon- 
veniencing you, you can hitch me on 
— ahem I you can connect me with 
77902 on the London Wall Exchange. 

O. Delighted, I am sure. Will 
you bo so good, please, as to hold the 
line for the space of a minute or two 



whilst I communicate your desires to 
the lady at the other Exchange? . . , 
Wretched weather, isn't it? 

S. Oh, horrible; but still, you 
know, when one haa a charming con- 
versation such 83,1 am having with a 
dehghtfu! personality, one forgets all 
about the weather. 

0. It 's really too nice of you to 
say so. . . . You "re through to your 
number now. 

S. (o couple of minutes Infer). Ex- 
cuse me, my dear young lady, but 
you 've put me through to the wrong 
number. 

0. No, really? How culpably 
negligent of me. It 's enough to 
make you very angry indeed. I 
could easily forgive you if you were 
to say a strong word. But I 'm sure 
you are incapable of it. 

S. Well, well, try again. Better 
luck next time. It 's double-seven- 
nine-o-two Wall 1 want. 

0. Thank you. (A pause.) I regret 
exceedingly to have to inform you that 
that number is engaged, please. 

S. Bless you. (Replaces receiver 
and says something else.) 



TO A VIOLET. 

[Bj B student ot seienoe who has lieeii ii 
tonned that " a jierceii-ed quality ot nn objerl 
— e.i/. the Bcent o£ a Rower— is * p«yrhidil slate 
which eiiBlH only when it ia experienced."] 
Violet, does your odour rare 
Keally scent the summer air? 
Or does it, as some suppose. 
Merely stimulate my nose? 
Atoms light on airy wing 
From your fragrant bosom spring. 
Touch the nostril, stir the nerve. 
Beach my brain till 1 " observe." 
Sweet " emotions " next arise. 
Tears of joy suffuse my eyes ; 
Memory brings me back the past. 
Hinting where I smelt you last. 
" Psychic dispositions " find 
Place in my " subconscious mind." 
At the last, a " sense of smell " 
Penetrates some brainy cell. 
Little violet, prithee say. 
What you do when I "m away ; 
What about your power of scent? 
Is your odour permanent? 
Are the poets wrong who swear 
That your fragrance fills the air? . 
Truly now I Does scont ej-isf^Q I " 
TcU a puzzled scientist ! -^ 
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THE "USE AND NEED" OF 
RELATIONS. 

" How do you write an anony- 
mous letter? " I asked, as I chewed 
fny pencil. 

" ' Sir,' " Baid MisB Middleton, 
." 'or Madtun. Beware, before it js 
too late. What have you done with 
the canary's cage? I know all.' 
And you sign it ' Thbeb-Fingebed 

3V- 

I." I shall sign mine 'Hamstrung 

JHbrbert,' I think. Must I do it 

jlibe that, though? It isn't a. hit 

;what 1 wanted to say." 

! " What did you want to say, and 

[who 's it to? " 

I " Jly relations," I sighed. " Aud 

it 's about Christmas presents." 

" Oh) what are you giving them? 
■Tto telf me. Guess what I 'm giving 
'.Anse. Oh no, you mustn't — I 'vc 
juEt i-ememhered what it is." 

" You don't understand," I said, 
rather annoyed. " It isn't what 
I 'm , giving them, but what they 
ought to give me." 

" Relations never give the right 
things, anyhow." 

" Exactly. Hence the anonymous 
letter. ' Dear Madam, — A friend 
wishes to warn you that your 
favourite nephew wants a — — ' 
.\nd.sopn. That might fetch them," 

" What does her favourite nephew 
want? " 

■' I want — oh, everything. But 
what I really want," I added with a 
rush, " is a set of waistcoat buttons, 
and a copper kettle, and a music- 
cabinet for keepiug boots in." 

" That seems reasonable enough," 
said Miss Middlrton, after a mo- 
ment's reflection. " If 1 had been 
your aunt, that is just what I should 
have thought of. Probably." 

" I don't really want the music- 
cabinet, " I explained. " But every- 
iKxly tells me I do; and 1 know that 
if I had it I should get into the way 
of keeping my boots there, and leav- 
ing the rolls on the top of the pianola 
as usual. So 1 mentioned it. What 
I really want in that line, of course, 
is a music-stool. You see, when I 
finish playing a piece, 1 want to twirl 
i-ound and say, ' Isn't that jolly? ' to 
the jieople who are listening. .\nd 
they say, ' ,\wfully.' With a great 
higfi-hnckcd chair you can't do that, 
and sometimes they forget to say 
anything." 

" I always say, ' A channiug note 
that last one, yes.' " 

" And then I like them to see my 
hack when I 'm playing, because of 
the expi-ession. " I don't mean that I 
IHit the expression in with my back. 



but that that is where it shows. . 
Well, then we come to the waistcoat 
buttons. ' ' 

" What sort of buttons do you 
want ? " 

" I don't mind a bit," I said. 
" But here I am, getting most fright- 
fully old, and nobody has ever given 
me a ,set of waistcoat buttons in my 
life. It 's scandalous." 

" You should buy a bone set, with 
a waistcoat stitched on." . 

"I have often. Biit that doesn't 
count. You must have them given 
to you. Who do you think ought to 
give them to me? I thought a 
cousin." 

" It would come rather nicely from 
a cousin. Have you any? " 

I took out my pocket-book. 

■' Six first, twelve second, and 
seventeen thii-d cousins." 

"That makes eighty-one alto^ 
gether," said Miss Middleton, after 
a short silence. 

" I always make it come to thirty- 
five. Are you sure you 're right? " 

"Eighty-one. That would be 
thirteen and a, half to a button. Why, 
they could do you a set of diamond 
ones easily." 

. ' ' Some of them I have never 
seen," I said. " They might stand 
out for niother-of- pearl. Put, as I 
say, I shouldn't mind that'." 

" Well, I think it 's disgracefid of 
them. It isn't as though they could 
pretend that they didn't know your 

"The truth is, I think, that they 
rtri5n't quite in touch with each other. 
There is a feeling among them that 
Komrthhifj should be done, only they 
want somebody to giie them & lead*. 
.... That 's why I thought I 
would," I added. 

"Weli," said Miss Middleton, 
" there still remains the copper 
kettle." 

" The copper kettle. I want that 
for keeping my breakfast wam>. .\t 
present the hot water always goes 
out — gets cold, I mean — before I 'm 
up. If I had one of those kettles 
with dents all round it and a wick 
underneath it would be so much 
pleasanter. Who do you think ought 
to give me that? " 

" That 's really what you M call a 
useful present, isn't it? " 

" It can bo made very pretty if 
they do the dents right. They call 
them Yuletide gifts in the shops." 

" Bvit I mean it would be good for 
your health to have one." 

"Indirectly I suppose it would. 
Though I 've never heard anything 
against cold tea." 

" Because useful presents which 



' are good for the health are geuenll; 
given by aunts." 

" I have some aunts," I said. 

' ' It would come best from a greit- 
aunt," said ^liss Middlbtok doubt- 
fully. 

I referred to my pocket-book. 

" I 'm very sorry," I said, "but 
we are quite out of great-aunte. We 
have a very good line in siBters-in-kir, 
They think a lot of your health." 

" Haven't you an old nurse?" 

" I haven't a nurse at all." 

" Then it will have to be an orin- 
ary aunt. The one you gave ti( 
nicest nreseut t" last year. Hoi 
many have you ? "■ 

i«ii. i^.iiictly two." 

"There you are, then; the oflter 
can give you the music-stool. Km 
then, what did you give them?" 

I coughed uneasily. 

"It 's— it's a httle difficult to id 
you," I said. " It 'a — er— Icouldu 
plain to a man easily enough. \w 
— of course — well .... Well, that ^Z 
Aunt Maoqie up in Aberdeeo." I 

" Yes 2 " ' 

" Yes. Well, I gave her 
those — you know, oblong things, "il* 
sparkhng things on them." 

" Sort of brilliants?" 

"Sort of, yes. And tl>eK_«^ 
some lettering on it. It was, 
ing you the old, old wish, K He"; 
Christmas and a Happy New f*". 
Something like a Christmas-e»ni- 
only . . . well, yes." 

" I see," said Miss MmDUii'^i 
gravely. "And Aunt Jahe? ' I 

" Aunt Jane in Edinburgh. W 
hers was the same sort of thing, only] 
it had on it. Wishing you the old, sU' 
wish, A Happy Christmaa— a HapF? 
Christmas— and a — and a M<rrjSe»] 
Year.'" | 

" I see," said Miss MroDinC 
again. ^ 

Of course I quite see wbaf ^■ 
sees, but I think she 's wrong. ^^ 
ever heard of a nephew giving K'' 
aunt a music-stool? She couUn:, 
twirl round properly on it (o bepJl 
with. All the same, I thinh I sbst 
leave out the aunts when I send U* 
anonymous letter round, and contec- 
trato on the cousins. EigIitJ-<«* 
cousins — they want pulUng togethfi 
a bit, and Hamstrung Hshbem h 
the man to do it. A.A. M' 



Things thef manage twtt«r ht Fiu<« , 
"The door was opened by »(*'"; 
man struggling into his coat will' 
handful of faggots in his amw- T' 
From Madame Waddington't n""*j 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The young Crown Ptince ol Servia 
is still bellicose. "I will fight my 
father, if necessary," he is reported 
to have said. He is a dear boy. 
We look forward with pleasure to 
further news from the Pantomime of 
War. 

Austria, according to the Vienna 
correspondent of the Petit Parisicn, 
is to give Servia and Montenegro " a 
lesson in the Spring." What is taking 
place at present, we suppose, then, 
is the preliminary Crouch. 

■ ••• 

A general Arbitration Treaty be- 
tween Brazil and Argentine has 
been signed and exchanged. Such a 
ti-eaty, we understand, would have 
been entered into long ago had it not 
been that the ItepubTics were under 
the impression that it might prevent 
their going to war with one another. 

Iteferring to the treatment meted 
out to certain Suffragettes at the 
Albert Hall, one of their number 
states: "We will not suffer these 
things in silence." We have some- 
times wondered whether the notori- 
ously quiet methods of the Suffra- 
gettes are really advisable, and we 
are interested to hear that there is 
now to be a change of policy, 

PREsmENT EoosEVELT has never 
been found lacking in personal 
coumge, and now he has delivered 
himself of the following message : 
" I am not an enthusiastic advocate 
of woman suffrage, because I do 
not regard H as a very iviportant 
matter." Still, this is not so daring 
as it sounds, for Teddy knows that 
he will soon be beyond the reach of 
Suffragettes, and safe among the 
wild beasts of Africa. 



" However much they may be 
entitled to consultation and to give 
us such advice and assistance as they 
t-an," said Mr. Sydney Buxton, 
spetiking at Millwall of the House 
of I'ordB, " they ought not to 
allowed to stand tor good in the way 
of Ijibctfll measures." " Stand for 
good " was surely a slip. 

^Vllile golfing on the Edgbaston 
T.iiiks last week, the Lord Ciiikf 
■Ji-sTKE hit the ball hard with his 
iiihlit-k. The ball jumped into the 
nil- and dropped into his Lordship's 
ilfilit-hand iwcket. Suiec this fact 
[icuame known Lord Alvebstokk, w 
ii'f iuforrned, has been inundated 
.\ith proposals from Music-Halls 
ifTt-ring fabulous sums if he will gi' 



She. "Most imppobibli:. Thi 



a few turns of this sort. To his 
Lordship's credit, none of "the^e 
offers has been accepted, 

•<• 

A staggering blow has been dealt 
at the popularity of football in the 
Midlands by a decision given at 
Glossop last week. It was then held 
that it was illegal to attack a i^feree, 
and a man was fined ton shillings for 
the offence. 

During the past twelve mouths 
there have been only twenty-two 
cremations in Birmingham as com- 
pared with tliirty-two in the previous 
year, and the work of the crema- 
torium has been carried on at a Iosh. 
It ii* propoi^ed that with a view to 
attracting customers the scale of fees 
should be revised, and ifduced rates 
are to be offered to large parties. 

" Lord Carrington," says Tlic Ex- 
prcK^. " spent most of yesterday at 



the' Board of Agriculture, where he 
held areecption for fanners, at which 
all their grievances were discussed." 
Seeing that less than twenty-four 
hours were devoted to this enter- 
tainment, the word "all" is aurely 
something of an exaggeration? The 
weather alone should have taken a 
week. 

The Postmaster - Grneral has 
ordered Telephone Ciirls to say 
"Please" — and they are doing it. 
Not even the Government's bitterest 
enemy will grudge them this small 
success. .^^^^_^^^^_ 

" Tlie iiitonlioiia of Mr. Bunciinnii, tlie Eiluea- 
tiiiii MiiiiHler, were good— Init ttp oil know 
l>uiitp's liiic nlioiit gnocl intciilions." 

The Slatxhnl. 
But how few know Dr. Johnson's 
famous inscription over Bo.swkll's 
front door: ''All hope abandon ye 
who enter hero I " 
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SERAPHIC "SOUL-BODIES." 

The new theory of Life after Death, recently ex- 
pounded by Mr. Fouknier d'Albe, B.Se., Secretary of 
the Dublin Society of Psychical Eesearch, to an 
audience of Spiritualists in Suffollt Street, has naturally 
excited cousiderable interest in botli worlds. Mr. 
d'Albe, if correctly reported by the Press, maintains 
that disembodied soiiis, or " soiil-bodies," inhabit a 
realm of the earth -atmosphere extending upwards for two- 
hundred miles, and, subsisting as they do entirely on 
sun-rays, re<]uire and possess no digestive organs, and 
have no need to compete for existence. Consequently 
he holds that they are all " engaged only in cultivating 
the higher virtues of 
Justice, Kindness, and 
Sympathy." 

Mr. Punch, feeling 
that ifcVould be rash to 
accept these views — 
even on such scientific 
authority as Mr. 

FSURN lER D'AlBE's — 

without some confirma- 
tion, has instructed his 
own Psychic Medium to 
place himself under the 
control of any floating 
soul-bodies within the 
two-huudred-rnile radius 
that might desire to 
express an opinion on 
the subject. 

As will appear from the 
following notes, auto- 
matically taken by the 
Medium himself in the 
trance condition, the 
seance proved remarkably 
successful : 

The Fii-st Soul-body 
would rather not give the 
name by which it was 
known in life, but fur- 
nished some elue to its 
identity by mentioning 
that the colour of its 
beard had been a good 
deal exaggerated. Knew 
about Mr. d'Albe's 
lecture, but was not 

actually present. Had tried to get in, but only 
ing-room for about four million souls. Hoped he would 
choose the Albert Hall next time. Was in the dome 
there last Saturday week, and deeply interested — 
though it pained him to see so many charming ladies 
losing theirlieads. Yes, ever since he had first entered the 
earth-atmosphere had been ardent sympathiser with the 
Women's Cause. Would like to see some reform of the 
Marriage laws, which at present placed a wife too much 
at the mercy of her husband. Was decidedly of opinion 
that no doors should be closed to women. Disapproved 
of flats as domestic dwellings — not a decent-sized cup- 
board in any of them I 

A Soul-body, describing itself as having formerly 
belonged to the late Judge Jeffreys, said it had read 
an account of Mr. d'Albe's address in the local 
films. Mr. d'Albe was a most ingenious hon<>st gentle- 
man, and many of his statements were fairly correct. 




Marvellous, indeed, that he should know &o much as 
he did ! He was somewhat out, however, in his esti- 
mate of the extent of the radius, which, prei^wlj 
reckoned, was not above 173 miles 3 furlongB. But 
that was a small matter. As to hiniEelf, vu 
desirous of seeing a more humane treatment of 
Criminals. Would have them reformed not bj im- 
prisonment, but kindness. Capital punishment ineilec- 
tive and barbarous, and should be abolished forthwith. 
Still hung about the Assize Courts occasionallj, but 
horrified ot abuse of cross-examination by certaia 
couiifitillors, and by severity ot sentences from 
Bench. Hod more than once felt constrained to , 
test — but tot^ nothing by his motion, except that Judge 
complained of icy dcsuf^t 
in court, and ordered ill 
windows to be eloet^. 
Had no digestive organ! 
— but heart iai^r thin 
ever it had been. 

The Soul-body . 
Marquise de Brikvil- 
LIBR3 said it liEii) twn 
present at the SuHo'l 
Street meeting. ThcuH'l 
M. d'Albe extreiif'" 
sympathetic, and *---' 
been moved to ttaisVi 
some of his bo elcnfrf.' 
periods. All that, ^■^\ 
example, of the peR«i:( 
tion endured by tlxwi 
poor ghosts who. iim\ 
motives of purest benero-i 
lence, ventured to bf-' 
cwme visible to mortiL'. 
How touching, and he" i 
true! She who «« 
speaking had, only tk 
other evening, undergMf 
an experience of the mos! 
disagreeable ! She iaJ 
conceived it her duty to 
appear to a certain of li^' 
descendants, now d«ell- 
iug in the quarter d 
Soho, and warn bin 
solemnly that the pdtii' 
Perigord he was about to 
partake of had so deteiioJ- 
ated as to have becfflw 
positively unwholesome. "Ptomaines?" She kneww 
that word; but it was always possible. Well, sheip- 
peared, then. Figure that her ungrateful kinsman, »''' 
from appreciating the attention, had permitted ^'^. 
to fling a small Jar of French mustard through her hew- 
But if she no longer possessed organs of digestion «■' 
could still feel for those who did. Was it not desolatiifi 
to reflect that it was becoming almost impossible lOj 
poor human beings to procure food or drink which m 
not been adulterated ? Believe her, so long as sue'' 
unprincipled practices went unpunished except by fi"^- 
Society would suffer I On being questioned as W 
whether she agreed or not with Mr. d'Albe f^*'.' 
Soul-body might become visible in ultra-violet ligo'i 
would only say that she trusted he was mistatsi!. 
as it could not but be unbecoming to the compleJM" 
of any person of quality. 

Control was next assumed by a Soul-body •'"' 
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Utrbert (trfto ha» had a thfcipcnnyiit tfhen him by h'm motlier for tlie eiilrriion). "All e 



announced bimself bb Qdv Fawebs. Admitted that 
he had not followed the proceedings of Parliament very 
closely of late, so could not say when it was likely to be 
dissolved. Was much more iuterestod in the preserva- 
tion of ancient monuments. Thought it a grievous 
scandal that so many of our historic buildings should be 
permitted to vauish with scarce a trace left to show 
where they had once stood 1 Had endeavoured to save 
the Great Wheel at Earl's Court, and sundry stately 
palaces on a spot called Shepherd's Bush ; but his efforts 
had failed. All his efforts did, somehow. Had'been 
shamefully entreated not a great while since by a 
pestilent manufacturer in the Midlands. The vile dog 
was benf on overthrowing a colossal chimney of brick 
that bad been a noted landmark for nigh upon a cen- 
fcury;. actually undermining it at the base 1 He himself 
had been at great painp to prevent so foul a deed — 
but all his hauntinge uid . rttppings and groaninge had 
boep to no purpose, for flie fellow had got him 
E>xoroised I An uncooscionable freedom to take with 
iny gentleman's sou) I But what, to htm, was most 
ntole'rabla, it had been performed by a minister of some 
>fon conformist sectt 

In token of his concern for the safety of the public, 
IB earnestly desired that letters be dispatched to tjic 
uthorities in every city warning them to keep good 
-atcb. For it was within his knowledge that sundry 
lean' traders had — and "that no longer ago than the 



beginning of last month!— collected vast store of com- 
bustibles and explosives — ay, and masks withal! With 
what fell purpose he, being wholly ignorant of their 
secret bloody designs, would not take upon him bo much 
as to conjecture; but this he might say: on his con- 
science he believed that aome ill plot was toward ! 

It is hardly necessary to point out how entirely these 
communications support Mr. Fourxieh d'Albe's 
theories. Still less to assure him that the Medium in 
question is a gentleman who is, absolutely incapable of 
such a hberty as pulling anybody's leg. Al all events, 
Mt. Punch hopes so. F. A. 

MB. PUNCH'S PAGEANT. 
His compliments to his friends^ and Mr. Putich does 
not mind saying again, lor it is quite true, that he i& 
going to hold an Exhibition of himself. He has now 
decided to be in the movement ^nd call it a Pageant. 
It will be distinguished from ordinary pageants both in 
other respects and by the fact that it is to keep still. 
Nevertheless, in point of sentiment, it will be the most 
mpving of spectacieH. It opens on Saturday, January 
2nd, 1909, at the Leicester Gallerifes, Leicester Square, 
and proposes to stay there all the month. Mr. Punch 
tables this opportunity of expressing his sincere thanks 
to many kind people for the loan of original drawings, 
manuscript^, letters and other precious relics associated 
with his career. 
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THOSE MECHANICAL TOYS. 



chuistmas cookery. 

Some Seasonable Suooe3TIOMS. 
I. — Cahds. 

These form a welcome and dainty 
addition to the Christmas moroiug 
breakfast. To prepare, take two 
plump robins (boned, so as to stand 
in impossible attitudes), a church - 
tower with bells, and holly to tasLi^ 
SoaBon the whole with a couple of 
cheap rhymes, and sprinkle thickly 

"h frost. Serve in half-sheet of 
notcpaper, " With best wishes from 
all at Ilomeleigh," enclose in en- 
velope, and garnish with pink stamp. 



.4 more economical version of the 
above omits the Best Wishes, and 
garnishes with green stamp. 
II.— Waits. 
Fill four throaty baritones and 
bass with cither beer or whisky, as 
preferred. Add a conductor, two 
choir-boys, and a liazy recollection of 
Good King Wenceeilas. Mix well, 
and set aside to simmer. As soon 
slight fizzling notse makes Itself 
audible, cold water should be freely 
poured over the whole till this 

III. — Annuals. 
These, though conventionally asso- 



ciated with Christmae, most fre- 
quently make their actual appearance 
at table towards the beginning of 
outumn. The chief ingredients are 
advertisements ad lib., which nijy 
be rendered fairly palatable bj a 
judicious admixture of pretty well 
any old stuif you have left ovpr. 
Add a seasoning of turkeys and hunl- 
balls, and colour as attractively u 
possible. Served with special Pre- 
sentation Plates, this economieai 
trifle will be readily swallowed. 
IV. — Humorists. 
These are certain to be in great 
demand by hostesses who require 
some inexpensive little extra to set 
before their guests at the ChriBtmu 
dinner. As a relish to plum-puddiog 
and mince-pies nothing is so popular 
as a nicely turned-out humorist. The 
most usual kind, more than sufficient 
for a party of twenty persoDB, is 
generally stuffed with chestnuts, and 
moistened with" sweet champagne w 
a little fruity port. Great care shouL'i 
be exercised in serving, as soik 
humorists are apt to fall flat vbee 
brought to table, in which ca 
entire effect is ruined. 

V. — TUEATRICALS. 

The Maugham shape, very popular 
just now, is usually made with a 
flavour of diluted Hawtrey. For 
smaller parties the Hubert-Henrj is 
recommended. The author's tee 
either added at the last moment or 
loft out altogether. 



From a College of Preceptor* 
Junior Examination Paper: — 

•■ Describe in ten or twelve lioeaof Krentt 
.... the oxamiuing Biiperinlendent" 
Here goes : — 

" II a le nez range. Sea [ueda sont 0^ 
jl^audes. Cea soiit ausai grnuden que >- " 
Smith Maiot's. Cela dit quelquerhose. Po"' 
qiioi a-t-il le tele bnlde? Je ne uais pos. J' 
DO rainie pus. UaiuUaant je aloppeiai. 

The Leagme-long BoUer. 
From an advertisement of Blacs- 
pool: — 

"The FrursT 8e* m Eobote. 
Flowing BgniiiBt the Promenade dailj; l*"" 

This is a modest understatement. 
Ucadera will be glad to know "isl 
these three miles of boundlese Euro- 
pean ocean perform twice daily. 



" He had been Btrikiug matchf*. "^,f?^, 
were valnalile horsea ia the atnbleElilB'"*' 
Haid there midit have been a fire." , , 

The BcrdrrSX-i^'^ I 

These fiery steeds are verj "■■ 
flammable. | 
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BOILING OVER WITH APATHY. 

Pjiii!; MrauTB. " INSULT HE SIX HUES MORE, AND I WON'T BE ANSWERABLE FOR MYSELF. 
AND HEAVEN KNOWS WHAT WOULD HAPPEN IF I APPEALED TO MY FRIEND HERE, WHO 
ALREADY HAS GREAT DIFFIOULTY IN CONTROLLING HIS INDIGNATION." 



y Google 
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ESSFNCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

KyTllACIED FROM TICE DlARY 01- ToBT, M.P. 

House of Commons. Monday, De- 
cember 7. — No Olio looking round 
House wliilst Questions were going 
forward would imagine we aro in 
tliroos of Ministerial crisis, that 
presently tlie Prrmikk will itiakc a 
Rt.n.temont affecting existence of one 
of principal meanuros of the Session, 
I j>oKsibly involvlDg fate of the Oovern- 
I iTioiit. Bonches only half filled. 
Gaps on those whereon acroBS the 
Table Ministers and ex-Ministerfl 
1 bond npon each other affectionate 
f^ard. Amongst absentees at the 
omont were the 1'rkmieh and 
[ Prince AitTnim. By time Questions 
were over and Orders of Hay reached, 
the Benches filled up, and a sprink- 
ling of Peers was seen in gallery over 
the clock. Still there was room for 
all comers. 

When at length Education Bill was 
called on and House resolved itself 
into Committee, there was a hush of 
expectancy; but nothing approaching 
that intense, almost breathless attitude 
of waiting and listening familiar in 
ordinary crises. The method studi- 
ously adopted of finally disposing of 
the Bill contributed to absence of 
excitement. Last Friday Premier 
o notice that ho would to-day 
ve that the order for Committee 



" It I were to atlcnd ihe light bon. geiillcniBn'K jniblic dinners, and he were to nttomi mine 
these cnieriaiumeulij would become oveii more popular than they are." (I«ud laughter.) 

Mr. Balfour, Dw, 9. 



stage should be read and discharged. 
This a procedure into which it would 
be possible to import some passion 
evoking demonstrations and counter- 
demonstrations. On rellcction, Pre- 
mier perceived a better way, more 
consonant with his desire to avoid 
anything like a scene. When the 
cheers that greeted his appearance at 
the Table Kiibsidcd, he, addressing 
the Chairman, remarked in quiet 
tones, " I rise. Sir, for the pur|K>Be 
of moving that you do now leave the 
Chair." 

One of the most commonplace 
procedures of a day's silting. It 
means that the business immediately 
in hand shall be postponed for s day 
or a week, aoeording to the most con- 
venient arrangement of business. 

The Premier having made an end 
of speaking, Prince Ahthcr following 
in brief speech set in minor key 
RkilfuIIy struck, Mr. Eumott left the 
Chair. The Speaker came in and 
the next business on the Orders was 
called on. 

Though no fonnal declaration was 
made, everyone knew that with the 
emptying of the Chair at the Table 
the life went out of the Education 
Bill— 



The Licensing Bill, done to death in 
the House of Lords, had, as FiTz- 
MAURICE remarked, afine funeral. Thi 



cess. It was not permitted even to 
give an audible last gasp. Nor did 
friendly hand close its eyes. It 
simply disappeared from the scene 
as part of the working of an ordinary 
business procedure. The Premier's 
formal motion " that the Cmairman 
do now leave the Chair " was agreed 
to without debate or division, and 
since Mr. Emmott will never come 
back to preside over Committee on the 
Education Bill the measure is dead. 

No flowers, by request. 

Busincas done. —Education Bill 
smothered in its cradle. 

Tuesday. — Loum, who has given 
us a new dining-room, has added a 

fihrase to the Parliamentary vocabu- 
ary. Heckled this afternoon by 
Brother Bob, who wanted to know 
why a room should be allotted to the 
private use of the Chairman of Welsh 
Liberal Members whilst Scotland 
had none, the First Commissioner 
cautiously replied that ho did not 
know on what, "if any," principle 
his predecessors acted when they 
made the allotment. Here Bowles 
Junior nipped in with enquiry on 
what principle the allotment was con- 
tinued? 

" On the general principle of con- 
tinuity of policy," LouLU answered, 
with a glance at tho Foreign 
^IiNiSTER who chanced to be in bis 
place. 

Brother Bob lengthening the 

catechism by two other questions, 

Education Bill died by automatic pro- 1 LouLU, regarding him with fraternal 
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smile, remarked, " Perhaps I had 
better have family notice of any 
further enquiry." 

" Family notice " is good, implying 
uinoDg other conveniences a saving 
of public time. True, opportunity 
for une of expedient is not so wide in 
present House as it was in its prede- 
! cefisor. The electoral earthquake of 
11W6 shattered many family connec- 
tions. Still there are cases where 
l)i-others, or father and sou, have 
been retiuned, and the practice of 
giving notice across the family break- 
fust-table of intention to put a ques- 
tion would in several cases — the 
brotiiere Wason for example 
— he a convenience. 

B ri »»if«8 do Ji c .—Irish Land 
Bill read a second time. 

IViitrsdai/.^When in the 
Chair Mr. Lowthkr never 
for u moment loses his head. 
Ready for any sudden emer- 
gency, for all unexpected 
turns of debate. This makes 
more sinking a triSing lapse 
tliiit befell to-day, notable in 
Itself us illustrating (be 
effect of habit even iijion the 
best, trained uiinds. . 

AsilLKi" turned up as usual 
with his. volume of Mang- 
nall's Questions. Tliey num- 
beied seven, printed consecu- 
tively on the paper, and 
were addressed to Kawilbox 
IJ. IIaldake. Actually, by 
most liberal computation, 
there were only three sub- 
jects dealt with. But Asn- 
LKV, though comparatively 
joung in years, was not born 
yesterday. If he followed the 
ordinary practice of arrang- 
ing his Interrogationsonapar- 
tieuLir point in form of a single 
que-ition his opportunities of 
putting supplementary ones 
would be limited. Accord- 
ingly he cuts them up, making every 
section serve as a separate enquii-j; 
when the Minister repUes, Ashlev, 
almost before he has finished, is on his 
legs with H supplementary question. 

This is how, as formerly explained, 
he t'iisily keeps ahead of Captain 
Ci(A[(; m the honourable competition 
for the distinvtion of putting in a 
single week the largest number of 
futile questions. 

To-day; his «even questions on the 
]iiiper having by the process indicatetl 
run up fo fifteen, he resumed his 
Scat. Tiie next on the paper stood in 
the name of Hick-s-Bkach, But the 
Si'KAKEK, having called upon Asiilky 
si;ven successive times, mechauically 
repcated his name. 



Ashley up like a shot. Here was 
a slice of good luck. Having ex- 
hausted his own opportunities, he was 
voluntarily supplied by the Speaker 
with a sixteenth ! Hadn't anything 
ready, but long practice assured him 
.that if he only opened bis mouth a 
question would emerge, 

Speaker's lapse temporary. Quickly 
perceiving his error, he called ," Order I 
Order! Mr. Hicks-Beach." And the 
Questions took their proper course. 

Business done. — Report stage of 
Miners' Eight Hours Bill. 

Friday. — A declaration made by 
Mr, LuMON in debate on Prevention 



ton's address has been looked upi 

and he may espect; any night tohavpl 

opportunity of putting his amiably; 

principle into practice. \ 

The Member for Sark notes in th \ 

incident a departure from earlier 

habit. Formerly, when Mr. Lrp-] 

ton's premises were invaded niih, 

felonious intent, he was accuBtomed 

to seize the burglar by the wrist tail 

re-vaccinate him. This proved im-i 

mediately effective and did somethicr [ 

to shake the Hon, Member's well-| 

known rooted antipathy to vacema- 

tion. He admits that he knows i»| 

jingle instance where a bui^lar foi 

treated was seen again cii ( 

the premises. At the moK j 

time he denies that Ijmpii, I 

whether drawn directly from ' 

the calf or otherwise, did ' 

or could, serve any useful i 

purpose. * I 

To avert iiiconvenieiit con- 1 

troversy he has, Sark eajf. | 

for some years given up hL-j 

midnight practice. Now, '/.•■ 

he announces, if the burglr' 

will only go quietly away, ii 

may take with him wli.i 

he wants. 

Business done. — Minm 
Eight Hours Bill passeJ 
Report stage. 



'■ FjtHiLX KonCE or ant Ft-nruEii ebquibv." 

The Sight Tlan. Lojdu. '-'AH right, my dear Bob, that's agreed. 

lien. Wind you give me time for my repartees ; bimI. remember, an 

<ir ol spoil to lie ity is tnost impailant. la, in ! " 

(The Biolliers H-re-rt.) 

of Crime Bill has created keen in- 
terest in certain hives of industry 
known to the police. Discussing the 
measure of punishment allotted to 
burglars, and the probabihty of its 
severity leading the midnight visitor 
to resort to violence in order to 
escape, Sir. Lupton remarked that he 
looked upon the matter from the 
point of view of " the tax-payer who 
did not want to be damaged by rough 
men." For himself he was willing 
that his goods should be taken away 
so long as the burglar went . oS 
quietly. 

That 's the sort of man the burglar 
likes to find on his beat; has every 
desire to meet tlio gentleman half- 
way, even three-quarters. Mr. Li'p- 



"Any purchaser wlio sigm iSt 
coupon IB entitled to £3,000 r' — 
age over fourteen, if be is J 
killed by himself in Lis own t 
nvy—The PuhlitherU Cirrufo 
People who are fatally kiW 
by themselves at the age »' 
thirteen should therefore 
wait for a year before olwm- 
ing the money. 

A French contemporarj 
describes the recent liolent 
scenes at the Albert Hau 
and how the organ playw 
" O dear 1 wliat emi the nialter be, 

Julinny 'a not home from Ihe fair " :— 

"L'orgue essaie de noyer le brail ducomiall 

daus Bes flols d'liannoni'e. II joue la <ji"ii*° ! 

popvilflire, reprise en chteur par Its lO.lWp^j 

Hoiiiies presentes : 

'Qu'y n-t-il. inachire, etqueciwrt. 
Ue JeauieHii s'arrele u la foire. 
I,a mufiiquo uadoucit pas les lucfuis, - 
dc Pai-is. 

To which we can only say, 
dear! " or, as the French apparen'lJ. 
have it, " Ma chere." 



Extract from an 

urn made by a \i 

;ioman : — 

" Wlient . , 7 acre 

Kolil Rabi . No ral 

Sbopp. -,_ , 1 fatli 



Agricultural Bf- 
TV nice- mil"™ 



Qf^glt 
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ieh ill preparation for fitld-4ay). " Bloohim' U 



o Lur TILL soFPUt^mK, eu ? " 



SCIENCE NOTES. - 
Are Our Heads Growing Biooer? 

(By OUT Hydroccphalous Expert.) 

The remarkable letter contributed 
by Dr. Bernard Hollander to n 
recent number of The Westminster 
Gaxctle on the growth of the brain 
Qud concomitantly of the skull has 
caused great excitement in influen- 
tial circlee. 

Dr. Bernard Hollander, who 
claims the support of two Eellows of 
the Royal Society, maintains that 
the skull increases with the growth 
of the brain, and that the brain con- 
tinues to grow so long as it is actively 
exerpised. In this tremendous belief 
ho is fortified by the well-authen- 
ticated cases of Sir. Gladstone and 
on August Personage, To these cases 
may be added othere which have 
come within our personal observation. 

(1) An illustrious and world-rc- 
nowncd novelist, whose resemblance 
to a famous Elizabethan dramatist 
has long been notorious, when he first 
cniue to London used to wear n 
6J-inch hat. Now no stock size will 
ft him, and he has to have a con- 



stant succession of new and ever- 
larger hats made for him by the firm 
of SIaonifico Pouposo in Kome, who 
build for the Pope and most of the 
Curia. 

But the novelist's expansion haa 
not been confined to hie cranium. 
His finely developed nether man 
has assumed so much more opulent 
dimensions of lata that he is ad- 
mittedly too big for his boots of 
yesteryear. 

(2) The peculiar headgear, suggcE- 
tive of a retired bath-chair proprietor, 
affected by the youngest member of 
the Cabinet has caused no little sur- 
prise amongst his old brother -officers. 
But the square-crowned bowler in 
question is rendered necessary by 
the extraordinary supra - temporal 
development of the statesman's head, 
which presents a most extraordinary 
resemblance to that of Pericles 
(compared by classical writers to a 
sea-squill), and, growing as it does 
in direct ratio with his unbridled 
mental activity, is already beginning 
to cause hvely concern to hie devoted 
and affectionate colleaguos. Indeed, 
we have good reason to believe that 
Dr. Bernard Hollander has of his 



own initiative volunteered to remove 
this gigantic cranial dome and supply 
its place with a low-crowned roof of 
aluminium, jewelled in six holes. 
The only other alternative, that the 
owner of this wonderful osseous 
envelope should cease entirely from 
mental activity, is one which his 
colleagues are quite imable to con- 
template without transports of 
mel ancholi a. 

" A n-moaii who can act and think for berself 

is a treasure indeed."— If ado in r. 

That so few of our women can act 
and can think 

Is a truth which we would not 
endeavour to blink ; 

But we hold that a far more regret- 
table fact 

Is the number of women who think 
they can act. 



From a Vicar's postbag: — 
" Dear Sir— I am appljiog for an old-afte 

KQsion. I hftvs a dim rpralleclion ot lieiiiR 
m at Mapledurham iu 18iO or 1830. I ehM 
feel dnly grnb^'CuI if you can Irimce it tor me." 
We do not approve ot the use of 
clergymen as mediums. 
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A "RESTINa" PART. 

[Addreswti lo tho youthful .pig that has Jieen 

setecled from 600 candidates lo perform i 

Pkntonuioe nt Dmry Lane.] 

Not to expose jour adolescent tuBhes, 

Set in a storna-proof smile. 
They brought you to a stage where 
beauty gushes 
And fairy scenes beguile; 
Not to enthral the house i 
breatblesH stupor 
At gags and gamients of an olden 
time, 
But merely as an ordinary super, 
U pig, you play the mime. 

Do you lamei.t, perchance, tho fame 
that bruited 
Yonr budding charms abroad? 
Sigh for the simple trough where once 
you rooted 
With no one to applaud? 
Lived the bucolic life as yet un- 
puzzled 
By purple limelight and the mazy 
reel? 
Boiled on tho straw of hidolence, and 
guzzled 
Tho pared potato-peel? 
Or have you felt ambition? found 
awaken 
Beneath those tender ribs ■ 
A hope (beyond the lot of common 
baeoii) 
Oi fur superior cribs? 
Have yon been told, perhaps, of 

Who all their jH-oness to the Muses 
bring. 
And rightly piek the same sweet 
names from dD;:ens 
Of letters in a ring? 

I rather think it : you 'vo a sort of 
glitter 
About your beady eye 
That seems to sav, " Good Heavens, 
what a litter ! 
Why don't they let mc ti'y? " 
The chorus sings its songs, the jceters 
tumble, 
The stai-s come out in robes of 
sliining silk; — 
" Not one of these," I think I hear 



Well, never mind, my porklct 
there 's a beauty 
Of nature as of art, 
And some day you shall do your 
Christmas duty 
And play the hero's part.. 
Thrice-fatted you shall come from 
fields of clover 
To triumph in a tragic r6lc sublhne, 
And wear upon yonr breast, the last 
act over. 
The epithet of " Prime." 



ON THE SAME THEME. 

Deak SiK, — 1 dp not know whether 
the poor little pig in' the Pantomime 
has got even a squeaking part or not. 
I have, however, taken the liberty of 
writing a little song for him (or is it 
■■ her "?) and am sending it you 
the hope that you will be able to 
place it in the proper quarter. 

There are only six verses. Shall I 
begin? 

Oh, hear me for a moment, please, 
'tis httle " Curly " spealts 
{Surely you 've heard of little 
"Curly"?): 
They say I am the very finest pig 
that squeaks. 
And I 'vc taken to the stage 
early. 
(fftorus.-;' Curly!," V Curly! 
How yoiing'to be in such a hurly- 
burly ! ■ ' 
You may well ask, "Why, oh, 

why 
Did 1 leave my little sty 
Up in Hali-halifax so early? " 

Whatever made them choose me out 
of all the rest? 
Why did . they hit ou little 
"Curly"?- 
Was it because they thought my 
temper was the best?. 
I 'm really feeling rather surly. 

iChoTus: " Curly! " " Curly 1 ") 
lied Riding Hood's a jolly httle 

But I do so wish that I 
Hadn't left my little sty 
Up in Hali-halifax so early '. 
I woii't bother yOu with the other 
four verses at present, but the encore 
verse 1 am sure j'ou will like. It 
took me much longer than the others, 
and the idea struck mo as particu- 
larly happy. Here it is : — 
(Encore Verse.) 

Now I am 

[One minute, please. Just see if 
you get any applause before you go 
on any further. (Perfect gilencc.) 
Thank you, that will do.— Ed.] 



"Tlie lolal immlwr of Irish persons of over 
.enly ia placed hy siatistioians at I84,00(). 
Of these 32,000 are iu receipt of poor relief auil 
are therefore ilimimiliGeit, so that ibere Hhould 
reniuiii 125.01)0 of the age. The actual nuniWr . 
of claimants for peiwions is, however, 193,000. 
Clearly there rautl be a mislnke xouiewhere. 
But the iiieanx of deteetiiie the error ia not 
oby>on„."—l)ailij Mail. 

With great skill we liave detected 
another en-or. 125 -i- 32 is not equal 
to 184. On receipt of a stamped ad- 
dressed envelope we will explain why. 



LEGWEAR DE LUXE. 
Famous Actoe-Manaoeb's Pucsusa 

CoLLECTlOK. 

Marvellous as is the Bookmui'i 
Paradise of Kir. Pierpont Morgu, 
recently described by the AmericM 
correspondent of The Tima, it is 
but a jejune and pinchbeck exhi- 
bition compared with the 3ai- 
danapalian splendour of the grent 
Sartorial Pleasure Dome of Mr. 
Qeorge Alexander. Hitherto only 
few of Mr. Ale-^ander's friendBlute 
been admitted to inspect the ineSable 
glories which He enshrined within the 
famous chryselephantine gates, and 
this is positivdy the first account 
that has ever appeared in ptint oI 
what is undoubtedly the finest collec- 
tion of legwear in this or any atb 
world. Indeed it has been wittilj 
described as the " Nethermost 
Heaven of Sartoriculture." 

Entering the great gates alretdi 
alluded to, probably the finest e*t»iii 
specimen of the work of Pheidias, cuts 
is struck by a magnificent porphyn 
cabinet containing a priceless collec- 
tion of frock-coats dating back lo ikf 
Noachian epoch. In the centre ol 
the hall, which is hung with green 
Flemish tapestry, is a superb Wie-m 
model of Beau Bbuumel. A cLaiee- 
dony rack in an alcove on the ri^< 
contains one hundred and twelTf 
louded canes, while a superb cabiaei 
.i-ith crystal doors is all ablaze witi 
scarves of every conceivable bue and 
pattern. 

But the outer hall gives onlj 
faint idea of the indescribable glonV' 
of the inner treasure-house, which 
exclusively devoted to the choicwt 
specimens of nether integument*. 
Passing through a lapis-lazuli dow 
one is confronted by a colossal Bfatue 
of Alexander the Obbat arrayed in 
faultless vicuna trousers. A bugs 
wardrobe of ebony and gold il'"*" 
trates the evolution of this indis- 
pensable garment from the primilif' 
braccae of the Roman pmvincial down 
to the latest creation of Bond Streel, 
arranged in thirty asbestos shelves- 
Even more wonderful is the fabulouf 
collection of trouser-stretchers, rM^ 
ing from the rude stone slabs u«e« 
by neolithic man to the Outenbei? 
Trouser Press, the Wynken « 
Worde Trouser Press, the imouf 
Caxton Trouser Press, and culmin- 
ating in the marvellous hjdrsuLf 
press invented by Lord Althobp, an" 
capable of reducing the nK»' *"""' 
phouB leg-wear to absolute bjtW*"? 
■ I ten seconds. 

Opening out of the man IVouaer- 
Hall is the inmost Sartorial ssnctiuu^ 
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a bomb-proof chamber panelled in 
pliitimim and containing the cboieest 
treasures of Mr, Alexander's bouI- 
shaking collection. Those are nothing 
leas tlian a number of historic nether 
gnrraents worn by famous, notable 
or notorious personages. To give a 
eomplete list would tax our space too 
severely; but it must be a source of 
national satisfaction to know that 
while so many other inestimable 
relics have crossed the Atlantic it 
has been the privilege of Mr. Alex- 
ANLiER to keep in this country — 

1. The favourite pantaloons of 
"OldQ." 

2. A pair of kerseymere hnee- 
breeclies worn by Wilberkorce. 

3. A pair of trousers in Marti^ 
Tuppeb's earliest manner. 

■1, Pair of ditto, worn by the Poet 
Laureate at the opening of the 
Crystal Palace. 

5. Pair of knickerboctiers worn by 
Mr. Hall Caike on the occasion of 
his first speech in the House of 
Keys, 

6. Pair of nainsook pyjamas worn 
by PoBFiBio Diaz, the President of 
Mexico. 

7. Pair of check trousers, peg-top 
pattern, formerly the property of the 
late Mr. Tbacv Turnekelli, 

8. Pair of running shorts worn by 
DoHANDO PiETRi in the Marathon 
Race. 

fl. Pair of accordion - pleated 
bloomers from the wardrobe of the 
fete Dowager-Empress of China. 

10. Pair of trews in which Robert 
Burns composed Scotn trha hac. 

11. Pair of Scotch plaid trousers in 
whicli Carlvle wrote the greater part 
of fiarloT Reaarttig. 

12. Pair of Carthaginian trouser- 
loons in which Hannidal is believed 
to have crossed the Alpe. 

And 13 is a special moth-proof 
boudoir, which is in reality a steel 
f.afe, with three hundred and thirty 
pairs of trousers worn by Mr. Alex- 
ander himself as Aubrey Tanqucra\ 
during the run of ^I^. Pixero'i 
famous play. 

We have said enough to show that 
to be permitted the privilege of 
nifrfc to Mr. George Alexander's 
collection is a liberal education. Mr. 
Alexam>er, with the assistance of 
the Rev. Dr. Kisn, who acts as hi 
<'hicf valef and is liecper of the Pressed 
Trousers, luis, howe\er, for some 
time been busily engaged on a Cain- 
htflur rainonnc of his possessions, 
most Kumptuously embellished with 
fac.-iimile buttons, a few copies of 
B'hich will be on sale for the genera' 
public. 



TACTLESS GALLANTRY. 

Jadyo} uiieerta'iH age {la lAd admirer). "Welt., Admibai, now w 
Admiral (trito lait remembera her iril/i grey hair). "Mv IiEar l. 



THE LOAFER. 
Hit is rather small for his age, 
slim, and with an appearance that 
one would call " nervy." He does 
very little for mo, but I keep him 
partly because I have a genuine 
affection for him, partly because 
most men in the Temple enjoy the 
services, (such as they are) of one of 
his class, liut, rhostly because he 
posses.'^es in u marked -degree tliose 
two characteriHtics which go to make 
tile ideal ser\-ant — ubiquity and uu- 
obtrusiviiiess. He is always there 
in case he is wanted, but never in 



the way. Ife is perhaps too modest 
but it must also be said that he lead 
the idlest of lives. His handwriting 
is so abominable that I cannot entrust 
my correspondence to him, and if 1 
ask him to do any odd jobs they 
are usunltv badly done. 

He has the aiiuoyiug liabtt of 
drumming his fingers on tables and 
deskrf, a sure si;;n of the id 
However, altliough lie could hardly be 
willed my right liand in 'businesi 
should be geiuiinely sorry to lose him. 
■ Perhaps I ought to have mentinnod 
at the outset that I am referring to 
my left hand. ' 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
A DISMAL home ; a situatiou that one would like to call 
impossible; a woman with the long-sufEering strength 
OQly weak women possess; a man she has wrongud 
and been wronged by; and her son. These make up 
the drama of Anne Sedgwick's new novel Amabel 
Chattnicc (Arnold). The author of Valerie Upton 
has not lost her cunning. Her characters, few 
but convincing, are alive; though unpleasant, the; 
are real. Yet one may perhaps doubt whether tht 
husband, a man of thirty-two, would have gont 
about htR courting in so paternal a fashion; and th( 
prig- A yount 



luld be better if he wei 



man who analjt 
and backs his sei 
may be as clever 
as he will, but he 
)H already far on 
the road to be- 
come a bore of 
the very first 



the feelings of love by introspect iot 
timents with quotations from Hegel 



vate 



Mi 



Sbdowick 
by leaving him 
to devote his 
time to his 
mother. Prob- 
ably no otiici- 
woman whom he 
came across 
would think it 
worth while to 
disturb the idyll. 

As Mr. A. S. 

M. HUTC-HiN.«0N 

points out, Once 
Aboard the 
Lug gr r, token 
from thut dash- 
i n g sentiment 
"Once aboard 
the lugger and 
the girl is mine," 

mig^t be considered a generic title for all novels. 
■ Certainly there is no specific mention of any lugger in 
his book (Alston Rivers), excepting in the " Author's 
Advertisement." But there is specific mention of other 
things equally good. There is Mr. Marrapit, who, 
according to the eye which beheld him, was like " one of 
the minor prophets — shaved," and had every inch of 
his garden searched because a threepenny-piece had 
been dropped. There is Mrs. Major, his companion, 
that masterly woman. There are George and his Mary, 
the people of the story, and very nice people, too — 
particularly Mary. And many more, from Mr. David 
Brunger, detective, to The Rose of Sharon, eat. They 
are all cleverly drawn, and for the most part sufficiently 
true to life to compel belief in them, however prepos- 
terous the circumstances in which the author's very 
pleasant humour lands them. 



The Story of the Man in the Iron Mask holds its 
own among the world's mysteries. Since Voltaire's 
time, it has been discussed by a shifting company of 
writers who have devoted an appreciable portion of their 



lives to hunting up trails. The latest and by no mews 
the least weighty contribution to the solution of fhe 
problem is from the pen of Mon seigneur Barnes. 
The title of the book. The Man of the Matk 
{Smith, Elder), is significant. Amongst other di 
coverios, Monseigneur has come upon the tact that the 
mask was not of iron, but of velvet. The wearing of it was 
not an addition to punishment, but merely a means of 
preventing recognition. Various persons have been 
named by earlier explorers as being the masked prisoner. 
That ho was o twin-brother of Locis THE Fourteenth 
was a dramatic fancy that long moved the world, h 
beOter reasoned though less picturesque explanaticn 
pointed to Matthioli, agent of the Duke of Mantu.*, 
who got the better of Louis the Fodrteenth in » 
■secret treaty for the purchase of the fortress of Casale, 
Monseigneur Barnes has a novel theory to advance. 
Behind the velvet mask be sees the fa«e of a son of 

— ■ ^ C n A B L E S THE 

Second, the issue 
of a liaison nith 
a Jersey lady of 
good family. The 
theory is sup- 
ported by themar- 
sballing of much 
evidence and the 
exercise of con- 
siderable dialec- 
tical ingenuity. 

To the thou- 
sands whose 
thoughts at this 
season are bunT 
I with children do 
better service can 
be' done than to 
commend to them 
The Modern 
Child (Foi'Lis), 
compiled by Heb- 
vey Elwes. It 
is QD anthok)gjof 
verse and pro§e 
about children, 
but it is GWe- 
thing more, too, than a mere anthology. It is infonnedwrld 
a deflnite purpose to present the innumerable, wayward, 
graceful, joyous, sorrowful, and even the naischiovousij 
playful aspects of a child's nature. Thought and under- 
standing, and, what is even more important, a serious 
and delightful tenderness, have gone to the malting of 
this pleasant half-crown's worth. Many writers have 
been laid under contribution, and all of them, I •"*? 
say, are benefited by their inclusion in Mr. Elwes s 
hst. Every extract has its place in the general scheme 
as containing some thought that throws light upon 
subject, Mrs. Allen Harker's " Foreword 



strikes exactly the right note — though by • 



venial 



lapse she robs the late Mr. Waugh of his true name 
Benjamin, and presents him as the Iteverend ABrnrsI 
Waugh. 1 am sure the real Mr, Arthur Wai'GH i^a"""' 
feel aggrieved at this added imputation of excellenef' 
At any rate Mrs. Harkeu makes no mistake m h«n 
pretty reference to Mr. Punch. Mr. Punch loves chil- 
dren, and on his behalf I make bold to urge all ofht'J 
lovers of children and students of their waya t^ 
possessors of The Modern Chitd. 



a beeonit 
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CHARIVARI A. 

Wf. Iiave good news of President 
Castro. It was noticed that, when 
receiving tlie repiesciitfttive of a 
Continental paper, the Dictator wore 
carpet slippera. This is taken to 
mean Peace. 

The \Vp£(inc is to be twenty feet 
longer and four feet wider than the 

Dreadnought. If the 

war - vessels of Great 
Britain and Germany go 
on increasing in size at 
this rate it is obvious 
that there will not be 
room enough for them 
to fight in comfort in 
the North Sen. and 
arrangements will have 
to be mode for the use 
of the Atlantic. 

.\ man has been 
arrested for firing 
shots in Miss Marib 
CoRKLLi's garden. From 
a stutement he made he 
iii apparently a render 
of Miss CoRELLl'S 
boohs. The state of 
Ikis mind is to be en- 
quired into. 

* * 

In attempting to 
swallow A cigar and a 
clay pipe for a wager last 
week a collier became 
unconRcious through the 
bowl of the pipe sticking 
in his throat. A doctor 
who was summoned 
extracted the bowl, and 
the collier's condition is 
improving, but it is 
thought that in future 
he will only swallow 
cigars. 

A young corre- 
spondent points out that 
an undoubted drawback 
to a certain shiny 
species of sweet is that, 
when one has sucked it for a 
short lime, and just as one is 
getting really fond of it, the thing is 
apt to slip down one's gullet beyond 
recall. To prevent this he proposes 
that a hole should be bored through 
the centre of each sweet and o piece 
of string passed through it. One end 
of the string could then be held in 
the hand, thus cnabhng one to retain 
effective control over the sweet. 

Referring to the recent damage 
done in Cambridge before the young 



gentlemen went down, we believe 
that the end of the term at many 
Schools for Little Boys is celebrated 
by a " Breaking-up " enter toinment. 

Tlic Editor of The Review of 
Reviews has been asking a number 
of celebrities ond notorieties how 
much sleep they require. A certain 
popular author rephes; " If I sleep 
well for four or five hours my powers 



the engine." How typical of Scotch 
frugality that only a amnll bottle 
should have been used on this 



The decision that in certain circum- 
stances a railway carriage becomes a 
dwelling-house subject to the provi- 
sions of the Public Health Act, has, 
we hear, created a considerable 
flutter among the directors of a cer- 
Iway company 



' whose carriages scarcely 
move. 

• « 

" No child should 
open a book until he i- 
seven years of age," 
says Dr. Albert Wil- 
son. It would be 
humane, we think, in 
the case of some modem 
novels, to raise the age- 
limit to 100. 

• * 

It is amusing to -see 
how some youngsters 
give themselves airs. 
The Russian Duma has 
sent an encouraging 
message to the Turkish 
Parliament. 

"The * Newest 
Dresses, Gauds, and 
Gems," is the title of an 
article in The Daily 
Mail. But surely there 
is a certain redundancy 
here? So many ladies 
make gauds of their 
dresses. 



-Mr.C -B one recreslion 

is hunting, and he kiionB of no 
sport or pastime more health- 
— : eihilarating thf 



BP"« 






u the 



are at their best. But I do this 
about one night in ten." We should 
never have guessed it happened so 
often as that. And another literary 
man niakea the modest confession 
that he sends himself to sleep by 
telling stories to himself. This will 
no doubt cause a rush on the part of 
the public for his invaluable soporific. 

" As the train bearing Mrs. Carrie 
Nation entered the station ot Glas- 
gow," we are told, " a practical joker 
smashed a small bottle of whiskey on 



regular hunting Beaaon along 
ihe Midland jiastumges with 
the music of ihe Quom Pack at 
his heels."— rA« Br'dith and 
Colonial Dniggi&l. 
If the etiquette of pug- 
hunting is at all like 
that of fox-hunting we should greatly 
hke to hear what the M.P.H. has to 
say to Mr, C.'s habit of riding in 
front of hounds. 



Extracted from a 
List ot Newspapers 


Singapore " Pric 


HaoK 0/ Jounial. 


Cla^e-fitalia,: 


Alliance Ke«e. 
Aurofor. 

Church Times. 
Clarion. 


Comic, 

Kcotlish Humour. 

Tempaiance. 

Nonconformist. 

High Chureh. 
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TKE COMING ARMAGEDDON. 

[The PuHB HiNiBTEB, hnviug sounded from the KbIioiibI Liberal Clob 
his " trumpet-cnU " tor the campaign acainst the Lords (dale ot cmh- 
mencement o£ hoslilitiw not )-el fiied), has declared his iDlenliou of 
taking no cognisance of the Keport of (be Select Committee on the 
Refonn of the Upper House.] 

Go home and pause a little while, O Peers ; 
Not to indulge in festal mirth that cheers 

The innocent heart and e;e ; 
But to review your vicious past, and heave, 
Like sinful soldiers on the battle's eve, 
A penitential sigh. 

Penance you 've done already of a sort: 
Worn sackcloth (ride Eosebeby's Report) 

O'er vests of silken stuff; 
Poured on your jjoIIb a thimbleful of ash. 
And nicked your shoulders with a velvet lash 

(Not on the actual buff); 
But naught avails a purge so mild and bland, 
Or that you volunteered to go aud stand 

In comers, face to wall, 
Saying, " Though we have acted far from ill,'^ 
Yet at Q pinch wo might do better still;" 

This is no use at oH. 

For there is one whose higher wisdom means 
To smash you into little smithereens 

When it shall please his whim ; 
Meanwhile, whatever private pains you take 
To mend yonr naughty habits, it will make 

No'difference to him. 

You may reform or not, let loose or curb 
Your Titan passions — you will not disturb 

His poised Olympian breast; 
But in his own good time he '11 fix your fate, 
Choosing, without consulting you, the date 

That suits his book the best. 

Forth from The Chib his bugle-call has gone; 
The charge itself will follow later on — 

How soon, you mustn't know; 
So to your prayers against that awful day 
Whose whenalmuts he can't himself foresay. 

Not to a vear or so. 0. S. 



WHAT I WOULD LIKE FOR CHRISTMAS. 

It is often a difficult matter to know what to give 
one's friends in the way of presents at this season. It 
occurred to us that it might help our readers to solve 
the annual problem if we invited a niimber of well-known 
people to say what ilicij personally would hke to have. 
Here are some of the replies which have not yet come 
to hand ; — 

Mr. Asquith, — " I should like above all things a 
leally good model of the House of Lords with all the 
Unionist Peers in their places. With this and a coal- 
hammer I think I could spend a very happy time." 

Lord Lansdownk. — "Christmas Bills are the best 
presents of all. I simply love pulling them to bits." 

Mr. Birrell [tcUgrani). — "May I join Asquith 
Will bring my own coal-hammer, " (Reply paid.) 

Mr. Lloyd-George. — " It 's j'our money I want! " 



What Society is Boing Abroad. 
"Three kangaroos and tvro emus travelling from AuBtralia to AlhpuB, 
tvhere they will take up their rpHidence, Blopped rpcentty at Port Said 
nu'J Alexandria for a day or tiro." — The Egi^ian GazcUe. 



DISCURSIONS. 

Oascal Cranes. 
" It 's a rum thing," said the pale young stockjobber, 
what funny chaps you come across now and then in 
a train. And, what 's more, you never see 'em again- 
just get one talk with 'em and then they Taniah aws; is 
if they 'd never been there, and leave you wondering 
what 's become of 'era. Some of 'em may be escaped 
loonies, and I daresay the keepers catch 'em after a bit, 
but I don't know. They look all right and they talk bU 
right most of the time, but then something starts 'em 
oS, and you get left. 

"Now last week there was a respectable old felloi 
sitting where you 're sitting. He 'd got on a frock-coat 
which bad seen some service — shiny, you know, in tbe 
cuffs and elbows — but his hat wasn't so bad, and there 
uas a pearl pin in his black tie, and he 'd got git; 
whiskers and a pair of spectacles — quite a bcuevolent- 
looking old buffer. He had a whole lot of newspapers 
with him, and he was reading them all through in doubh 
quick time, galloping over the pages like a two-year-old. 
He was finished with six of 'em before I 'd been througli 
half a page of my halfpenny rag. I guessed he must ' 
a literary gent or some genius of that sort by tbe w»j 
he went on. They all dash at it like that, 
seen 'em. 

" Well, the train hadn't been going more than five 
minutes or so before be 'd done with his newspapers and 
crumpled 'em up and chucked 'em out of the window. 
Then he sat up very straight and beat his arms across 
his chest like a cabman five or six times, and at last be 
took his topper off his head, looked at it in a sonvvful 
kind of way. and before you could say ' Knife ' he 'd put 
his old fist through the crown with a bang like a pistol- 
I never got such a start in my life. 

" I suppose he saw I was a bit alarmed, for he Bmil«d 
at me and said in a very solemn way, ' I apologise. Sir; 
I ought to have warned you. But you will adinit tbri 
a man in my position must do something to show bis 
quality. ' I said I supposed he must, and it didn't 
matter so long as it was his hat and not mine. ' Hs, 
ba,' he laughed, ' very good, very good. Of course jo" 
know that in our line of life we do that kind of thing. 
The Gehmak Emperor, for instance r he always polishes 
off four hats a day, winter and summer, and the Kikg 
OF Spain sometimes gets as high as six. Personally I 
never do more than three. It 's my Tartar ancestry, I 
fancy.' 

" I didn't quite know what to say, but I thought it 
best to keep joking hira, so I ashed him if three hats a 
day wasn't a shade expensive even for a man who 'd got 
a Tartar ancestry. ' Sir,' he said, 'you are pleased l*> 
be facetious; but a Tsar can afford to be generous.' 'A 
■Tsar? ' I said, ' Yes,' he said, ' I am the Tsab of -^ 
THE RussiAS ; but I tell you this only on condition thaj 
you keep it a secret. If my poor wife heard of it she jj 
never forgive me. She can't bear RusBians, so you II 
easily understand why I don't want her to know. I 
shall have to break it to her, I suppose, when we ^ 
back to the Winter Palace, but till then, mind, it 'f " 
dead secret,' Just then the train pulled up at EaN 
and he got out, A queer old scarecrow he looked in bM 
crumpled hat, but he gave up his ticket just like a"!' 
one else. 
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THE ADOPTED FATHEE. 



"WELL, IF ANYONE HAD TOLD ME A YEAR AGO THAT I SHODLD COME TO TfflS! 
[Tha new ToTkiah Parltament aaeembled on Decamber 17.] 
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" 1 should have thought this was about enough, but I 
got anotliei' startler on Saturday, when I was going down 
to stay with WELaroHD for the week-end. At one of the 
stations n ciiap came rushing up the platform and 
tumbled himaolt into my carriage. He wore a brown 
soft hat and a brown velveteen knickerbocker suit with 
yellow gaiters. lu fact he looked as if he 'd got gaiters 
all over him — you know the sort. There was a wild 
look in his eye, and as soon as he 'd got his breath he 
started talking about fifty to the dozen. 1 never heard 
such rot in my lite — all about the rights of humanity 
and men being more valuable than pheasants, and what 
were we all going to do when the poor realised their 
power and tried to get back a bit of their own, and 
wouldn't it be a funny sight for us aristocrats to see our 
heads tumbling into the guillotine -basket, and so on. 
I never heard a ehap in gaiters talk Hke that before, but 
he didn't seem to want me to answer him, which was 
lucky. He did his own answering, and took jolly good 
care to make himself come out all right, you bet. 

" At last he seemed to run dry, and after he 'd 
stopped a bit he looked at me and said, ' Do you know 
whom you 've been talking to? ' I hadn't got a word 
in, you know, but 1 didn't worry about that. 1 said 
No, I didn't know who he was. 'Ah," he said, 'you 
don't know, don't you? WeH, I 'm not sure if I ought 
to tell you. Better perhaps to leave you in ignorance. 
You '11 simply hate me if I tell you who 1 am.' 1 said 



I 'd risk it; but lie wouldn't speak again for a long time, 
and you 'd hardly believe it, ho 'd got tears trickling 
down his cheeks. ' It 's dreadful,' he said, ' to be hated 
as 1 am, but I can't help it. 1 'm Quirk, Basil Quirk. 

" I give you my sacred word of honour I 'd nevei 
heard of him before, hadn't the remotest notion who he 
was or what he did. Have you? Oh, a well-knowr 
M.P. and author. Is he? Anyhow, I told him I really 
didn't mind a bit. He looked disappointed, but h( 
pulled himself together and said I was the first persor 
he 'd ever met in whom he hadn't inspired horror and 
he 'd never forget it. It would make his path in liff 
much easier, he said. When 1 got out at Brinkley hf 
shook hands with me and asked me to keep a kinc 
thought for Basil Quikk. 



1 paper with the nic 



Extract from a friendly letter 
quiet name of Cage JiirJs.— 

"Such peoplp in our pBtimnlion are un-cilupntMl, fannlicnl, Bpliitter 
iag rodenla. gnii\rinf{ nt luiy and erriylliiiif; lliaC is good and utti'tnl 
Riid when thpy diwover there in uolliiiig to iwlisty their nTaricimia 
nesa they, tike hiiteous KorillnH, Iniifih to dlink they bnve been nbl» b 
do Bome fellow faiieier an injury. We thiuk ihal it behoven bih'I 
people to g»7e into Iheinirrrr of reflei-lioii nnil s?e what ini»er«hlc 
hideous, menu, eoiilemplihlc luniptt of Iniinniiity thpy conwBt ot," 

This just shows you how cage birds in their little nesti 
agree. 
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THE FIR-TBEE; REVISED 

VERSION. 

(Too Long After Hans Andersen.) 

Once upon a time there grew a 
fir-tree in a great NewfoundlaDd 
forest. 

It had a delightful life; the rain 
(ell on it and nourished its roots ; the 
Bun shone on it and warmed its 
heart; now and then came a great 
jolly wind to wrestle with it and try 
its strength. The peasant children 
would sit at its foot and play their 
games «nd sing their little songs, and 
the birds roosted or sheltered in its 
branches. Now and then the 
squirrels frolicked there. 

But the tree, although everything 
was so happy in its surroundings, 
was not satisfied. It longed to be 
something else. It longed to be, as 
it said, important in the world. 

" Well," said the next tree to it, 
"you will be^ important; we all 
shall. Nothing is so important as 
the mast of a ^ip." 

But the tre^ would not have It. 
"The mast of a ship!" he said. 
"Pooh! I hope to be something 
better than that." 

Every year the surveyors came and 
marked a number of the taller trees, 
and then wood- cutters came and cut 
them, down and lopped off their 
branches and dragged them away to 
the shipbuilders. The tree watched 
them go with disdain. 

And then one day the surveyor 
crime and made a mark on our tree. 

"Ha! hal " said a neighbour, 
" now you 're done for." 

But the tree laughed slyly. " I 
know a better trick than that," he 
said, and he induced a squirrel to 
rub olT the mark with his tail, so that 
when the wood-cutters came he was 
not felled after all. 

" Oh," said the swallows when 
they came back next year, " you 
here still?" 

" Surely," said the tree, con- 
ceitedly. " They tried to get me, 
but I was too clever for then)." 

" But don't you want to bo a 
mast," they said, " and bold up the 
sails of a beautitid ship, and swim 
grandly all about the seas of the 
world, and lie in strange harbours, 
and hear strange voices? " 

" No," said the tree, " I don't. I 
dislike the sea. It is monotonous, 
I want to assist in influencing the 
world. I want to be important." 

"Don't be so silly," said the 
swallows. 

And then the tree had his wish, 
for one day sdme more wood-cutters 



came ; but, instead of picking out the 
tall trees, as they had been used to, 
they cut down htmdreds just as they 
came to them. 

"Look out," said the swallows. 
" You 'II be cut down now whether 
you want it or not." 

"I want it," said the tree. "I 
want to begin to influence the 
world." 

" Very well," said a wood-cutter, 
" you shall," and he gave the trunk 
a great blow with his axe, and then 
another and another, until down it 
fell. . ,.. ~ ^' 

" You ''won't be a mast," he 
added, "never fear. Nothing so 
useful ! You 're going to make 
paper, my friend." 

" What is paper? " asked the tree 
of the swallows as they darted to 
and fro over its branches. 

" We don't know," they said, 
" but we '11 ask the sparrows." 

The sparrows, who knew, came and 
told the tree. " Paper," they said, 
" is the white stuff that men read 
from. It used to be made from 
rags; but it "s made from trees now 
because it 's cheaper." 

"Then will people read me?" 
asked the tree. 

" Yes," said the sparrows. 

The tree nearly fainted with 
rapture. 

"But only for a few minutes," 
added the sparrows. "You're going 
to be newspaper paper, not book 
paper." 

" All the same," said the tree, " I 
might have something worth reading 
on mc, mightn't I? Something 
beautiful or grand." 

" You might," said the sparrows, 
" but it isn't very likely," 

Then the men came to haul the 
tree away. Poor tree, what a time 
it had ! It was sawed into logs, and 
pushed, with thousands of others, 
into a pulping machine, and the sap 
oozed out of, it, and it screamed with 
agony ; and then by a dozen different 
processes, all extremely painful, it 
was ma<le into paper. 

Oh, how it wished it was still grow- 
ing on the hillside with the sun and 
the rain, and the children at its foot, 
and the birds and squirrels in its 
branches. " I never thought the 
world would be like this," it said. 
And the other trees in the paper all 
around it agreed that the world was 
an over-rated place. 

And the tree went to sleep and 
dreamed it was a mast, and woke up 
crying. 

Then it was rolled into a long roll 
five miles long and put down into the 
hold of a ship, and there it lay all 



forlorn and sea-sick for a week. A 
dreadful storm raged overhead — the 
same wind that had once tried its 
strength on the hillside — and as tbey 
heard it all the trees in the paper 
groaned as they thought of the Ufc of 
the forest and the brave days that 
were gone. 

The worst of it was the roll in 
which our tree lay was close bj the 
foot of the mast, which came tbrou^ 
the hold just here, and he found that 
they were old friends. The mast 
said he oould think of no life so 

Eleasant as that of a mast. " One 
as the sun all day," he said, " and 
the stars all night; one carries men 
and merchandise about the worid; 
one lies in strange horbours and sees 
strange and entertaining sights. One 
is influencing the world all the time." 

At these words the tree wept 
again. But he made an effort to be 
comforted. " You wouldn't sug- 
gest," he inquired timidly, " that a 
mast was as important, say, as a 
newspaper? " 

The mast laughed till he Bhook. 
"Well, I like that," he said, 
" Why, a newspaper — a newspaper 
only lasts a day, and everything in 
it has to be corrected on the day 
after I A mast goes on for years. 
And another thing," he added, 
" which I forgot: sometimes the 
captain leans against it. The cap- 
tain! Think of that." 

But the tree was too miserable. 

In the harbour it was taken out of 
the ship and Hung on the wharf, and 
then it was carried to the warehouse 
below a newspaper office in Ixmdon. 
What a difference from Newfound- 
land, where there was air and light. 
Here it was dark and stuffy, and the 
rolls talked to each other with tears 
in their voices. 

And then one night the roll in 
which our poor tree found himself 
was carried to the printing- rooms and 
fixed in the press, and down came 
the heavy, messy type on it, all black 
and suffocating, and when the tree 
came to itself in the light again it 
was covered with words. ' 

But, alas! the spanxiws were 
right, for they were not beautiful 
words or grand words, but such 
words as, " Society Divorce Case," 
and " Double Suicide at Margate," 
and " Will it be fine at Christmas?" 
and " Bankruptcy of Peer's Cousin," 
and " Burglan' at Potter's Bar," 
and "Indian Sedition." 

" Oh, dear," sighed the tree as it 
realised what it was bearing on its 
surface, " how I wish I had gone to 
sea as I was meant to dol And he 
vowed that if ever he got out of this 
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dreadful life he would never be head- 1 
Btrong again. But alas! 

Then, cut and folded, it was, with 
others like it, carried awa; in the 
cold, grey morning to a railway- 
station, and put ia the train aUd 
rattled off to a bookstall in the West, 
and s man bought it for a halfpenny 
and road it all through, and aaid 
there was nothing in it, and threw 
it under the scat, and later another 
mau found it and read it, and blew 
choking tobacco over it, and then 
wrapped up some fish in it, and took 
it home to his family. All that 
night it lay scrunched up on the floor 
of a squalid house, feeling very faint 
froni the smell of fish, and longing 
for Newfoundland and the sun and 
the rain, and the children and the 
birds. 

And the ne:Et morning, an untidy 
woman lit the fire with it. It was 
an unimportant fire, and went out 
directly. 



'CONFESSION." 



[C'uDipoapil for the young ladj of Munich, who 
rM'eDtly U\\ down ia the street, "crashed" 
by the freight of her hat.] 

There 'b something on my head. 
Father, 

There 's something on my head ; 
It bows me down with woe. Father, 

It feels like tons of lead. 

It 'a not a motor-car's spare tyre. 

Though stretching quite as wide. 
It 's not a blooming floral wreath 

To deck Oargantua's bride; 

It 's not the latest cfaimney-pot 

With smoke -consuming cowl; 
Nor yot Minerva's brazen casque 
Surmounted by her owl ; 

It 's not a Dutch stork's nest, 
Father, 

With the parent birds on top; 
Nor the latest horticultural "light " 

With its French intensive crop. 

It 's not a straw -thatched roof. 
Father, 

It 's heavier far than that — 
It 'b the newest importation. 

It 's the fashionable bat! 



"LiLiitetiant A. TroUe. of the Daniali Nationnl 
Pobr ICipedilion, wns Iiut uJRhl present^ with 
the xitver medal of Uie Roral Scotlish National 
Anti-Suffrnge League,"— r'fte Olaegmc Ilrrald. 
This is all very well as a beginning, 
but the League must really think of 
something more startling for its next 
stop, if it wishes to counteract 
successfully the influence of the 
SuffrngettcH. 



THINGS OKE WOULD RATHER HAVE SAID TO SOMEBODY EISE. 

ConfidiTig Youth (to the wtU-knmm nonrlitt " Vera Vataaour," after ttudying the card on 
ichich II interibed her prirale name, Ura, Pulktngton Smith). "Do TOU know, I'm quce be- 
lieved TO FIND lOD 'be HOT UiBB VeRA VaVJiSOUB. I BEIBD BSE WAS TO BE BEBE, AND I WAS 
80 UaxiD I HiaHT BIT KEIT TO SEB Aim BBB 'o VANT TO TALK ABODT HEB BOTTEH N0TEL8, IKD 



Commercial Candour. 
" Doctob'b Fbiekd. 

4 CrLINDEB HUHBER ('.*n." 

The Sliield» Obiervf 



"Jolm (kirkoran stated ihnt be liod seen a 
large number of skulJs thrown up during an 
inl^nnent, lie did not think that that trns a 
proper thing. He would cry his eyes out it be 
saw it done to his own,"- -Irirh Timea. 
There are reasons, which we need not 
go into here, why it is unlikely that 
Mr. C^ORKORAN will ever be placed 
in such a trying position as this. 



> he 



This sounds suspicious.. Why doesn't 
it want to be heard too? 



The latest from our elementary 
schools : — 

" A cyclone ia Ihe meaning of a poller or any 
straight thing when tbe weight is on one end, 
pressure On the other, and fulenim in the 
midtlle. An isobar ia an anti-cycioiie which 
nviuis double cyclone, e double cyrlnne is a 
pair of longs, and there are many mole." 
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UNOATEFUL GUESTS. 

Personally, I am all for keeping up old customB, aud, 
ever since our marriage some eight years ago, Agatha 
and I have made an annual practice of inviting our 
nearest rotations, a few old friends, and others who might 
or might not come under that category, to assemble 
round the board of our modest flat in Fulham, aud par- 
take of our cheer on Christmas Day. 

I will not protend that these gatherings were ever 
pervaded by the spirit of rollicking mirth that is tradi- 
tionally associated with the Festive Season. But that 
was no fault of ours. We invariably found that the sort 
of people we should have liked to get — briltiaiit conver- 
sationalists who could be relied upon to keep the table 
in a continuous ripple, if not an absolute roar, of laughter 
— were prevented from coming to us by some previous 
engagement. 

Consequently we had to fall back upon those who 
were unlikely to be in any social demand. And I give 
you my word entertaining them was collar-work, and 
no mistake, from start to fitiish I Nothing but a strong 
sense of what was expected of us would have enabled me 
to go on with it, year after year, as I did — and really, 
after what occurred on the last occasion it is hardly 
surprising that I have decided to abandon all such 
hospitality for the future ! Here is the list of the guests 
Aggie and I received on that memorable evening : My 
Uncle PoLKiNonoKN, who in the endeavour to reconcile 
dyspeptic tendencies with the pleasures of the table has 
embittered a temper which — so at least I have been 
credibly informed — was originally genial, if not sunny; 
Aggie's great-aunt Gbizel, who, as she will tell you her- 
self, has outlived all her happiness and whose thoughts 
dwell chiefly on the dead past; u second cousin of mine, 
Beaslev Bowebbutts, about as unsociable and cantan- 
kerous a beggar as you 'd come across in a day's march ; 
Miss AusTEBBURV, who was once Aggie's governess, and 
still preserves traces of the terror she must have been 
in her prime; old Mr. Addleshaw, whom I can just 
remember as a chirpy and well-preserved bachelor with, 
a never-failing flow of jest and repartee — though I can 
never get Agatha to believe it; Mariana Mote, who is 
generally understood to be still brooding over a disap- 
pointment sustained in early youth ; and an old school- 
fellow of mine, Shrivenham Papp, who has been heavily 
handicapped by his increasing liability to nervous 
breakdown . 

The above, together with the wife and self, little 
Freda and Frankie (our two twinnies), and Mahsbll 
SCHLUMPFF, a young lady from Zurich who is instructing 
them on the mutual system in colloquial French, made 
up our circle of twelve at dinner last Christmas Day. 

And, now I have introduced them, I should like to 
ask just one question r Do they strike you as the kind of 
party whose conversational resources you could trust to 
show no signs of exhaustion throughout a somewhat 
lengthy repast? If they do, all 1 can say is that my 
own previous experience of them had led me to a very 
different conclusion. I kuew that the removal of the 
turkey was only too apt to plunge them into a genera! 
torpor which the pudding- would rather deepen than 
dispel. So perhans you may understand now how 
eagerly 1 should welcome any expedient that might serve 
to introduce a note of gaiuty into the proceedings at this 
critical stage. 

It seemed to me one evening in the first week of 
December that I had come across just the very thing 
for the purpose. I had left the office earlier than usual, 



as -Agatha had reminded me that morning to he sure to 
bo home in time to stir our Christinas pudding, for luck. 
As I passed a fancy stationer's window on luj 
way I caught sight of a card, to which was attached 
a variety of smail silver articles, half-a-dozen in all. 
There were a miniature merrythought (an emblem of 
'■ good fortune "), a reduced facsimile of b threepennj- 
bit (signifying " riches "), a fascinating little bell (s 
symbol for something I have forgotten), a tiny ring. 
which indicated marriage within the next twelvemonth, 
and a Lilliputian thimbie and button, implying spinster- 
or bachelorhood (or a corresponding period. 

These I found were intended for insertion in the 
Christmas pudding, and would obviously, when die- 
interred, furnish ample-occasion for innocent amusement 
and badinage. They were quite a novelty, and I was toid 
there had been an enormous sale for them. Being 
greatly taken with the idea, I purchased a card which, 
the complete set being only one-and-ainepence, I did 
not regard as an unjustifiable extravagance under the 
circumstances, though as I neared home it occurred to 
me that Aogie might very possibly do so. However, 
only Cook was present when I went into the kitchen to 

fierform my part in the ceremony, I was able to stir the 
ittle symbols well into the rich mass of pudding without 
interference. Cook is a sensible, elderly woman of few 
words, and quite understood that there was no occaBion 
to mention the matter, as I intended it to be a surprise 
on Christmas Day. And of course I knew that Aogie 
would be the first to approve if it turned out the success 
I anticipated. 

Well, when Christmas Day came round and we Mt 
down to dinner 1 congratulated myself more than ever 
on my foresight, for our guests seemed in even lower 
spirits than on previous occasions. Most of them pre- 
ferred lithia or barley-water to the champagne I Wd 
provided, and I have noticed that tongues do not become 
so readily loosened on non-alcoholic beverages. But I 
am bound to say that when Aunt Grizel did become 
more animated, she kept the ball rolling at my own end 
of the table by giving us a long description of the dis- 
graceful manner in which some local undertaker had 
mismanaged her second husband's interment. 

So, as she is given to resent being interrupted, it 
happened that the pudding had not only been brought 
in, but cut up and handed round before I gob a chance of 
securing the ear of the table. And even then thej 
appeared to think I was joking when I inquired which 
of them had found the merrythought — for tnere was no 
response except from little Frankie, who informed me 
that only chickens had merrythoughts, not puddings. 
" This pudding has, though, my boyl " I said. "Asli 
Uncle if he's found it yet" — (for Uncle PoLSiSCHoEii 
was consuming pudding with the same sombre indiffef' 
ence to consequences as the others). " I hope he has, 
I 'm sure, for it will bring him luck through the whole 
year! " I understood my Uncle to reply from theothef 
end that if he had discovered any such fragment in his 
portion of pudding he would have taken care to mention 
it at once. 

At this of course I explained, describing each symtK)! 
and its significance, so that they could be instanliy 
recognised, and I saw that my words had produced w 
effect which surprised even myself. Those guests who hM 
not already consumed their slices began at once U> sesrcn 
for symbols among the fragments, and seemed really di'' 
appointed at their want of success. Uncle PoUisonoBl 
was keener than anybody, for he actually insisted tM 
■ of the pudding should be distributed a™ 
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DON'TS FOR DEBUTANTES. 

THE ETIQDETTE OF AFTERNOON CALLa" 



>F I OS THE OTUEB HUID, IF TOC ARE DISIMOLINED FOB OOMTEft^ATTON, A 
UN I FIND no OSE IN BtTT A HOSTESa WHO B0BE8 TOD, DONT ITA^TR Tl 
SOCIETT. I PBEOIODS UODBS OF YOVTH IH POLITB DrANITIEa^llirBOrE TOUB MIKII. 



SUOULU TOD HAKE A TALL AFTCB A BTBBiGOCS ATTeBNOaN's EKOPPIKO, I AKD VBTV TOD BAVK EATEK ENOUmi DONT , 

»ii> ABBivE BCKonr, J)UNT be ahhamed o. 

VOUB COAT AND HAVE A GOOD BIT-DOWM TEA, Be N 
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Pag». " OxoK 11 
Pagt. " An' twi 
Pagt. " Weli, 



lo' rao rcRKiNG pp? I 



subjecled to a careful analysis, which was done accord- 
ingly. The whole partj raked their second helpings 
with breathless suspense, I encouraging them to perse- 
vere by EiSBurances that the tokens were bound to turn 
up, as I had stirred them well into the pudding with my 
own hand. However, nut a single one of them did turn 
up, and I was just about to remark how odd it was, when 
the solution of the mystery fashed suddenly upon me. 
All these little silver souvenirs must have been 
embedded in the first helpings, in which case — well. It 
was only one more illustration of the disadvantages of 
bolting one's food ! Owing to their lack of ordinary self- 
restraint they had missed all the opportunities for harm- 
less fun which I had so carefully provided. The 
trouble and expense 1 had gone to were simply thrown 
away! Annoyed as I was, I was just debating with 
myself whether it would not perhaps be in better taste 
to aay nothing more about it, when I became painfully 
aware that Uncle PobKiNGUORN, at all events, had 

realised the situation F. A. 

(To be concluded.) 



MR. PUNCH'S PAGEANT. 
As he has taken occasion already to observe, it is no 
ordinary pageant at which Mr. Punch's friends will have 
the opportunity of assisting on the opening day, Satur- 
day, January '2nd, 1909, and throughout the month, at 
the Leicester Galleries, Leicester Square. Those who 
have not read his previous announcements on the bud- 
ject will perhaps kindly read this one. Mr. Punch 
would Uke to add that he is just as grateful as he. was 
last week to the many kind people who have lent him 
original drawings, manuscripts, letters and oUi*'' 
precious relics of his past. 



" A re-shuffling of the cards appears lo be neceasary, but il 
DDthinksble tliat llie manjr queiitinnH now in the meltiug-pot will be 
led 10 ihe fortuikiuB orbitrameut ol tUn iiword." 

The SoHlh African .Viniiig Journal. 

Meanwhile wo can only wait to see which way the cat 

jumps. 



In its legal answers to correspondents The York^httt 
Post solves the great question as to what happens 
" when a man dies intestate, his widow having pi*' 
deceased him." The answer is actually addressed to 
"Harrogate," but in case there are others interested 
in this obscure problem we recommend them to tM 
columns of our contemporary. 



'■ Buiton.— Hydro. 'Xmas Holidnja. Send for prog.— Ib»- S*"-. 
Hungry guests will be glad of Mrs. Hall's fnendlj 



y Google 



y Google 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ElTUCTTED ntaa TUB DURT OP ToBT, M.P. 

House of Lords, Monday, Decem- 
ber 14. — If jou want to make your 
flesh creep. Young Wemyss is the 
Boy for your money. Session only a 
few days more to run. Christmas at 
hand. Noble Lords anxious to wind 
up buflincsa, get home to their ancon- 
tral hallB, bum the Yule log on imme- 
morial grates, fill up the cup repre- 
Bented by the wassail bowl, and qualf 
it to health of the Fkehier. And 
hero comes along Youno Wemyss 
with a t-errifying story calculated to 
keep the most fearleBs awake in 
their beds. 

Introduced in courBe of speech 
wherein Britannia was vividly repre- 
sented as " naked and unarmed." 
That pretty well; nothing compared 
with the story about the General of 
the so-called British Army attending 
foreign manceuvres. Addressing him- 
self to distinguished officer told off 
as chaperon, the British General, 
a pTopos dc bottee, asked, " Have 
you any plan for the invasion of 
England? " 

Foreign officer looked him up and 
down with twinkle in his eye. 

" Twenty," he replied. 

" And which," continued the 
British officer, pursuing enquiry in 
tone and manner suggestive of being 



A worlhy HucccHBor to Clive, 
I;inreQce, Outrain, Hnvelock, and ihe 
(Vi«couDt Uorlfy of Blackburn.) 



Fade. 
Canning, 



SAmeo Ctver, or Fkeeliom a 



I Self-Govebnuent ! 



Dedicated to those dear philanthropic rodents whose hearts are wrang by everj effort to pat 
,„,_;_. .!.:_ :_. . .:i. „_,i ..,)jp nibble away daily at the meshea of the net. 



in a hosier's shop searching for a 
suitable necktie, " do you think Is 
the beat? " 

The foreign officer (at the other 
side of the counter, so to speak, 
turning over the box of ties and 
holding one up), replied, " I think 
the best plan would be to send 
300,000 men— 100,000 In each army 
— and go for three different parts of 
the country, with the certainty that 
one of the armies would land." 

"Lor' bless me 1 " exclaimed the 
British General; adding, aotto voce, 
" I must tell YooNO Wemybs this as 
soon as I get back." 

After this House gratefully sailed 
into Port of London and took up Bill 
gent on from Commons. 

Busmcsa done. — Port of London 
Bill read a second time. 

House of Commons, Tuesday. — 
After incessant toil culminating in 
week of feverish anxiety, Bunciman 
enjoying himself. Education Bill off 
his hands, finds himself endowed 
with long unaccustomed leisure. 
Really doesn't know what to do with 
his time and himself. Makes holi- 
day after fashion of the waiter who, 
having a night off, went out to help 
a friend serve a dinner. Sits on 
Treasury Bench watching Herkert 
Gladstone strugghng with Eight 



Hours Bill, or the Infant Samuei, 
skilfully piloting Children's Bill to 
haven of Statute Book. 

Has at least the satisfaction of 
knowing that, though defeated, he is 
not discredited. On contrary found, 
and made most of, opportunity of 
developing qualities that place him, 
though young in years, in first rank 
of Ministers. 

" Thank you, Toby, dear boy," he 
said, when I made remark to that 
effect. " You are very good. I did 
my best and am grateful to both 
sides for their friendliness. Am all 
right now I can sleep o' nights. 
Couldn't manage it at first. Solomon 
Grundy too much for me," 

" Solomon Grundy?" 

"Yes. Did you never hear the 
story of his life ? In brevity and suc- 
cessive stages it 's curiously akin to 
birth, career and death of my Educa- 
tion Bill. 

Solomon CI randy Worse on Friday, 

Born on Monday, Died on Saturday. 

Christened on Tupsdny, Itnried on Sunday. 
Married on WpdiipHdny, 'I'hat nus the otid ot 
Taken ill on Thursilny, Solomon (inindy. 

You know the days when the 
various stages of the Bill pa^ised, 
and will rci^ognise how closely tiiey 
resemble the week's history of the 
lamented S. G, Anyhow the jingle 
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predisposed to think evil things of 
his countrymen engaged upon deli- 
cate, difficult, often personally dan- 
gerous missions in foreign parte. 
Sometimes the scene is laid in 
Jamaica; sometimes in Trinidad. 
For many years before the Boer War 
it was South Africa. Most fre- 
quently it is India. 

DiNizuLD being played out for a 
time, the attention of the latest in- 
heritors of this pecuhar kind of 
patriotism concentrate their attention 



got into my head and I oould not 
sleep for repeating it. Got over it 
now. Off for a Christmas holiday 
and a New Year which, between you 
and me, will not, I fancy, be dis- 
turbed by introduction of a fifth 
Education Bill." 

Business done. — Lords' Amend- 
ments to Children's Bill considered. 

House of Lords, Wednesday.— 
" This place reminds me of the sea," 
said the Member for Sakk, looking 
down from gallery on waste of 
leather benches. 

Only sign of energy is dis- 
played on Woolsack, where 
Lord Chancellor sits 
wrestling with his wig as 
if it were a recalcitrant , 
majority. Leader of 
House and Leader of Op- 
position face each other. 
Difficult to say which is the 
more perfect model of icy, 
polished equanimity. I'rclty 
to see simultaneous ex- 
pression on their counten- 
ances when, upon occasion, 
RoSEBEBY bangs the Table. 

' ' Why should a man 
smite an un-argumeiitative 
piece of furniture?" they 
ask each other by a turn of 
lifted eyebrow. 

It would seem that 
nothing could discompose 
either. If once more a 
fire were to break forth, 
crumbling up the Houses of 
ParU anient as it did seven ty- 
four years ago, Crewe would 
rise, leisurely collect his 
papers, and walk forth with 
uahastening steps, Lans- 
DOWNE with equal frigidity 
of manner keeping pace. 

" Yes, like theses," Sark 
repeated. " Only the other 
day it stormily wrecked the 
Licensing Bill, running risk 
of precipitating inevitable 
conflict with the Commons. 
To - day it is calm as a mill- 
pond; looks as if it wouldn't wreck a : upon India. To-day, as yesterday, 
cockle-sheil, rigged with fairy masts " 



Bdthebford, our Keib Hasdie and 
our one and only SwiFT MacNbill. In 
far-off India, amid millions of natira 
whose sole source of infprmatiOD 
a Press bent upon mischief, the c&se 
is different. To them these Sokuns 
M.P.'s, as are Mr. Asquith and 
Mr. Balfour; thej are the cham- 
piona of a down-trodden race, un- 
afraid in a hostile Assembly to lift 
up their voices in vindication of tie 
oppressed. 

It is consciousness of thig fact 
that makes the House die- 
] play flashes of angered 
j patience when these reailj 
amiable, well - intentioned, 
singularly mild - mannered 
gentlemen tumUe over each 
other in their hurry to 
question the Under Secbe- 
TABY, while Swift Mac- 
Neill bounds on the bench 
like a parched pea on a hot 
hob, and Don 't Keir Hardie 
hints at possession of inti- 
mate knowledge of Indian 
affairs which, gained in a 
few weeks* visit, exceeds 
that of the Viceroy and bii 
Council. 

Business done. — Viscounl 
Morley describes in Lords 
proposed scheme of refonn 
of Indian Government. 

Monday, December 21. 
Prorogation. 



A SlHPATHETCC EJUOaESTlON T 



F. Lord Cii; 



Anyone who has watched the heartrending and 
BtniggleB. of Lord Loreburn to arrive at anythiog like comfort 
ioaide tli^' official wig will realise what a bocni it woiild be to the 
noble Mufferer if the wrelched thing could be satpended from the 
roof iiiHtead o£ worn. The difference in effect from the apectalor'a 
point of view would be almost negligible. 



and spars. Certainly no one' regard 
ing it this evening would think it 
was doomed to early destruction, 
sentence of death having been passed 
upon it so recently as Friday." 

Business done. — Second reading of 
Eight Hours Bill passed by 121 votes 
to 44. 

House of Comtnons, Thursday. 
—Man, and boy, have been familiar 
with House of Commons for thirty- 
eight years. Never known it free 
from presence of little clique of 
that peculiar kind of Briton who is 



the Under Secretary undcrg< 
fusillade of questions designed lo 
show that, lo! the poor Indian is 
being trampled on by Agents of the 
Government; that elementary forms 
of justice are outraged ; that innocent 
natives are seized in their houses or 
offices and haled to prison at the bid- 
ding of unscrupulous magistrates 
fortified by Coercion Acts passed at 
the instance of a tyrannical Secre- 
tary of State. 

These things don't matter in the 
House of Commons. We know our 
CoTTOM, our Macearness, our 



Great Bxpectatiotu. 
Mr. Arthur Richardson, 
M.P., has been advisine 
young lads not to smoke till 
they are twenty-five yeare 
of age. He remarked that 
he had a son to whom be 
had given this advice. 
" When you reach that 
age," he told his son, "jo" 
can bring in your pipe sod 
sit down at the fireside m 
have a smoke with your 
mother and me." But what about 
the wife of Mr. Richardson, jun.? 

A contemporary has offered a pnw 
of £2,500 for a match betw;eei' 
HACKENScnMiDT and Gotch. 
latter is allowed to choose whether it 
shall be split up into 

"(1) £1,000 to each,and£500lollif''i"""' 
or (2) 60 per eoiit. lo the winner, and i" \" 
cent, to the loaer." 

If we may be allowed to make tl>^ 
suggestion we should saj that 
"three-fifths for the winner ^d 
two-fifths for the loser" *Wd « 
a much more equitable arrangemenl. 
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THE TRIALS OF THOMAS.-No. I. 



SERIALS FOR ALL. 

Fiction .becoming bo rapidl; the 
only form of literary nourishment 
that many persons sit up to take, the 
editors of llondoii have realised that 
they must either have feuilletons or 
be lost. Arrangements have there- 
fore been made by a number of what 
might be called unlikely papers to 
provide suitable novels for their 
readers. A few specimen chapters 
and synopses from those have been 
Bent to Mt. Punch by way of adver- 
tisement (although he carefully 
omits, in the new manner, any refer- 
ence to that circumstance), and he 
has pleasure in beginning with aD 
extract from the serial to be 
e>;pected in The Spectator: — 

THE DOOM OF THE STOMACH- 

TAKE lis, 

A Free Food Eomance 



pTincipal Characters: 
Sir Hiroo Dumper, M.P, Free Trade 
Unionist and owner of a private 



menagerie of highly - cultured 
animals. 

VILLIEB3 COBDEN DuHPER, hlS SOD. 

Bastia Dumper, his daughter. 

Beethoven, a Persian Cat. 

Lord Henry Chapperlin, third son 
of the Duke of Doles, and Presi- 
dent of the Tarifi Reform 
League. 

Leone Maxixe, a Polish desperado 
and President of the Con- 
federates. 

JouN Flames, M.P., an an ti- Socialist 
Radical. 

Synopsis of Previous Chapters. 
Sir Hugo Dumper, a high-minded 
and prosperous Free Trade Unionist 
and lover of animals, has recently 
succeeded to a magnificent estate in 
the neighbourhood of Slagville, the 
borough for which Lord Henky 
Chapperlin is the Tarifi Reform can- 
didate. Lord Henky is in love with 
Bastia Dumpkr, who, however, de- 
clines to encourage his addresses 
unless and until (1) he abandons the 
heresy of Protection ; (2) admits the 
identity of Preference and Socialism ; 
(3) joins a rifle club; (4) declares 



iffrage; (5) promises 
to communicate to The Spectator all 
instances of the sagacity of her 
favourite Persian cat, Beethoven (so 
called from his indulgence io moon- 
light sonatas). 

At this juncture Sir Hugh Dumper 
gives a great garden-party to all the 
Free Fooders in the country, and at 
the height of the festivity Bastia 
discovers the presence of a number 
of the Confederates, a dangerous 
Secret Society organised for the 
assassination of the members of the 
Cobden Club. 

Chapter V. 
Scarcely had Bastia recovered 
from the shock of this appalling dis- 
covery when liord Henry, emerging 
from the laurel bush with his accus- 



tomed 

Aliss Bastia, this 

cop." 

A happy thought 
dauntless girl. " ^V 
to see father's trained zebras'.' " she 
asked with a winning smile. 

'■ Delighted, 1 am sure," replied 
the susceptible nobleman who suf- 



, " My dear 



(ccurred to the 
luldn't y 
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tered himself to be led to the pad- 
dock in which the zebras were 
incarcerated. 

Entertaining him with witty ancc- 
dotos of the extraordinary nagacity 
of these intelligent quadrnpedB — one 
of which had learned to go down on 
its knees at the mention of the name 
of Balfour of Burleigh — Bastia 
engage<l her formidable antagonist, 
while her brother, single-handed, set 
to work to unmask the Confederates 
who, disguised as Free Trade tin-plate 
manufacturers, were already marking 
down their prey. Foremost in this 
nefarious task was LEO^'R ^Iaxixe, 
notorious even at the London School 
of Economics for his sinister appear- 
ance and atrocious opinions. With 
hiazing eyes, a raven moustache and 
a stentorian baritone voice, Leonb 
had long been the bete noire of the 
Dumper household, and the know- 
ledge that he had penetrated into 
the midst of their happy home filled 
Bastia with ineffable dread. But 
the stars in their courses as well as 
the stripes of the zebras were- fight- 
ing on her side. Scarcely had they 
entered the paddock when the most 
dangerous of these animals, over- 
hearing Lord Henry inadvertently 
refer to Mr, Bonar Law, broke loose 
from its tether and, charging down 
on the infatuated aristocrat, hurled 
him senseless against the Gothic iron 
railings which had been imported 
from Belgium at great expense. 
Bastia was torn in two between the 
gonerouB instincts of humanity and 
devotion to the great cause. But In 
this supreme moment her noble 
nature triumphed, and, beating off 
the infuriated zebra with a costly 
do^-whip made in Bavaria, she 
hastened to render first-aid to the 
prostrate nobleman. 

(To be coiitinticd.) 

The Weetern Mail, in eulogising 
the furs at a certain Cardiff 
emporium, says: " A really interest- 
ing study in natural history is 
afforded by the tigers, leopards, 
zebra, and monkeys, not to mention 
the smaller animals, such as the 
minx." We put tliese words into 
italics because they prove that there 
is something, after all, in the well- 
known advertisement of the fur 
trade: "Ladies' own sl^ins made 



Commercial Candour. 
Advertisement of a cider merchant, 
under the heading 

■TaiBCTEfl TO THE ClDEB CcBE." 

" .\ customer from Bucks writes:— '.Since 1 
hare lieea takiof; jonr Citter I liavv nerei 

lieeu r.ofree from ' 



FOOTBALL, LIMITED. 

The recent decree of the Football 
Association forbidding the London 
Caledonians F.C. any longer to share 
a ground with that outcast club, The 
Casuals, has again roused interest in 
the autocratic body which from its 
palace at High Holborn plays so 
important a part in Fjuropeao affairs. 
Mr. Punch has lately managed to 
penetrate the royal residence and 
obtain an interview with Marquis 
Wall, the Foreign Secretary; and 
be has much pleasure in giving to 



A MERRY CHRISTMAS. 



the public some details of the palatial 
building and the great personages 
who rule there. 

The chief power appears to rest 
in the hands of four persons. 
Emperor Clegg is at the head of 
affairs, with Marquis Wall as his 
right-hand man. In addition to 
them, Lord Chief Justice Bentlev 
and Archbishop Pickfokd are always 
resident in the palace, and no im- 
portant step is taken without their 
advice and approbation. The genial 
Marquis was good enough to give us 
some notes upon the personalities of 
his colleagues; and we have taken 
the liberty of supplementing them 
with a word of appreciation of the 
Marquis himself, specialty written 
for us by the Archbishop. 

Clbog, Emperor : In his day one 



of the best ineide- rights Jo the 
country. Though he has loEttnuchof 
his pace, is even now a deadly ehoi 
and a consummate tactician. H« 
remains as modest aa ever, in spl* 
of the exalted position to which he 
has attained, and the members oi 
his Ministry are still allowed to refer 
to him as Comrade Clegg. The 
royal prerogative of pardon rests 
him, and on more than one occanon 
he has exercised his clemenc;. 
Details of bis famous plan for de- 
feating the Russians by suspending 
KuROPATKiN can be found in the 
archives of the royal palace at Toloo. 

FiCKFORD, Archbishop: T 
sidered by some to be even nov the 
best goal-keeper in the Unitetl 
Kingdom. AfKliated clubs whick 
want to tour on the Cootinent, pl»; 
a match for a local chanty, or pre- 
sent their secretary with a cigaretU- 
case have to get a special licence 
from his Grace. Erring memben 
who had rashly joined the A.F..\. 
are welcomed by the Archbishop od 
their return to the fold, and spend 
ten minutes alone with him in the 
Palace Library. 

Bentley, Lord Chief Justice 
Probably the finest centre-balf who 
has ever played for England. Being 
now Ijord Chief Justice, it is he who 
grants to clubs the necessary affilia- 
tion orders. Some of his lordship'e 
decisions are historic — notably thai 
in which ho decreed that a member 
of the Football Association might 
turn the ends of his trousers up with- 
out permission, but must not share 
a flat with a member of the Amaleur 
Football Association. 

Wall, Marquis, Secretary of 
State fob Foreign Affairs: The 
best all-round player the world has 
ever seen. Equally good in any posi- 
tion. Has been a great success as 
Foreign Secretary. Individual mem- 
bers of the F. A. who wish to spend the 
summer in Switzerland can alwavB 
obtain a passport from his iordship- 

So much for the men themselves- 
Now a word as to the building irom 
which BO many royal decrees and 
proclamations have been issued. 

104, High Holborn. regarded from 
outside, seems an unpretentiouB 
structure— the last place in the wofM 
one would have imagined as a rojtt 
residence. But, once inside, »" 
one's doubts vanish, as the famouB 
marble hall and picture gallery a^ 
spread before one's gaze, Thie lean 
known yet most precious of art col- 
lections has never been thrown ope" 
to the puUie. and I need make °° 
apology, therefore, for notiRK'f*.* 
of the principal treasures. Dire*? 
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OivtaLada. "So sour! I'k ii 
Vtry mufft ItMtr Lady. " On ! u 



a LlDT UiaBBniDQK-KMOWSI.EV, 



opposite us, as we come in, 
Rodin's raost€rpiece — a life-size 

statue of the Emperor in his youth- 
ful and International days — Comrade 
Clegg appealing for a foul. It is 
flanked on either side by two superb 
paintings; the one by Sioismund 
GoETZE, representing the historic 
meeting between Marquis Wall and 
Lord Chief Justice Bentley; the 
other a portrait by Sargent, entitled 
Archbishop Pickford with his 
Favourite Shin-guard. Turning round 
as we enter the building we see over 
the door itself an immense and 
realistic picture, whose existence (so 
little suspected by the public) has for 
some time past been no secret to 
every connoisseur and art dealer in 
Europe. This is The Pursiiit ; and 
the running figure in the foreground, 
with starting eyeballs and dripping 
brow, is Lord Chief Justice Bent- 
ley, who has just given a penalty 
against the home team. . , . 

It is time, however, that we 
recorded what was, after all, the 
chief object of our visit, our inter- 
view with Marquis Wall. We found 
the Foreign Secretary in his private 
suite on the first floor, and to our 
extreme gratification the Emperor 



also was pleased to be present. After 
a few words of greeting, his Majesty 
graciously begged us to be seated 
and commanded Marquis Wall to 
give us such information as we 
desired. 

"I have come, your lordship," 
began Mr. Purich, "to hear from 
your lips the latest details of the 
Balkan Crisis," 

" Well," said the Foreign Secre- 
tary, " the situation is at present an 
extremely deUcate one. Austria, 
Turkey, Servia and Bulgaria became 
affiliated to us some years ago, of 
course; and though we had to 
suspend Austria once for six months 
still none of these countries has 
ever questioned our authority, and 
they have always unhesitatingly 
taken their orders from headquarters. 
About two years back Bosnia ex- 
pressed a wish to be affiliated, and 
this was carried out by the Ix>rd 
Chief Justice. Six months ago we 
discovered that Bosnia was actually 
sharing a boundary line with Herze- 
govina, whom we had had to suspend 
indefinitely in 1905. I at once wrote 
to point this out to them, and — 
well, that is how matters stand at 
present." 



" We mv8t have implicit obedi- 
ence," added the Emperor in a cold 

" Quite so, your Honour — ^I mean 
your Majesty," said Mr. Punch 
nei-vously, 

"If Bosnia persists in its defiant 
attitude, the consequences will be 
very serious." 

" W-what would your Cleggship — 
that is to say, your Grace — I mean, 
quite so. Emperor, your Majesty, 
er— how did you find out so soon 
that they shared a boundary line? " 

" It was due to Archbishop Pick- 
ford's genius," said the Marquis. 
" As the result of tireless enquiries, 
lasting over two years, the discovery 
was made." 

"You will kindly make public to 
the nation the present state of 
affairs," commanded the Emperor. 
And then abruptly ho added, '' The 
audience is closed." 

We immediately bowed and with- 
drew backwards, and were then con- 
ducted down again to the hall. In- 
advertently raising our hat to the 
wonderful Bodik statue, we left the 
Palace, and found ourselves once 
more among the common people. 
A. A.M. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mt. Punch's Staf of Learned CUrls.) 
Had I bean Shun, the gipsy heroine ot Episodes in 
the Lives of a ShTOpakire Lass and Lad {Smith, Elreb) 
1 think 1 should scarcely have taken it so to heart when 
the hero jilted me for town-bred Jocosa, beuauKC I shoutd 
have felt perfectly confident that bo kindly and sympa- 
thetic a writer as Lady Catuehine Milnes-Oaskbll 
would manage to bring everything out all right in 
the end. As it happens, however, I should have been 
wrong, for though there are wedding-bells on the last 
page they are not those which the susceptible reader 
has been led to expect. Thia small matter apart, how- 
ever, I have nothing but gratitude for a book of singular 
charm, and in any case it is a romance in which the 
actual tale is of less importance than the setting. It is not 
the first time that the author has turned her knowledge 
and love of bygone Shropshire to delightful account, 
but she has done nothing better than this. It is 
instinct with the atmosphere of old-time country life; 

full of that quality 

of fat and comfort- 
able beauty pecuhar 
to rural England for 
which the Scotch 
Stevenson has coined 
the word " skeltery." 
There is plenty of 
skeltery in Lady 
Catherine's land- 
scape — bosky glades, 
lush meadows, and 
sparkling brooks; 
merry - makings, too, 
with nut-brown ale, 
and fiddling on the 
green of summer 
evenings. Her word- 
pictures have the | 
colouring of a Mor- ' 
land. For my own | 
part, indeed, the lure ■ — 
of them was such that I turned straight from Lass 
and Lad to Bradshaw, and there, on page 98, 1 have 
found a train from which, one day next Spring, I shall 
alight to explore for myself all the delectable places that 
are here described. Much Wenlock, Longville, Rush- 
bury — what a walk that should be! And if it rains, as 
it probably will, some modem representative of Mistress 
Trevor shall stay me against chills with a draught of 
" peppermint and rosemary," which, whatever Lady 
CATHBKtNEmaysay, is, lam sure, as delicious as its name. 



of his attack on the then Radical stronghold ol 
Birmingham Mr, Wright devotes exceptional gpacf. 
reproducing a number of banal illustrations freiL 
a local newspaper. Burnabv was his own biographer. 
telling in familiar books the principal story o( his life. 
The two best chapters in the volume are, oddly enough, 
contributed by outsiders. One by Sir Frank Burxai;!) 
vividly pictures Burnaby in his social aspect, at a dinner 
given by him at the Junior Carlton Club. The other is 
a, simply-told, thriUing account ot his death at Abe-: 
Klea, written by Lord Bisning, who fought by his sido. 



EXPLODED REPUTATIONS.- 

DlCK TOBUN. 



" My name is Rudolph Schnaubeit. I threw Ihr- 
bomb which killed eight policemen and wounded mi; 
in Chicago in 1686." That is how Mr. Harris bepn? 
his vivid story The Bomb (Long); and when I had 
finished it I turned back to the first page in order Ic 
make sure that the beginning was not " My name is 
Frank Harris. I throw," etc. Anyhow it might veil 
be that the " honest reporter and eye-witness " of the 
closing scenes, quoted on page 299, was the present 
author. Mr. Harris is a great advocate. He carrion 

you away in a ni§h of 

words; and, sBsisted 
by the fact that the 
scene is America, 
convinces you (for 
time at any rate) tbsl 
Anarchy is right and 
the Law wrong, hi 
dedicating the book 
to a Serenity the au- 
thor calls it a novel 
of revolt and paBsior, 
It is really a novel of 
revolt with the pas- 
sion dragged in; but 
it is a fine and a 
moving story, which 
(I keep telling my- 
self) is aoae the 
worse for its dedica- 
tion, and the peras- 
tent advertisement of 




The Life of Colonel Fred Bitrnaby (Everett) is a 
compilation made with painstaking industry. It is not 
wholly Mr, Wright's fault if it fails to reahee the 
personality with which it deals, Fbed Burnabv, with 
the courage of a lion and the gentle manner of a 
woman, was rather the theme of a poet than of a prose 
writer, more especially one whose style is exceedingly 
prosaic. A man of action, seeking adventure wherever, 
and in whatever form, it presented itself, he does not 
seem to have left behind him material for a bio- 
graphy. Certainly Mr. Wright has not discovered it. 
Superb in battle, dauntless in travel by untrodden 
ways, nuRNABV was at his worst when he meddled 
in politics, of which he knew nothing. To the episode 



it In the body of Mr. Harris's own paper. 

We have no chance of being bored by The Hov*' "I 
Arden (Fisher Unwin), for its author, Mrs. Nesbit, 
whisks us down the ages with the rapidity of a pin^" 
matograph. She is assisted in her Sight by magic, » 
witch and The Mouldiwarp; and I heartily recommend 
the book to young children and old children, includ- 
ing all grown-ups who remember what childhood vu 
like, or having forgotten want to be reminded- Attrac- 
tive as the heroine and hero are. The Moulditcarpie the 
character for me, and I prophesy a very long I''*.™ 
this delightful creature. Even when called "MouH'* 
by the hero. The Movldiwarp retained its dignitj. I 
I have a complaint to make it is that the chapt«rB vo 
rather too long, for I cannot imagine the child *n'*> 
having begun one of them, will not want to fi'"*".'',' 
and, after all, there is such a thing as bedtime. Am 
when the chapter is finished there are Mr. MnA^sj 
illustrations to be looked at " just for a minute- j 
cannot pay a higher tribute to the combined skill o 
author and illustrator than by saying that l^*"^ 
who do not wish their children to read in bed '"«<' 
better sleep with The House of Arden under their ohd 
pillows. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

One of the featuraa of tlic recent 
exhibition held at Entebbe, Britisli 
EjBBfe AfrioB, was, we are told, a 
Marathon race for natives. The 
winner waa Kapere, of the Ki 



the miiR which has been laid aside 
for a moment, he gets a hearty bite. 

A certain firm of estate agents 
announces that it is going to be more 
particular in its descriptions of the 
properties offered to the public. For 

AN1> ALL THAT 



er \ instance, the phn 



of Uganda. Very few persons < 
here, wo believe, 
had spotted him 
as a likely man. 

Misa S T L T I A 
Panxhubst has 
been summing up 
the characters of 
ths Cabioet Min- 
isten, and de- 
scribes Mr. Hal- 
DANB as the 
" most flippant " 
of them. Now 
that one comes to 
think of it, tba 
W a r Minintor'a 
figure does rather 
suggest Ariel, 

Sir JoQN Habb, 
The Daay Chroni- 
cle tells UB, makea 
a point of read- 
ing every manu- 
script that is sub- 
mitted to him. 
This confirraa the 
rumour that Sir 
JoBit is thicMng 
of retiring. 

An ingenious 
doctor has dis- 
covered a use for 
the appendix, and 
those persona who 
have carelessly 
disposed of theirs 
are feeling rather 
sad. 

• • 
A medical gentle- 
man, writing in 
Comadia, explains 
that the physical 
massiveness of the 
majority of famous 
a i n g e r a comea 
mainly from ab- 
normal develop- 
ment of the lungs. Wc must confeKS I MESSUAGE will have its last four 
that wo had been under the impres- 
sion that it was due to a laudable 
effort to make Grand Opera amusing. 



laugh heartily. It is rumoured that 
a famous Scotch artiste will make 
his debut in the pulpit under the 
sobriquet of " Harry Laudamua." 

The Tobacco Wcelily Jovrnol in- 
forms us that, owing to the fact that 
the available supply of cedar wood is 
becoming scarce, 
all cigar boxes, 
except those used 
for the most ex- 
pensive branda, 
will bo made cf 
paper before long. 
The contents, in 
some cases, will 
be of the same 
material. 

Overheard at a 

Picture Show:— 
He: "That's a 
pretty little Pasto- 
ral? " She: " Oh, 
is that a Pastoral? 
Do you know, I 
thought it was an 
oil. painting I " 



MALADIE DE SAISON. 



Ltd., 



A capital use has been devised for 
the tiny toy dogs whieh arc now so 
much the vogue. Ladies arc wearing 
them inside their muffs, and when a 
footpad tries to extract a purse from 



letters cut off. 

• • 

Arrangements have been made by 
the Rev. A. C, Dixon, the Pastor of 
the late Mr. Moody's Church, 
Chicago, for the appearance there 
every Sunday of raconiriirs, who will 
tell funny stories, Mr. Dixon holding 
the view that all spiritual persons 



' Contractors, 
» company 
formed to send an 
expedition to salve 
the sunken treas- 
ure in Lake Gua- 
tavita, near Bog- 
ota, Colombia, S. 
America, has, 
according to The 
Financial 7'imcg, 
received the fol- 
lowing report from 
Mr. Cooper, the 
manager of the 
expedition: — 

" Yon will be plensed 
to hear that neither 
week of the past fort- 



(perTecl) and a lilnl 
(enrlhenwnre) uiiuua 
only ibe tail." 

This must bo 
highly satisfactory to the share- 
holdcrs, and it eeeins quite possible, 
with a continuance of good luck, that 
the next letter may report that the 
tail also has been found. 



"Oil this iH'w groiinil it IH |irnpi)Hrcl In lay 
(lowiiliirfttrnisi'ourlx, which nreoxp(«i'(?il In bii 
(ar, inaoinloui or nn[)hnU."- -.U' n(r.i»e tilandnrd. 

What fun if they should turn out to 
be grass after all I 
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(On view Janiury Snd, 190S. and till the end of tlie monlli, Bt The 
eicMter GaUeries, Leicester Square.] 

Qbntles that come from far and Dear 

To peep at Mr. Punch's Show, 
And trace the route of bis career 

From long and ver; long ago; 
Warm-hearted under wintry skieB, 

He welcomes jou on one condition — 
That you regard with friendly eyes 

His frank, but modest, Exhibition. 
From many s storehouse, see, he lays 

His fcreaeures out, the new and old ; 
Of types nad modes, each passing phase,' 

Here you shall have tha tale retold ; 
View hie " Mahogany-Tree " (of deal), 

His ' ' Table Ilouad ' ' (the thing 's elliptic). 
And notice, hacked with homely steef. 

His Knights' initials, plain or cryptic. 
Yet you will kindly not deduce, 

From hallowed relics here displayed. 
The impious doubt that age and use 

Can dim his eye or dull his blade : 
While Folly masks and Fashion veers 

He means to do his best endeavour 
To make you own the mellowing years 

Have left htm just as young as ever. O. S. 



HEADLINES AND HISTORY. 

The following monograph has been sent in by Jokes 
Minor of the Lower Remove, in answer to a question 
asked in his General Paper: " What do you know of the 
Bastings Marathon? " 

(Jones is a good boy, an ardent lover of Greek and 
English history, and a constant reader of Tke Daily 
Mail.) 

" The Hastings Marathon (which must be distin' 
guished from the Marathon Hastings) happened when 
William tbb Persian Conqueror wished to invade 
England and claim the throne for himself. The King of 
England at the time was Harold. He was a very brave 
man. His other name was IjOngboat. When Harold 
heard that the Great Armada was coming he was not 
afraid. Ho was playing bowls with Miltiades, the Earl 
of Northumbria, and he said, " Shall we finish the 
rubber? " And Miltiades, who was called the Last of 
the Barons, said, "Certainly." After that they hung 
a white shield on the walls of Tjondon, and called out the 
hoplites and crossbowmen, and all ran as fast as they 
could in full armour to the sea. And they arrived in this 
order — 

1. PnEIDIPPIDES. 

2. DOBAKDO. 

3. Hekewabi> the Wake. 
But when Hereward saw that he was beaten he stood 
lip and cried aloud, " I have only done my duty, 
England expects every man to do," and then plunged 
headlong in the tide, and was washed up drowned at the 
feet of Hero. But Dorando protested that Pheidippides 
had been helped in the last lap by the god Pan, who 
gave him a bowl of Samian wine. So Dorando got the 
prize, which may be seen at Battle Abbey to this day. 
Then William the Persian tried to sail round into the 
Thames and take London by surprise. But when he 
heard that Tke Daily Mail had sent men to interview 
him he preferred to lose his ship in the Wash, So 
Harolf) won and England was saved." 



UNGRATEFUL QUESTS. 

II. I 

Do you see what you have done by this idntic 
tomfoolery, Sir? " said Uncle Polkinohobh, addremiiig 
me with a quite uncalled-for asperitj- " There can lo 
longer be a doubt that several Bitting round this tdjle 
have been tricked into swallowing one, if not more, of' 
these infernal tin trinkets of yours I " 

I was deeply hurt by this, lor, as I assured him, ev^rj 
article was not only solid silver, but actually ball- 
marked! But this did not molli^ him in the least. 
He proceeded to enlarge on the consequences of a 
symbol's finding its way into anyone 'b appendix with an 
unreserve whiob I consider out of place at a dinner- 
table, while it was evidently making nnost of his beoren 
extremely uncomfortable. I tried to divert the con- 
versation to some happier chaauel, but be would not 
accept my lead. He declared that be could feel th» 
dashed merrythought sticking in the back of bis throat 
at that very moment, and more than suspected that tie 
threepenny-piece had alroady reached an even l«c 
accessible part of his intenor. Others might please 
themselves, but he'd be hanged if he, for one, was going 
to sit there enduring tortures both of body and mind >d; 
longer! And, rising from the table, be announced kii 
intention of driving at once to the nearest bospital, aod 
having whatever metal objects be had within bim located 
by the X-rays. 

Following him out into the hall, t endeavoiu^d to 
persuade him to wait at least till tbe end of thej 
evening rather than cast a gloom over the wbok 
party by so abrupt a departure. He might be mistaken 
about his symptoms, I urged, and at the worst I IikI 
every hope that if he would only permit Soweebuttk 
and myself to hold him upside down for a minute ot w 
we should succeed in shaking the merrythought, and 
probably the throe penny -bit, out of bim. I mentioiW 
instances within my personal knowledge of eveo balF- 
pennies having been recovered by this simple process. 

But at this his fury became so ungovernable that he 
bounced into the lift without noticing my proflered 
hand, so I returned to the diiiinK-room, fully ex- 
pecting that our other guests would have sufficieat 
good L reeding to ignore what had passed. I "'U 
disappointed to find them apparently indisposed for 
conversation on general topics. Kfoot of tbem, from 
their expressions, seemed too absorbed in silent specu'*- 
tions as to whioh of the company was now the uDeoD' 
scious receptacle of the ring or the thimble, and *!>*' 
not, to be amused by the antics of our little Frboa »'*' 
Frankib, who, being both convinced that they bad 
borne oft the bell, were jumping delightedly stwui. 
declaring, with a child's vivid powers of iuiaginatioo. 
that they could hear it tinkling inside them. OdIj old 
Addleshaw [whose deafness bad prevouted any cleir 
comprohension of what he bad been looking for io biSi 
pudding), and Mamsell Si'llLUMPFF (who, in ^W 
uufamiliarity with our language and customs, was under 
an impression that Uncle Fulbinohurn had gone out to 
dress up as Santa Claus) remained unperturbed. 

I could see from Aooie's face that, for once, even i^'j 
social tact was unequal to the occasion, aud that the 
party could only be saved from uttor failure bj tai 
own aavMT fairc. I did all I could. I said we "l"" 
not allow trifles of this sort to interfere with our eop?' 
mont : Christmas, after all, only came once s ?««''' * 
why not be as jolly as wo could? And I invited Aimt 
Grizel to pull the first cracker with me. To my aniw^l 
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ment she burst into tears; and Aggie, unable any longer 
to repress her anxiety about the twinnies, hurried them 
oft to the nursery howling dismally, poor httle chicks, 
at the prospect of concluding their merry Christmas 
with a dose of inustard and warm water ! 

I would rather not dwell on the scene that followed. 
Aunt Gbizel said that, though she had long been pre- 
pared to obey the summons when it came, the last thing 
she had expected was that it would be served in the 
pudding at her great-uiece's husband's table I Shriven 
HAM Papp bitterly regretted that, solely to avoid dis- 
appointing me, he had put oft going in for his rest cure till 
Boxing Day, and asked what sort of rest I supposed he 
would enjoy now, with a confounded silver button 
pervading his system? Miss Mote said that she would 
have been grateful to me for relieving her of the burden 
of living, if only I had selected some less invidjous 
means than a thimble of ending her existence. She did 
think that a Utile hard I Miss Austebburv reminded 
me that sbo waa there that evening in a semi-profes- 
sional capacity, my wife having asked her to come early 
in order to give her opinion of the children's French 
accent, and she warned me that, should she experience 
any ill-eflects from the ring, which she now distinctly 
remembered noticing when too late, she should certainly 
take advantage of the Workmen's Compensation Act, 
She advised Mamsell, who had by this time gathered 
that the pudding had been somehow rendered unfit for 
human food, to follow her example. 

I told them they were jumping too hastily at con- 
clusions. It was not possible that they could each have 
swallowed a souvenir, because there were not neorly 
enoijgh to go round. For all they knew and all / knew 
I might contain the entire collection myself. On which 
that brute Beaslbv Sowerbutts remarked that that 
was highly improbable, especially as he had observed I 
had been careful to eat as little of the pudding as 
pOBaible. Which was unworthy even of him, iot I had 
scarcely had a chance of getting a mouthful ! However, 
on this they all pitched into me together, . Did I imagine 
they came to me year after year for anj pleasure it 
gave them? They had come out o* sheer kindness, 
to avoid hurting our feelings by a refusal, and thit was 
how they were repaid lor their self-aaCTr£ce t After 
dealing them what I mmt have known would be so 
uMny death-warrants, I had tried to Suuni it ot with 
callous flippancy! And more to tho saitt* eflect. 

Well, I was BO disgusted by their in^atitude that it 
v,-as as much as I could do to remembMi' that I waa their 
host, and oven as it was 1 told them » few home-lruths. 
I might have said more, only, perhaps fortMnatelj?, I was 
inten-upted by the entrance of our pa»te«T-maid Louisa, 
who brought in all the six syrabofe. eareluljy cleaned 
and neatly sot out on a wlver aafver. with a mesrage from 
Cook to the effect. that.her conscwnee had compelled her 
to remove them before boiling the pudding, I leamJa 
afterwards that, on the evening 1 had stirred it, she had 
sat up till quite late extracting them one by one with a 
pair of pincers. But just then I was in no humour to 
resent whot I still consider a piece of officious inler- 
ference on her part. 

"Now," I said with dignified forbearance to my 
guests, who were looking uncommonly foolish, "now 
perhaps you will see how unnecessarilv you hove all 
boon alarming yourselves I " And, as AaoiE joined us 
just then with the kiddies, who were rejoicing at 
having been let off their mustard and water after all, I 
really thought wc should settle down and enjoy ourselves 
at last. But however it wos — whether remarks had 



been exchanged which could not be forgotten in i 
moment, or whether they suspected me of having played 
an elaborate practical joke upon them — the fact remaim 
that there was a sort of constraint. I tried to get up t 
game of forfeits in the drawing-room, but it fell through 
somehow. The party broke up at b comparatively earij 
hour, and Agoie and I both felt it had gone oft with 
considerably less than the usual eclat. 

Whether Uncle Polking ho en spent a pleasanter 
Christmas evening under the X-rays I don't know. 1 
sent him the complete set of symbols next day, with 
explanations and our love, but he never returned the 
slightest acknowledgment. And, as I began by inti- 
mating, we are sending out no invitations this year. 
We shall follow a practice now, I understand, prevaleDt 
in smart Society, and dine quietly en famille at the 
nearest Italian restaurant. F. A. 



THE OLD GREY MARE. 

There 's a line of rails on an upland g;reen 

With a good take-off and a landing sound. 
Six fences grim as were ever seen, 

And it 's there I would be with fox and bound. 
Oh, that was a country free and fair 
For the raking stride of my old grey mare I 
With her raking stride, and her head borne high. 

And her ears a-prick, and her heart a-flame, 
And the steady look of her deep blue eye, 

I warrant the grey mare knew the game: 
It was " Up to it, lass," and before 1 knew 
We were up and over, and on we flew. 
The rooks from the grass got up, and so. 

With a caw and flap, away they went ; 
When the grey mare made up her mind to go 

At the toil of the hounds on a breast-high scent. 
The best of the startled rooks might fail 
Tr match her flight over post and rail. 
While some of the thrustera grew unnerved, 

And looked and longed for an open gate. 
And one crashed down and another swerved. 

She went for it always true and straight: 
She pounded the lot, for she made it good 
With never a touch of splintered wood. 
Full many a year has come and gone 

Since last she gathered her spring for me. 
And lifted me up, and so flew on 

Unchecked in a country fair and free. 
I "ve ridden a score since then, but ne'er 
Crossed one that could live with the old grey mare- 

HOME HINTS. 
By " Ermyntbude." 
To bleach linen thoroughly {in reply to " House- 
wife "), take half a pint of strong sulphuric acid 
(HiSO,), add a bucketful of cold water and boil gentlj 
for fifteen minutes over a slow fire — about four milcB an 
hour will do — stirring in six ounces of pure lampWacl 
till no lumps are visible. Soak the linen in this « 
desired. Any material bleached by this process can be 
regarded as of good quality. Do not let the hands 
remain in the solution too long or a alight discoloration w 
the finger-nails may result; also, in dealing with sul- 
phuric acid remember the rhyme of our schooldajs:— 
"Liule Jobimie's dead nnd goue. 
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Don't cat a hearty meal when bathing; you cannot 
give undivided attention to it. 

Don't eat soup with your knife. If you are in a hurry 
it is much quicker to drink it from the edge of the plate. 

In answer to "Gussie," who queries the correctnesa 
of the statement she read yesterday, " Jam will not 
bum if the bottom of- the pan is smeared with a Uttle 
olive oil," we must confess that even without this pre- 
caution we have not found it a great success as an 
illuminant. 

To pra8er\e plums whole, " Angus," kill as many as 
you require — the most merciful way is to stand them on 
their heads until they get congestion — then bake eoch 
plum separately for thirty minutes. When done they 
turn bright pink with green spots. Bottle, cork, and 
est. The syjup may be strained into a pan and placed 
on the fire; this is much the best way of putting it out. 

"Jack" and "Jill" write to know if Ermvntrude 
can recommend a good lively parlour game for the 
Christmas holidays. She can, dear J. and J. Ask the 
company if they have ever heard of the amusement cftH^'i 
the Laundry Game; it will probably be new to them 
Blindfold all, except yourself; seat them round tv fire 
enjoin silence; then take a big jug of water &3®_,rtlU\ 
rapidly round, pouring a pint or so down ev^jMi ^v'S 
neck. On no account must the bondages h^ ('-^•Iji^'*'^ a\ 
from the eyes of those participating. ^ ■" •' ~^*' - 

find this quite a b 




COMPETITIVE COUGHING. 
At home an influenza cold is reigning ; 

With chorused coughs our fireside is accurst ; . 
But my last wheeze I '11 squander in maintaining 

That mine 's the worst. 
For Herbert's, though ear-splitting and deep-chested 
The sort that makes the soundest lungs feel queer, 
Between ourselves, is easily arrested 

When no one 'a near. 
And Mabel's, though continually hacking — 

A cracked discordance on a broken string — 
Is merely throaty, and completely lacking 

The proper ring. 
While mine, to their perceptible disgust, is 
A hollow bark that tears me with a clank. 
And, though I say it, should in common justice 

Take highest rank. 
But no, they seem to find my efforts wearing; 

A sort of bluff to show what I can do ; 
But never mind : I 'm rapidly preparing 

A final coup. 
A.nd, when they follow me in sad procession. 
While into selE-rcproachful tears thoy burst, 
1 M3 obaequieH shaU win me this 
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SERIALS FOR ALL. 

II. 
TuE second Bpocimen is from tho 

reserve stores of copy at The Nation 
office. 

A PEERLESS PARADISE; 

OR, 

The End of the House of Lords, 

Bv J. A. HoBSON. 

I'niicipal Characters : 

Ibrahim Slivinski, an Egyptian 

Nationalist. 
Lord Boodle, a dissipated nobleman. 
Lady Yorick, a Socialistic Peeress. 
FiKRiK AssiD, an Armenian Anar- 
chist. : 
Portia Hampden 1 Woman 

Joan Ironside >h #°3. 

Rkmirahis Sanguinetti ) ^^mmtx- 
JouN Worm WOOD 3 WORTH, a realistic 

' novelist. , 
Herbert B Asm no dam, a humani- 
tarian publicist. 
Never Nevrrson, explorer and 
philosopher. 
Synopsis of Previous Chapters. 
..Ibrahim Slivinski, tho son of a 
Polish Jew and a Turkish mother, 
has been deputed by tho E^ptian 
Natiooahsts to study the Woman 
Suffrage question in England, and 
on his arrival in that country takes a 
prominent part in tho campaign 
against the House of Lords, and be- 
comes engaged to Portia Hampden, 
the leader of the militant Suffragists. 
While on his way to a great meeting 
at tho Caxton Hall, he 13 assaulted 
by Lord Boodle, a'profligato noble- 
man, and challenges the aggressor to 
a duel in Finsbury Park. Just as the 
combatants aro about to engage, 
Portia rushes ou to the scene and 
shoots Lord Boodlb dead with a 
dynamite pistol. Portia is arrested, 
and while she is awaiting her trial in 
Holloway the prison is " rushed " by 
ten thousand members of the 
Humanitarian Legion, mounted on 
cream-coloured thoroughbreds. After 
rescuing Portia, they proceed toWest- 
minster to exterminate the Peers. 
Chapter IX. 
Lady Yorick, closely followed by 
Slivinski and Assid, was the first to 
burst into the Gilded Chamber. The 
Lord Chancellor was on his feet, 
and the intrepid Countess was in the 
act of hurhng a bomb at him, wbeu 
Bashinoham, in anguished accents, 
screamed out, " Sparo him. It 's 
LoREBURN, not IIalsbdry." 

The Ministerialists, warned of their 
danger, fled to the lobbies, and then 
the grim work of slaughter began in 
earnest. Slivinski, armed with on 
Abyssinian scimitar, decapitated 



three viscounts with one blow. The 
Duke of NoRTHTUBERLAND was trons- 
6k ed by a poisoned boomerang, 
hurled with unerriiig aim by Boris 
PoLDOwsKi, the patriotic Member for 
Hound sditch. 

Bound the Woolsack belted earls 
fell in heaps before tho onset of Joan 
Ironside and her Amazons. 

It was, indeed, a luscious speC' 
tacle, and yet John Wormwoods- 
woRTH, the tender-hearted pessimist, 
could not restrain his tears as he 
witnessed tho extirpation of the 
feudal m^natos who had so often 
served to decorate his sombre chroni- 
cles of the countryside. 

At last ho could restrain himself 
no longer. " Stop," he cried in a 
voice of well- modulated but poignant 
anguish. " They are oppressors and 
reactionaries. But they are pic- 
turesque and well-groomed types." 
At that moment a blow from an eel- 
skin stuffed with sand, wielded by an 
infuriated Humanitarian, caught him 
across his well-chiselled features, 
and, with faultless deportment, he 
sank heavily to the floor. 
III. 

Even The Bazaar, better known as 
The Exchange and Mart, is catch- 
ing tho infection, as the following 
e.ttract shows: — 

THE LUCKY BARGAIN. 

Principal Characters: 

Lady Maud Chaffers, a penniless 

beauty. 
Mobdacnt Valdf.mar, a good man. 
Baron Poche, an impecunious od- 

venturer. 
WiGGY BoAKES, a dog thief. 
Mary Mee, a wealthy spinster. 
Synopsis. 

Lady Maud Cuaffers. a beautiful 
girl of noble lineage, whose father, 
the Marquis of Boole, lost every- 
thing in the great fire of 1903, deter- 
mines bravely to turn to account her 
knowledge of dogs as a means of 
livelihood. She therefore establishes 
a kennel in the back-garden of her 
house at Notting Hill and breeds toy 
poms. These she advertises in The 
Exchange and Mart. It happens 
that MoRDAUNT Valdemar, wishing 
to give a toy pom to Mary Mee, 
the daughter of a rural dean, to 
whom as a youth ho became engaged 
and who will not release him, 
answers one of Lady Maud's adver- 
tisements, and correspondence fol- 
lows, leading to a visit to Notting 
Hill to chooso a pup. Mordadnt at 
onco falls in love with Lady Maud — 
real love — and Lady Maud with him. 
He does not, however, say so, merely 
contenting himself with a few burn- 



ing glances and paying more than 
was asked for the pom. Id pai'tixig 
with it Lady Maud sheds sucb tears 
that he resolves to give it bach to her 
by hook or by crook. She is, how- 
ever, bound to sell it as the brokers 
are in at Boole Hall, and the Marquis 
threatens suicide unless he can raise 
£12, the price of the pom. 

Mordaunt, whose sense of honour 
compels him to give tho pom to 
Mary Mee, since he had promised it 
to her, arranges with Wioov Boakbs, 
a son of one of his old butlers, to get 
it back again, and this Wioov has 
just done. 

Chapter XXXIII. 

Mary Mee woke up with a start. 
Something was wrong, she felt sure, 
but what was it ? She listened. 
There was no sound I Ah, that was 
it. No sound. For no sound tnc-ant 
that Darlikins, the toy pom which 
Mordaunt Valdemar bad given ber, 
either was not there or was— dead I 
His breathing was naturally bo loud 
— almost a snore, in fact. To bear 
nothing was terrible. 

Mary Mee's heart stood etill. 
Then she leapt from the bed and 
rushed into the next room, wfaere 
Darlikins' Httle wicker kennel, made 
in the shape of St. Paul's Cathedral, 
stood. It was empty! With a 
shriek of dismay Mary Mee swooned. 

A man passing by heard the shriek 
and stopped. What was it? The 
man was Baron Poche, a tall, hand- 
some, military type whose baroness 
any woman might be proud to be. 

He was on his way home after a 
late night at his club. He had lost 
all — as usual. He was always losing 
all. What should ho do 7 Should 
he break into the house whence tho 
scream proceeded. It would be an 
adventure, anyway. 

As he pondered Mary Mee came 
to tho window and screamed 
"Thieves I " 

The Baron replied, "What have 
you lost? " 

" A pom," she said. " I would 
give ten thousand pounds rather than 
lose it 1 " 

Ah, thought the Baron, she is rich. 
Perhaps it is what I have been look- 
ing for? 

" Madam," he said, " for a tenth 
of that sum I will find it I " 

" A bargain! " cried Mary Mee. 
{To be continued.) 



A Note on Bgga. 

" Then Spdn threw off the ydk of the Uoon, l 

and once again relapsed," — NunaaUm Ohtrrva: I 

Spain should have pocketed the | 

white instead. I 
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PINKIE'S POST BAG. 

To Miss Pinkie, 

c/o H. Beerbohm Tree, Egg., 

His ^faicsty's Theatre. 
Dearest Pinkie,— Havo you read 
my book, Peter Pan's Post Bag J My 
friond, Misa Padline Cuase, wrote 
tlie priitace all in italics, and Mr. 
HEfNEMASN very kindly published it 
for mo. I expect you will Boon be 
Ixiviug a Post Bag o£ your own, so I 
Kcnd you this letter to make a 
start with. 1 want to say 
tliat 1 think you are simply 
wonderful, and that if there 
was any chance of my ever 
growing up you would be the 
woman for me. But Wendy 
is looking over my shoulder ax 
I write, so 1 dare not say thiH. 
I should also like to send you 
r.everal " thimbles," but am 
prevented for the reason given 
above. 

Your loving and devoted 
Petek Pan. 

Dear Madam, — I hear that 
Peter has been writing to yon ; 
so there is no need for me to 
add anything, except that I 
should be obliged if you would 
KivQ my best lovo to Tommy 
and say that I think him nio^t 
frightfully fascinating. 
Yours faithfully. 
Wendy Darling. 

Dear Miss Pinkie, — Not 
bad. I see that the people 
who made your fairy-tale have 
picked up several notions from 
the Lane. But I slill think 
wo manage these things on 
more legitimate lines. You 
didn't hustle enough; and the 
Kecnery kept much too still. 
And then the idea of having 
an actual boy for the Prin- 
cipal Boy I Yours kindly, 
Arthur Collixs, 

My dear Pinkie, — Do you 
think you could get Mr, Tree to let mc 
Tinderstudy his Queen of the FairicB^ 
I know I have not got her self-assur- 
ance and air of experience, but I 
woTild do my best to acquire these 
qualities. i'ours hopefully, 

Adeline Gen£e. 

My darling Pinkie,— I do wish 1 
could find soma real children like you 
and Tommy tor my Peter Pan annual; 
because poor hfichael feels a little 
lonely amongst all those grown-ups. 
\ro you doing anything iu 1914 ? Be- 
iiiUBe if net 1 should like you to play 
Wendy. Of course you are just a 



child of nature, so far; and you 
would have to be taught some senti- 
ment about mothers (I notice that 
you haven't got a mother — a grave 
omission); but you would soon pick 
that up. Of course if Miss Ellen 
Terry goes on getting younger and 
younger and younger every year, I 
might want her for Wendy; and any- 
how I shall try and get your Queen 
of the Fairies to do my pillow dance, 
1 have a contract with my present 



Mb. Tsee rRESEHTS tiie Qcbek of the Furies. 

Starkcy up till 1931; otherwise your 
gardener should have the part ; and I 
am always Your best friend, 

J. M. Barrie. 

My dear Miss Pinkie, — This is 
what is called an open letter, mean- 
ing that you can show it to anybody 
you like, except the part where I sav 
that I 'm older than Molly. You 
may even show it to your old 
gardener, though I think his fun 
was a httle out of the picture, as 
they say. You see, one of the most 
delightful things in your play was 
the quiet way in which it parodied 



the usual pantomime ; and here vu 
a figure straight out of Drury Lone. 
Nearly ail the rest was in such gentle 
undertones of humour. (I am talk- 
ing as if you were grown-up, because 
you seem to understand things.) 

I thought you were spiendid, and 

the only thing about you 1 didn't Ilia 

(and that wasn't your fault) wbs 

when you had to say all those cleti 

things about the donkey's long ea: 

just after you had got int<) the dark 

wood. You would reahy have 

been much too excited to sav 

anything of the kind. 

You were very fortunate in 
having such charming friehdi; 
to play with — the elves especi- 
ally; and your Aunts and 
Uncle were much more attrac- 
tive than you supposed. Hon- 
they managed not to see tlic 
fairies 1 can't make out. I 
saw them quite plainly, arA I 
am much older than Molly. 

I think vour play n- 
almost as delightful for what 
it left out BE for what it had 
in. I am very glad, for 
instance, that Ciiiderelia't 
Princo and MoUy'a young man 
didn't put in an appearance. 
I can just imagine how stuffv 
thoy 'd have been. Anyhow, 
they couldn't possibly have 
been good enough for such 
very attractive ladies. I am not 
quite sure, by the way, that 
Cinderella and The Sleeping 
Beauty ought to have stepped 
into real life in the Third Act. 
People in Fairyland don't 
quite do that, do they? Still, 
it was good to see them again, 
and 1 wouldn't have missed t 
moment of The Steeping 
Beauty, who was simply su- 
perb. And she could sing loo; 
her song in the wood was tho 
most yawny thing I have ever 
heard outside the Land of Nod. 
Some people think that your 
play was rather thin and alow 
in parts. Well, I hope it won't get 
any quicker or thicker. As it waft 
there were far more good things in i' 
than the audience could take in on 
the night I saw it. But then not 
everybody has a voice as clear as 
yours, my dear. And your thealre 
is BO dreadfully big for small voices. 
My compliments to everybody, 
not forgetting Mr. Tree. I hope the 
Queen of the Fairies will bring him 
on before the curtain every night- 
Good-bye, and don't ever grow up. 
And please let me be, now «"' 
always, Your adopted Uncle, 
O.S. 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 

Though no oEBcial atmounceineiit 

I has been made as to Kiciiabd 

I Stkauss's new opera, eome Jnter- 

etibiiig details, communicated by tlie 

I composer's fnood, Professor Wana- 

1akp:r, to the Jaurnal of Nciirologij, 

Gcn\ to make it clear that the sub- 

I icct is Medea, and that it will be 

handled with alt the restraint, deli- 

l cacy and geniality which have 

1 marked his earHer contributions to 

lyric drama. 



According to Professor Wanasiaker 
the libretto, for which Strauss him- 
self is responsible, follows closely the 
lines of the story as - narrated by 
the great Ifvpntbui, and includes, as 
outstanding features of the dran:ui 
the murder by dilaniation o 
AbayHns; the hypodermic injection 
of magical juices into the veins of 
Jliaon: the boiliug alive of IVdos; 
the destruction of GUuce and the 
massftcre of Glance's family; and the 
final slaughter of Meden'a own chil- 
dren, after which Mcdca trium- 
phantly escapes from the vengeance 
of her infuriated consort in a chariot 
drawn by winged dragons. 

During the greater part, of the 
opera Strauss contents nimself with 
a small orchestra of four hundred 
performers. But in certain scenes 
the executive personnel is largely 
augmented. Thus the orgies in the 
Temple of Hecate will be accom^ 
panied by a group of twelve soprano 
Set I reck horns, fourteen octoroons, and 
a Goliardophone, a gigantic quadruple 
bass tuba, wliicli, fitted with a Par- 
Kons ausotophonc, will emit sten- 
torian snorts every ten seconds. A 
special feature in the third Act is the 
employment of a superb steam siren 
to simulate the hissing of the caul- 
dron in which I'eUas is boiled to 
death, the shrieks of the victim being 
reprcsentexl by a group of twenty 
piccolos reinforced by ten peacocks 
and a live pig, who, according to 
Professor Wanamaker, will be killed 
on the stage. 

A charming effect ocelli's in tli 
first Act, wiiere Mcden tears her 
brother Abst/Ttiig limb from limb, the 
rending asunder of the unfortunate 
CV)lchian nobleman — realistically 
roprosonted by a litu-eized dummy 
stuffed with sausage - meat — syn- 
chronising with a terrific fanfare on 
forty - eight long Bach trumpets, 
wlrile his death-rattle is grace f idly 
suggested by a cadenza on the 
xylophone. 



Even more charming is the scene 
in which Medea slays her children in 
the presence of Jason. Hero the 
psycho -pat ho logical syntliesis of the 
orchestra reaches an altogether un- 
precedented pitch. Each of the 
characters is typified by a different 
group of instruments — Medea by 
twelve flutes, twelve gongs and two 
teiKir sitz-baths, Jason by ten bass 
clarinets, and the children by sixteen 
saxophones ingeniously muted in 
token of their death by suffocation. 

The scene of the last Act is laid in 
tht! Elysisn Fields, where, according 
to the traditions mentioned by 
SiMONiDES. Medea was married to 
Achilles and made him a model wife. 



Htrauss, however, with hie usual 
refreshing originality, reprcsenU the 
illustrious pair as leading a hfe of 
inordinate and stre|)itant misery, 
culminating in a diabolical Apache 
danco in which each tears the other's 
head oft and puts it on to the wrong 
body. ,ThiB finale, according to Pro- 
fessor Wakamakek, is not only the 
most sublime but the moat soul- 
staggering achievement in the entire 
history of the solar or any other 
system. 

Troubles of ft Centipede. 
"Thp fover left oil sons of illfl boliiml il, 
nroong otliers Uifi loss of (Jip iifie of his \egfi. 
At liTeu^ he Instod tliirly iliye, nnd |i:ot rid 
t>{ cvfry onp. Experieiilia Sorel." — "UaiUj 
Erprrn " Conv»pntmrnt. 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

Some Chbistuas Happenings. 
Broadlands. 
Dearest Daphne, — We all vote 
Christmas a bore aod a back-number, 
and yet we 've given in to it once 
more, sending presents and cards ad 
nauacam, becnuse none of us has the 
courage to stop the absurd habit. I 
do think that the person who could 
at once and for ever abolish Christ- 
nitts cards and presents (I refer, of 
course, to those one has to give .') 
woiild deserve a trout scat among the 
very greatest benefactors of our 
species; he 'd bo even great-er than 
that extraordinary creature, Habvev, 
who was the first person to liave his 
hlood circulate. 

People are simply most immensely 
nean about Christmas cards. A 
year ago Aunt Goldie sent roe the 
card I 'd sent her the Christmas be- 
fore. C'est bien elle! 1 sent it to 



her again this Christmas. This scrt 
of thing is impost. If vou geo vour 
Christmas cards specially printed for 
you; but 1 consider that to be encour- 
aging Christmas, and so don't do it. 
Bars always does; and has a little 
verse of high-flown, home-made 
" poetry " printed on them. I never 
know what she means. This year's 
is: — 

" Glows tliB glowing yule-log brielit, 

FliiiKS its glowioft yule-iide light 

On Friende afar aud FriendE oueor; 

Mny ilB radiance ehine ou yon, 

Hay its radiance abiiie alhrough 

Tt' ahyBroal depths q' th' yet imtrod New 

Year ! " 

Do you think it good? I don't. 
.\nd Ray liiuiNotON says it won't 
scan, and that there 's no such word 
as " athrough." 

JosiAU 's given me a most dilly 
Christmas present. One of the 
now motor-houees 1 You 've heard 
of them, of course? Houses, you 
know, with a motor foundation, so 



that you can go where you like io 
them. Mine 's one of the very first 

to be built, and is a little darling 
duck of a maisonette, furnished re- 
gardless. Pancy being able io go 
bye-bye at night among all your own 
prottj-pretties, and to wake up in 
the morning a couple of hundred 
miles oft I (Babs and Beryl and 
Wee-Web are devoured with envy- 
Their husbands couldn't spend 
£30,000 on Christmas presents lor 
them, and wouldn't if they could) 
JosiAn certainly has his merits, and, 
as I "m very far from being a con- 
acienceleas woman, I conwder tM 
when your husband gives you sacb 
really nice presents you ought occa- 
sionally to do as he wishee. So 1 
gave in to his plan for a rep"" 
stodgy Christmassy Christmns do«ii 
here, though it goes without s»J'^g 
that I 'd much rather have stayed in 
town with the Non-ChristosBBen, 
Bosn and Wee- Wee, Nobtj, ^ ' 
lot of others, wha make a point O' I 
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EXILE DE LUXE. 

Ei-Pbesiiwkt Cabtho (»« Berlin). "AH I HOW I AM TEMPTED TO RETURN /fiini PACE TJ 
HARDSHIPS OF DUTY! BUT I MUST DENY MYSELF!" .tOCHC^C 

[Mb. Pukcb bopea that the Ei-Freuileiit may bsTC a BstiaTactory core and soon b« in k condition (jiiyucallf , if not finoncutU;) to res 
the ivgal Imary nhich marked the 6t8t days of liia visit to Berlin.] 



D,r:l,z(:=D,G00Sle 



December 30, '. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



diuing at a rostnuratit on ChrifitmaB 
Day, avoiding all Christmns dishes, 
and trying to forget they belong to 
families or havo any blood relations. 
Altogether they had a much gaudier 
time losing Christmas than tho stufiy 
people who were hee-ping it. 

A liitle Christmas storiette about 
tlie Oldparks is going round. He 
was out in Tosas, you know, aa a 
younger son, roDulung and cowboy- 
ing and all that 
sort of thing, and 
he married the 
daughter of his 
" boss." She was 

firettj and dol- 
orous, knew all 
about " round- 
ing lip " cattle, 
and rode about 
wearing a lasso 
and a rifle and 
all tho other 
little ei-ceieras 
of a Texan toil- 
ette. Since he 
succeeded to the 
title and brought 
her homo, how- 
ever, she 's com- 
pletely put away 
Tesan things, 
goes in furiously 
for pomp and cir- 
cumstanco, and, 
in the language 
of her former 
state, never 
comes off the 
roof. (It 's said 
that she 'b been 
heard to speak 
of herself as 
" my ladyship " 



New Year, I don't know whether 
ho followed the advice. 

A number of us have been going to 
a set of lectures at the " Fitz " lately 
on what d'you think, my dearest? — 
Love I A certain little French- 
"■oman undertook to teach «oiia 
ai'fres Anglaigeg how to love, by tell- 
ing us the stories of famous French 
lovers. Her cheek, unlike her sub- 
ject, is pretty cool, don't you think? 



I't 



liat 



course of it I said the woman who 
loved in vain was compleicly out, 
and we 'd no use for her to.day ; and 
that, if I could come across a speci- 
men of her, I 'd give it a good shak- 
ing and say: " You donkey I What 
d'you mean by loving in vain? Don't 
you think the men are conceited 
enough without thai t " And Norty 
said, " Well, anyhow the woman who 
\ loved in vain was better then the 
woman who 
couldn't love at 
all ! " And I 
said, " Where 
was the woman 
who couldn't 
love at all?" 
And he said, 
"Oh, in lots cf 
places." And I 
said / 'd never 
met the woman 
who couldn't 
love — and just as 
the discussion 
was getting cnor- 
mou»\y amusing 
JosrATi came in 
and began to 
look for some- 
thing. He was 
so frightfully 

gruil and glum 
that 1 asked him 
by 



lovely 7) Well, 
and so the Texan 
countess meant 
to have a regular 
pompous, patri- 
archal Christmas 
at Oldpark. There 
was to be o kick- 
up in the big hall for the small tenants 1 As if we 
and tho servants, and they were to The ide 
have old-fashioned cakes and ale, j omourcff 
do moss-grown old country | eoited 1 
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country i 
dances and jigs, while the Oldparks 
{she inMsted on this part of tho pro- 
gramme) sat on a dais, tiHh their 
cOTonetg on, presiding over the 
revels ! I 

Poor dear Oldpark was telling 
Bosii about it despairingly at the 
Dawdlers' a day or twa before 
Christmas, and asked what he 'd 
better do? Bosii advised him to get 
lost, and be missing tiU well into the 



wanted teaching about love I 
il Quand il g'agit den 
C8 the French are so con- 
Thcy think they can give us 
a stone and a beating over any dis- 
tance, from the T.Y.C, to the Gold 
Cup Course. Love has been quite 
the topic among us who 've been to 
the lectures. Discussion has simply 
raged. Bo»ii and Wee-Wee gave a 
Love Dinner; and I had a big Love 
Tea. But a titr.-h-tete love-argu- 
ment is the best fun. Norty and 1 
had a furious one when he called in 
Park Lane tho other day. In the 



his tempi 

was looking for? 

I hear that the 

BULLYON - BOUN- 

PERMERF. woman 
had a big cateh- 
'em-alive-oh on 
Christmas Eve, 
and there was a 
grown-up Christ- 
mas tree with 
absurdly expen- 
sive things on it. 
Babs invited the 
crowd for her, 
and they all 
went. Most cf 
thom don't know the B.-B.'s at all 
— and haven't the least intention of 
knowing them 1 Ever thine, 

BUNCHB. 



Tha Journalistic Touch. 

Not a pennyworth of jewpUerj biitJ been 
vpred except one or tn-o articles of Lttle 
e."- The Dady Mail. 



" 1 <to not liu<l any ixirtirular objn'tion to 
tlic fichRme, lUic] I believe it is nil accordiug to 
football Crocker." — Suftcx Daily Kfirt, 
In this football connection "Crocker" 
is not at alt a bad touch. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerkt.) 
Mb. William Somerset Mauobah musli real); take 
care or he will out-Wiltiam the greatest of all the Wil- 
liams, with his versatile industry. Only the other day 
his plays were performing a paa dc qvatre, and now, 
while 1 foi^ot how many of them are still on the track. 
comes The Magician (Hbinemann), displaying Mr. 
Mauoham's talent in a novel and extremely, lurid light. 
" None of your society rib-ticklers this time," says 
William the Conqueror. " 1 wants to make your 
flesh creep. I will a tale unfold whoso lightest word 
will harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood, make 
each particular hair to stand erect like quills upon the 
fretful porcupine. Murder most foul, strange and un- 
natural." Or, in the language of the halfpenny news- 
vendor — " Shockiu' revelations! An Old Etonian 
practises black magic. Creates homunculi with hie 
wife's life - blood. 
Mysterious death of 
the Murderer!" That 
gives you the skele- 
ton, BO to speak, of 
Mr. MAOOBAu'sstory. 
There is a human 
interest in it as well 
— the grizzly fascina- 
tion by which this 
monster - creating 
monster attracts the 
young girl, who, 
loathing him like a 
poiBODOus toad, 
body, soul, and spirit, 
yet becomes his wife. 
In its natural as well 
as supernatural fea- 
tures the story is 
gruesomely clever. 

But for my part I 

don't care to sup my fill with such horrors. They give 
me indigestion. 

I do wish that authoresses would be more humane. 
In the House of the Crickets (Smiiti, Elder), Kathabine 
TvNAN has completely wrecked a boat-train from Paris 
in order to destroy an unfortunate young man who had 
to be got out of the way, and incidentally, of course, 
has brought suffering and distress into the homes of 
hundreds of people who had nothing to do with the plot 
at all. There wore reasons why the heroine considered it 
desirable that her first lover (whom she imagined to be 
the betrayer of her sister) should be got out of the way : 
still, I think that his elimination might have been 
effected with less of general discomfort. For the rest, 
the HoiiBC of the Crickets {there were none on the 
hearth, I fancy) gives a well-drawn, pathetic picture of 
life on an extremely distressful Irish farm, and whereas 
I always believed before that the grig was a merry kind 
of beast 1 ehall never do so again. There is one 
other point besides the railway smash that I fee! 
obliged to cavil at. On page 292 Katherine Tvnan says 
of her heroine that " she had often thought how foolish 
wore the misunderstandings of the novelists, devised 
just to keep the ball roUing. " Of course, as a matter 
of fact (if she had only known it), Hannah was in a 
novel herself all the time. 



EXPWUED REPUTATIONS— Vr. 

Tm! Si BBSS. 



In A Happy Half Century (Gai and Hancock), which 
gives the title to a Hitfe volume of essays, Mies 
Uepplier reviews the literary products of the last 
twenty-five years of the eighteenth century and the Gru 
quarter of the nineteenth. The period begios with Miss 
BuRNE¥ and closes with Miss Fbrbieb and Miss Jase 
Poster. Prominent among its stars are Mrs. B*«- 
BAULD, Hannah More, Mrs. Chapone, Mra. Mohtague. 
Mrs. Opie, Mrs, Hemans, and the authoress of Tk 
Mysteries of Vdolpho. Miss Bbpplier'8 lament is that 
she and others among us were bom a hundred years too 
late. What a splash we might have made with these 
amiable persons as competitors I In succeeding chapUn 
the masterpieces of these and sister- writers are de&lt 
with in detail, leaving on the mind of the reader t 
feeling of surprise that one who has read them bU 
through is still alive, and, as the book testifies, in high 
spirits. When we come to think of it, it is amaziDg 
that such dull commonplace should for half a centur; 
have held the reading world in thrall. One who in 
momiDg newspaper ia 
occasionally alluded 
to as " this present 
writer " heai^ Mr. 
Gladstone relate bov 
be bad once been 
the saluted presence 
of Han N ab'Mobe, aitd 
how she gave him t 
book — probably one 
of her own. He 
spoke of the event as 
if it filled one of the 
proudest momentA of 
a not uneventful life. 
Whilst Miss Rbppliki 
J a lu e D t s her ows 
birth out of due sea- 
son, she will re«>g- 
nise what spleniiid 
opportunity Dickens 
and Tbaokbrav found 
in the field so carefully tilled for them. 

A DIRECTOIRE FROCK. 
Long languid lines unbroken by a frill, 
Superfluous festoons reduced to nil, 
. A figure like a seal reared up on end 
And poking forward with a studied bend; 
A shortish neck imprisoned in a ruff, 
Skin-fitting sleeves that show a stint of stuff, 
A waist promoted halfway up the buck. 
And not a shred that 's comfortably slack; 
A multitude of buttons, row on row, 
Not there for business — merely made for show, 
A skirt whose meagre gores necessitate 
The waddle of a Chinese lady's gait; 
A " busby " toque extinguishing the hair 
As if a giant hand had crushed it there- 
Behold the latest mode! and write beneath, 
" A winter blossom bureting from its ' sheath.' 



From The Montreal DaUy Star of December 12th :- 

" The Sen-inn pnrerB annoiviicc a general boycott ngaicsl *°^,'* 
Hungary. This probably ia a b'uil. but should it be Irae it «il' ''"^ 
inunediale action on the part of Austria-Iiuiig iry dating from -Iido»T 

There 'b an example for Mr. AsQurm I 
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.... As Mh. Punch drew nearer lie saw tliot a Chrifltma.* Dinner Partv was in progreea. It was the moat 
eitraordinary Cbrialniaa Party he had ever seen, for everybody seemed to be quarrelling with everybody eke. 

When they observed him, which tliey did quite suddenly, they stopped arguing with each otl^r, and all shoutod 
together : 

" No roam ! No room ! " 

" There is always room lor me," said Mit. Pinch modestly ; and he sat down in a vacant chair. On his left side 
was a large bird which he recognised at once as tbe famous Double Eagle, but the chair on his right seemed at first sight 
to be unoccupied. 

The Ltouble Eagle looked doubtfully at him. 

" Oh, it 'a you, is it ? " he said at lost. " Then consider yourself censored, boycotted and blackballed." Where- 
upon lie resumed his occupation of pushing a small furry animal into his pocket — only pausing occasionally to scowl 
at his left-hand neighbour. 

" Huve some Turkey ? " cried somebody to Mb, Punch. 

The Sage looked round the table. " I don't aee any," he said, 

" There ian't any," laughed snother of the company. " We 've taken it sU." 

" No, they haven't," whispered a very small voice on Mr. Punch's right. " There 'a still a little of nie left. But 
I 'm not the bird I was. Not at all the bird I was," he repeated in a doleful voice. 

Mr. Punch turned round haatily, and found that there was indeed a small bird on the apparently unoccupied chair. 

" Dear me," he said, " I never noticed you. Now perhaps you can tell me who all these people are ? " 

"With pleasure," said the Turkey. "Of course you recognise the person on your left— the Double Eagle?" 

"Yes," said Mb. Punch; "but I don't quite understand what he's doing. Who is that little animal ho is puahiug 
into his pocket?" 

"That," said his neighbour in a melancholy voice, " is the Bosnigove. It uaed to be mine really, but that Double 
Eagle took it away; and aJl I'm going to get instead is one of those little woolly things called Sandjaks. Well, then, 
further on you see the Serb. Ho 'a very angry with the Double Eagle about it all, being a great fiiend of the Bosnigove 's, 
and .... I don't know, but there may be a fight one day." 

" I see," said Mn. Punch. " And who is the person beyond you with the paper cap on ? " 

" It isn't a cap, it 'a a crown— at least he thinks it is. That is the Bulgar Man. A very Bulgar Man," added the 
Turkey with a sigh, /- ~^ i 



At this moment the Double Eagle turned round suddenly and gazed at Mr. Funcil 
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" Are you fond of riddles ? " he asked abruptlj-. 

"Very," said the Sage genially. "I always tiiink ihat no Christmas dinner is complete wiihout a few riddl« 
And I niny Bay thnt I am coDsidereJ rather good at them." 

" Then try this one. When is a Treuly not a Treaty ? " i 

" When is a Treaty not a Treaiy ? I 'm sure I siiall gneaa that. When it 's a Wlien it 'b a " he be^n ' 

to murmur to himself; but the Double E^gle had already turned away, and was now flapping his wings violently under ; 
the noee of the Serb. Mn. Punch was sure that there would i-eally be a light this time, and was about to. jiunp up and 
intervene, when the Bulgar Man leant over towards him. ' 

" Will you," heKiiid, holding out a uracker, "pull this with me?" | 

" Certainly," s;iid Mr. I'txcH, " Crackora— how delightful ! " i 

"I (?o hope," said the Bulgar Man, "1 di hope llieio 's a ri'al crown in this one. Would you," he went on aaslously. ' 
"would you call this one I've got on a cap or a crown? It's just like a crown, isn't it?" 

"I should call it a crap— I mean a cown— that is to say, decidedly a " 

Ring! 

" Boiher ! " said the Bulgar Man. " A tin trumpet ! Aud I diii want a real crown eo ! Here, you, catch," aiMl 
he threw it at the Serb. 

" I can tell you the answer to that riddle," said a mild voice at Mr. Punch's elbow. " It 's ' When it 's broken.' " 

" Of course ! " cried Mn. Puscu. " So it ia. It woiddn't he a Treaty any longer when it was broken, and so 

Heavens, what 's that ? " 

"It's oidy me," said tlie Serb, as lie took the trumpet from liis mouth. He bad left his cLair and was now atandini: 
jnst behind Mn. Pukch. " I 'm a very warlike person, I am," he went on. " Did yon see what that Double Eagle did 
me? He flapped his wings in my face. I slialt resent it— I shall certuiuly resent it most strongly. And I shan't be 
afraid to tell him so. I'm a Serb." 

" Tliey also Serb who only stand and wait," murmured the Turkey, 

"You don't think I'm afraid, do you?" cried the Serb, turning b) him indignantly. "Why, I've a good mind, 
a very good mind, to bluw this in his ear, just to show you." 

"Look here," began the Double Eagle, turning round 

"Bang!" cried the Bulgar Mou, as he pulled a cracker with himself. " Tlus it a crown this time, I bet yon 
anything." 

" Peace, peico," said Mb. Pusai, spreading out his hands. 

They quieted down, and waited for biui to S|x;ak. 

"Gentlemen," be said cheerily, " this is tlie maddest dinner-party I have ever been at, (Appiaus?.) Kow one of 
you asked me a ridtUe just now, which I have succeeded in guessing vicariously, (lla! Ita!) In tile ordinary way I sltofuld 
capect to receive a prine for tliis ; but in lliese special cireumalances I can see that it is all of yon who will ex|ect to 
receive a prize from me. (Muffled 'Hear, heart' fiinn the Bosnigoix.) 1 have, therefore, much pleasure in preswnling you 
all with the first prize" (and here he phced a book upoii the table), "in the hope that, whatever yonr differences 
may be, yon will at least have tliis in common — an appi-eciation of my 
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